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To 
William  Euing,  Esq.,  F.S.A.Scot, 

Glasgow. 


My  dear  Sir, 

An  examination  of  your  rare  Collection  of  the  works  of 
British  Hymn -writers  enahled  me  to  constitute  the  basis  of  the 
present  work.  In  the  perfecting  of  my  design,  I  have  received 
from  you  many  obligations.  Now  that  the  labour  of  nine  years 
is  consummated  in  the  appearance  of  this  volume,  I  inscribe  it 
to  you,  as  a  token  of  my  esteem. 

That  the  Hymns  contained  in  this  Collection,  which  have 
cheered  myself  under  the  cloud  of  trial,  may  prove  a  source  of 
consolation  to  you  in  the  valley  of  years,  and  may  be  to  both 
of  us  a  foretaste  of  the  Songs  of  the  Redeemed,  is  the  earnest 
desire  and  prayer  of 

My  dear  Sir, 
Your  very  obedient  faithful  servant, 

CHARLES   ROGERS. 
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Song  is  the  eternal  e^cponent  of  Divine  praise.  Ere  the 
world  was  framed,  "the  morning  stars  sang  together;" 
the  saints  shall  "  come  to  Sion  with  songs,"  when  the 
present  visible  creation  has  passed  away.  The  chosen 
people  foimd  expression  to  their  most  fervent  aspira- 
tions in  the  harmony  of  numbers.  The  triumph  at  the 
Red  Sea  was  celebrated  by  Moses  and  Miriam  in  strains 
of  loftiest  poetry.  As  his  heart  exulted  in  the  manifes- 
tations of  Divine  goodness,  the  royal  Psalmist  breathed 
forth  his  incomparable  lyrics.  Solomon  uttered  his  soul- 
stirring  lays,  as  he  contemplated  the  boundless  love  of 
a  coming  Saviour.  In  strains  of  heaven-wrapt  imagery, 
Isaiah  celebrates  the  glory  of  Gospel  times.  And  when 
the  light  of  the  Gospel  dispensation  dawned,  how  mar- 
vellously simple  and  hallowed  was  that  song  by  which 
angels  sung  an  incarnate  God, — a  Savioiu:  bom! 

The  Redeemer  dwelt  in  the  lowlier  vale  of  human 
life.     He  sought  not  the  praises  of  the  unstable  muVlv 
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tude,  whose  hallelujahs  were  so  soon  to  be  exchanged 
for  the  ejaculations  of  "  Away  with  Him  !  crucify  Him !" 
Yet  in  token  that  the  psalm  of  thanksgiving  and  the 
anthem  of  praise,  should  be  acceptable  under  the  system 
of  worship  He  came  forth  to  constitute,  His  virgin 
mother  was  inspired  to  sing  of  the  glory  of  His  reign ; 
and  in  the  immediate  prospect  of  His  sufferings,  at  the 
paschal  supper,  He  sung  a  hymn  with  His  disciples.  To 
His  people  in  every  age  it  was  to  be  enjoined  that  they 
should  "  in  psalms,  and  hymns,  and  spiritual  songs,"  sing 
and  "  make  melody  "  in  their  hearts  to  the  Lord. 

The  zeal  of  the  Christian  Fathers  was  manifested  in 
their  love  of  the  Divine  harmonies.  Many  hymns  of 
the  Latin  Church  are  still  treasured  as  the  noblest  be- 
quests of  the  times  wherein  they  were  written.  During 
the  middle  ages,  when  the  Church  seemed  to  have  sunk 
into  a  profound  slumber,  the  occasional  aspiration  of 
sacred  mmibers  proved  almost  the  only  sign  that  the 
light  had  not  been  finally  extinguished.  Long  before  the 
era  of  Reformation,  congregational  praise-giving  had 
ceased ;  yet  the  hymns  used  in  the  choral  services  testi- 
fied, to  the  learned  at  least,  as  to  the  heartfelt  worship 
which  alone  is  acceptable  to  God. 

When  Luther  had  successfully  protested  against  the 
errors  of  the  Romish  faith,  that  illustrious  Reformer  be- 
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Stowed  on  the  Protestant  Church,  as  his  first  gift,  a  book 
of  praise — hymns  and  music — composed  by  himself. 
Calvin,  and  the  other  leaders  of  the  Reformation,  like- 
wise encouraged  the  people  to  congregational  singing. 
It  is  one  of  the  foundation  stones  of  the  Church  of 
England,  that  any  psalm  or  hymn,  founded  on  Holy 
Scripture,  may  be  sung  by  congregations.  Nonconformist 
Churches  have  been  especially  attached  to  the  use  of 
hymns. 

In  the  secret  experience  of  believers,  the  influences  of 
Divine  song  have  been  attested  in  every  age.  The 
forthgivings  of  the  sacred  lyre  have  sustained  converts  in 
renouncing  all  for  the  GospeFs  sake,  have  comforted 
apK>stles  '*  in  the  inner  prison,"  and  strengthened  martyrs 
amidst  the  flames.  The  anthem  of  praise  has  gladdened 
the  sorrowful,  and  cast  on  the  wounded  spirit  the  balm 
of  consolation.  In  the  chamber  of  sickness,  when  even 
the  soothing  voice  of  aflfection  has  become  irksome,  and 
the  memory  has  almost  lost  its  power,  the  counte- 
nance of  the  dying  has  glowed  with  joy  on  the  repetition 
of  cherished  hymns.  The  hymns  acquired  in  childhood 
prove  the  only  friends  which  survive  to  comfort  old  age. 

A  great  impulse  has  lately  been  imparted  to  hymno- 
logical  studies.  Collections  of  hymns  are  constantly 
bdng  issued,  and  persons  endowed  with  the  gift  of  jm 
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song  are  consecrating  their  genius  to  the  service  of  the 
sanctuary. 

The  Editor  of  the  present  work  has  endeavoured  to 
pr6vide  a  Collection  suitable  for  all  the  Churches,  In 
accomplishing  his  design,  he  has  devoted  himself  to 
three  departments, — the  presentation  of  approved  and 
classical  hymns,  the  restoration  of  the  original  texts, 
and  the  assignment  of  each  composition  to  the  proper 

author. 

« 

Respecting  the  first  department,  the  Editor  has,  by 
arranging  the  hymns  under  their  several  authors,  in 
alphabetical  order,  avoided  the  difficulty  attendant  on 
procuring  hymns  suitable  to  particular  occasions,  which 
has  led  not  a  few  of  his  predecessors  to  the  adoption 
of  compositions  unworthy  of  a  place  in  the  national 
psalmody.  He  has  made  his  selections  with  the  utmost 
care,  and  has  only  inserted  those  compositions  which 
seemed  to  combine  devotional  fervour  with  poetical 
excellence. 

The  restoration  of   the  original   texts    has    proved 

a  task  singularly  arduous.     Nearly  every  hymn,  which 

.   has  been  adopted  by  compilers,  has  been  altered    or 

mutilated.     These  textual  interferences  have  occurred 

with  the  most  untiring  persistency,  and  in  quarters  alto- 


> 
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gether  unexpected.  Only  in  rarest  instances  have  the 
alterations  proved  to  be  improvements.  As  a  rule,  the 
innovations  have  marred  the  hannony,  destroyed  the 
rhythm,  and  even  altered  the  sense  of  the  original 
writers. 

The  task  of  restoration  would  have  been  simple,  had 
the  latest  or  best  editions  of  the  different  authors  been 
readily  attainable.  But  it  has  been  otherwise.  Though 
the  Editor  has  enjoyed  advantages  which  were  certainly 
never  before  possessed  by  any  compiler  of  sacred  song, 
he  has  frequently  had  to  search  for  a  course  of  years  for 
particular  originals.  His  researches  were  commenced  in 
1857 ;  and  though  he  cannot  accuse  himself  of  any  lack 
of  diligence,  he  has  been  enabled  to  procure  some  ori- 
ginal  readings,  only  as  these  pages  have  been  passing 
through  the  press. 

In  the  department  of  authorship,  the  Editor  has  pro- 
vided brief  memoirs  of  the  hymn-writers,  and  these  often 
firom  original  sources  of  information.  He  has  ascer- 
tained the  authorship  of  many  hymns,  hitherto  of  un- 
determined origin,  and  has  assigned  to  the  veritable 
writers  compositions  heretofore  ascribed  to  others. 

These  researches,  may,  in  the  estimation  of  some, 
be  but  of  small  value.     By  every  true  lover  of  out 
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national  hymn  literature,  the  Editor  feels  other  senti- 
ments will  be  entertained.  What  reader  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture is  content  to  know  that  certain  passages  which 
especially  edify  him,  are  contained  somewhere  in  the  in- 
spired volume  ?  Does  he  not  rejoice  to  associate  those 
precious  texts  with  the  particular  writer, — whether  pro- 
phet, or  evangelist,  or  apostle, — as  well  as  with  his  cir- 
cumstances at  the  period  when  his  inspired  utterances 
were  given  forth?  In  like  manner  does  the  Christian 
believer  seek  to  possess  every  fragment  of  Divine  truth ; 
he  could  not  bear  an  abridgment  of  the  sacred  word. 
Modem  hymn-writers,  though  not  inspired  like  the  sweet 
singer  of  Israel,  have  generally  been  persons  of  enlarged 
Christian  views.  To  their  l)rres  they  have  sung  of  Christ, 
as  they  personally  experienced  Him.  No  curtailed  or 
interpolated  expression  of  such  deep  and  genuine  feeling 
can  be  acceptable  to  those  who  appreciate  the  tones  of 
the  Gospel  harp.  Surely  it  is  well  that  in  one  work, 
at  least,  the  unabridged  compositions  of  the  British 
hymn-writers  should  find  a  resting-place. 

From  many  unpublished  hymns  offered  for  his  accept- 
ance, the  Editor  has  selected  those  which  he  conceived 
worthy  of  a  place  in  a  national  collection.  Disappoint- 
ment may  be  experienced  by  some  readers,  at  not  find- 
ing in  these  pages  lyrics  which  they  have  long  remem- 
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bered  with  interest  Yet  it  may  be  found,  on  a  careful 
examination,  that  no  tnily  classical  British  hymn  has 
been  omitted. 

Consequent  on  the  operations  of  editors,  the  opening 
stanzas  of  many  of  the  best  hymns  have  been  struck 
off,  so  that  the  original  compositions  are  not  recogni- 
sable by  ordinary  readers.  Thus  Bakewell's  beautiful 
hymn,  beginning — 

"  Hail  f  Thou  once  despisM  Jesus," 

is,  in  many  compilations,  commenced  with  the  second 
stanza — 

**  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed." 

And  Keble's  Evening  Hymn  has  been  so  frequently 
b^;un  with 

••  Sun  of  my  soul !  Thou  Saviour  dear  I" 

the  opening  line  of  the  third  verse,  that  the  two  preced- 
ing verses  have  ceased  to  be  familiar. 

The  Editor  has  introduced  a  few  American  hymn-writers, 
on  account  of  their  particular  compositions  having  been 
so  extensively  used  in  this  country,  and  consequently  so 
much  identified  with  the  national  lyre.  Translations,  or 
versions  of  ancient  and  foreign  hymns,  have  generally 
been  excluded,  as  not  falling  within  the  scope  of  the 
publication.     In  the  Appendix  are  presented  the  me- 
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moirs  and  compositions  of  seven  hymn-writers,  re- 
specting whom  satisfactory  information  could  not  be  ob- 
tained in  time  for  the  alphabetical  arrangement.  Three 
anonymous  hymns  have  likewise  been  included  in  the 
Appendix.  To  the  Notes  at  the  close  of  the  volume  the 
reader  is  referred  for  some  particulars  respecting  the 
hymns  and  their  writers,  which  could  not  conveniently 
be  introduced  into  the  text. 

To  many  kind  friends,  who  have  from  the  outset 
evinced  a  deep  interest  in  his  task,  the  Editor  owes  some 
explanation  for  the  long  postponement  of  the  date  of 
publication.  Five  years  ago,  when  residing  in  a  country 
town,  he  had,  by  relying  on  information  derived  at  second 
hand,  conceived  himself  justified  in  proceeding  to  press. 
About  two  hundred  pages  of  the  work  were  printed, 
when  on  obtaining  additional  access  to  originals,  he 
found  that  he  had  fallen  into  a  succession  of  errors, 
which  rendered  the  cancelling  of  the  impression  im- 
perative. Even  at  the  expiration  of  five  years,  three 
additional  cancels  have  been  found  necessary  to  secure 
a  correct  text 

In  the  course  of  his  recent  labours,  the  Editor  has 
procured  his  information  chiefly  by  personal  research. 
In  the  prosecution  of  his  inquiries,  he  has  made  a  tour 
throughout  the  United  Kingdom,  ransacked  the  public 
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Ubraries,  and  availed  himself  of  many  private  collections. 
To  his  numerous  correspondents  he  returns  an  expression 
of  his  best  thanks.  To  the  original  contributors,  and  the 
owners  of  copyright  hymns  who  have  waived  their  pri- 
vileges on  his  behalf,  he  is  most  sincerely  grateful. 

He  returns  his  cordial  thanks  to  Anthony  Webb,  Esq., 
Bath,  for  the  use  of  his  ample,  and  in  some  respects 
unique,  hymnological  library.  From  the  Rev.  William 
Reid,  editor  of  the  elegant  "Praise  Book,"  he  ob- 
tained the  use  of  some  rare  and  valuable  hymn-books, 
for  which  he  would  express  his  acknowledgments.  .To 
William  Euing,  Esq.,  Glasgow,  his  deepest  gratitude  is 
due,  for  not  only  throwing  open  to  him  his  richly  stored 
library  of  sacred  song,  but  for  kindly  making  purchase 
of  every  work  which  was  essential  to  his  purpose. 

Indefatigable  as  his  labours  have  been,  the  Editor 
acknowledges  that  he  had  only  succeeded  partially  in 
his  undertaking,  unless  for  the  assistance  which  has  been 
rendered  him  by  two  most  accomplished  hymnologists, 
Mr.  C  D.  Hardcastle,  Keighley,  and  A.  C.  Hobart  Sey- 
mour, Esq.,  Bristol.  Mr.  Seymour  is  the  well  known 
author  of  the  "  Life  and  Times  of  Selina,  Countess  of 
Huntingdon,"  and  has  been  engaged  in  hymnological 
studies  for  upwards  of  half  a  century.  Mr.  Hardcastle 
has  accumulated  a  remarkable  collection  of  the  works  of 
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British' hymn-writers,  and  his  knowledge  in  every  depart- 
ment of  hymnology  is  unrivalled.  The  assiduity  with 
which  Mr.  Hardcastle  has  applied  himself  to  the  per- 
fecting of  this  work  the  Editor  feels  he  cannot  sufficiently 
prize,  or  .too  gratefully  acknowledge. 

It  would  be  unjust  to  one  who  has  diligently  laboured 
in  the  same  field  were  the  Editor  to  conclude  these 
remarks  without  some  allusion  to  the  "  Book  of  Praise," 
edited  by  Sir  Roundell  Palmer.  From  this  compilation 
he  has  derived  considerable  assistance;  but  he  cannot 
withhold  an  expression  of  regret  that  the  learned  Editor, 
while  generally  careful  respecting  the  purity  of  the  text, 
should  so  frequently  have  subjected  the  hymns  selected 
by  him  to  a  process  of  curtailment. 

In  bringing  his  labours  to  a  close,  the  Editor  feels 
he  is  parting  with  an  occupation  which  he  has  long 
cherished  with  delight.  But  he  trusts  that  the  result 
will  prove  edifying  to  others.  He  is  not  without  a 
measure  of  hope  that  this  publication  may  be  found  the 
most  authentic  collection  of  the  classic  productions  of 
the  British  Lyre  ever  offered  to  the  public. 

2,  Heath  Terrace, 

Lewisham,  Greenwich. 
November^  1866. 
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MRS.  SARAH  FLOWER  ADAMS. 

Saiam  Fullbk  Flowsk  was  daughter  of  Benjamin  Flowor,  editor  tad  proprietor  of  Tht 
Cmi$i4fit  tntM%gtncer.  Mr.  Flower  was  a  prominent  politician  of  tlie  Liberal  ichool ;  aad 
^Mker  «f  tke  weB-knowa  gentlenian  of  that  name,  who  emigrated  to  nUnoia,  hi  die  Ualted 
^ita^  ii  compaaj  with  Mr.  Birkbeck.  By  his  marriage  with  Misa  Gottld.  of  DocMtihire,  a 
^of  mperior  talent,  two  daughters  were  bom  td  him ;  the  subject  of  this  notice  being  the 
ihe  was  bom  on  the  sand  Febmary,  ito5.  By  their  mother's  early  death,  the 
hroqght  op  under  the  immediate  care  of  their  father,  and  both  eerly  manifested 
On  their  father's  decease,  they  esUblUhed  their  residence  at  Upper  Clapton, 
<k«t  oonpyiag  ifacanelTes  in  intellectual  culture.  Eliza,  the  elder  sister,  published  "  Mif 
*>1  nbttationsof  the  Waverley  Novels."  and  a  work  entitled  "  Adotatkw,  Asplratioa.  awl 


I>  ii)4  MkB  Senh  Flower  accepted  the  hand  of  Mr.  William  Brfclges  Adams,  die  dia- 

^iiibul  eagiaccr.    A  community  of  literary  tastes  had  brooght  them  together.    Natoralty 

ft  a  ddkne  coascitutioo,  the  health  of  Mrs.  Adams  was  eafSeebled  by  a  long  and  anzioaa 

■lliB^aece  OB  her  sister,  who  at  length  succumbed  to  a  pulmonary  ailment  in  1847.  In  other  two 

!'*■'>•  Ura.  Adams  was  hersdf  a  victim  to  the  same  complaint.    She  died  on  die  13th  August. 

>%>  "She  wore  away."  writes  one  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  these  particniaia,  "alnMsther 

^  hnsth,  <**tfr'g  Into  anconsdous  song  as  the  gentle  spirit  glided  from  its  beautUul  frame." 

Ber  icauBs  were  consigned  to  the  Foster  Street  burial-ground,  near  Harlow.  Essex. 

Mhl  Adsas  was  a  person  of  strong  sensibility  and  of  deep  religious  earnestness.    Thoea 

I  privileged  with  her  society  cherish  her  memory  with  love  and  reverence.    She  waa 

coatrlbotor  to  the  periodical  press,  both  in  verse  and  prose.    Several  of  her 

[  considerable  attention.    Her  criticisms  in  art  were  esteemed.    She  coo^Mieed  a 

I  ior  children,  interspersed  with  hymns,  entitled  "  The  Flock  at  the  Fountain."    la 

^A  she  r"Hiiihr1  a  draaaatic  poem  in  Ave  acts,  on  the  martyrdom  of  Vhria  Perpetua.    It  is 

dwlnted  to  her  sister,  la  some  beautiful  and  touching  llnea  of  verse.     To  a  volume  of 

"HjBos  Md  Aalhems,"  published  in  1841  by  Mr.  Charles  Fox,  she  contributed  thirteen  pieces. 

Two  of  these  ioHow  tba  preecat  sketch.     The  latter  has  found  a  place  la  nearly  every 


FATHER.  THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

He  sendeth  sun.  He  sendeth  shower, 
Alike  they're  needful  for  the  flower ; 
And  joys  and  tears  alike  are  sent 
To  give  the  soul  fit  nourishment : 
As  comes  to  me  or  cloud  or  sun, 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 
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Can  loving  chiUren  e'er  reprove 

With  murmurs  whom  they  trust  and  lovet 

Creator,  I  would  ever  be 

A  trusting,  loving  child  to  Thee  ; 

As  comes  to  me  or  cloud  or  smi. 

Father,  TTiy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 

Oh,  ne'er  will  T  at  life  repine, 
Enough  that  Thou  hasi  made  it  mine ; 
When  falls  the  shadow  cold  of  death, 
I  yet  will  sing  with  parting  breath ; 
As  comes  to  me  or  shade  or  sun. 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 


NEARER.  MY  COD,  TO  THEE. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ; 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me  : 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


Thongb  lilte  the  wanderer. 
The  sun  gone  down. 

Darkness  be  over  me. 
My  rest  a  stone  ; 

Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee. 

There  let  the  way  appear. 
Steps  unto  heaven  ; 

All  that  Thou  send'st  to  me 
In  mercy  given  ; 

Angels  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee, 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 
3nght  with  Thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I'll  raise ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 
.Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee. 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing. 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


Joseph  Addison  w«s  born  at  Mflston,  near  Amesbury,  Wiltshire,  on  the  ist  May,  1679. 
His  Ctthcr,  the  Rer.  Lancelot  Addison,  latteriy  Dean  of  Lichfield,  published  anonymously  a 
OBaU  doodcciflao  rolume  of  "  Sacred  Hymns  and  Poems,"  bearing  date  1699.  Joseph  Addison 
was  educated  in  the  Charterhpuse,  and  at  the  University  of  Oxford.  He  was  intended  for  the 
Cbarch,  bat  was  attracted  to  study  law  and  politics.  He  attained  an  early  celebrity  as  a 
writer  of  verses,  and.  under  powerful  patronage,  received  a  state  pension  of  £yxi  a  year,  while 
oaljr  twenty-seven.  He  travelled  on  the  continent,  and  on  his  return  celebrated  in  verse  the 
victciry  at  Blenheim.  He  was  appointed  successively  a  Commissioner  of  Appeals,  an  Under 
Secretary  of  State,  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  and  Chief  Secretary  for 
Iffdaod.  From  the  duties  of  the  last-named  office  he  retired  on  an  allowance  of  iJisoo  a  year. 
He  ■Borried  00  the  and  August,  1716.  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Warwick  ;  the  union  did  not 
Ipeore  a  happy  one.  He  died  at  Holland  House,  Kensington,  on  the  zyth  June,  1719,  in  his 
year.  The  name  of  Joseph  Addi5>on  is  intimately  associated  with  the  history  of  English 
His  contributtoos  to  the  "  Tatler,"  "  SpecUtor."  and  "  Guardian,"  will  ccmtinue  to 
be  read  so  long  as  classic  elegance  of  diction  and  correct  moral  teaching  are  appreciated  Kxt 
Addison  wrote  few  hymns,  but  these  have  fotmd  a  place  in  almost  every  col- 


PROVIDENCE. 

The  Lord  my  pastm^  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care  ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  gaard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midni^^ht  hours  defend, 
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When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  feint. 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant. 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary  wandering  steps  He  leads  ; 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 
Amidst  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread. 
My  steadfieist  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way. 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds,  I  stray. 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  beguile ; 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile, 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd^ 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 


THE  FIRMAMENT. 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky. 
And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim  : 
Th*  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day. 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display. 
And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail. 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale,. 
And,  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth. 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 
While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 
And  spread  the  truth  fix)m  pole  to  pole. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball  ? 
What  though  no  real  voice,  nor  sound. 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  ? 
In  Reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 
"The  Hand  that  made  us  is  Divine." 


HOW  ARE  THY  SERVANTS  BLEST. 

How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  I 

How  sure  is  their  defence  I 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help.  Omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  Thy  care. 
Through  burning  climes  I  pass'd  unhurt. 

And  breathed  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  sweeten*d  every  soil. 

Made  every  region  please ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'd, 

And  smoothed  the  Tyrrhene  seas. 

Think,  O  my  soul,  devoutly  think. 

How,  with  affrighted  eyes, 
Thou  saVst  the  wide-extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rise. 

Confusion  dwelt  on  every  face, 

And  fear  in  every  heart. 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gul&  on  gul&, 

Overcame  the  pilot's  art. 

Yet  then,  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord  ! 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free  ; 
Whilst  in  the  confidence  of  prayer, 

My  soul  took  hold  on  Thee. 
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For  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  Thou  wert  not  slow  to  hear, 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 

The  storm  was  laid,  the  winds  retired. 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ; 
The  sea  that  roar*d  at  Thy  command. 

At  Thy  command  was  still. 

In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death. 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore. 
And  praise  Thee  for  Thy  mercies  past. 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  Thou  preserv'st  my  life, 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  be  ; 
And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom, 

Shall  join  my  soul  to  Thee. 


GOD'S    MERCIES. 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

O,  how  shall  words  with  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare. 
That  glows  within  my  ravish'd  heart  I 

But  Thou  canst  read  it  there. 

Thy  providence  my  life  sustain'd, 

And  all  my  wants  redrest. 
When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay. 

And  hung  upon  the  breast. 

To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear. 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  tbcmsdves  in  prayer. 
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Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestow'd. 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 

From  whom  these  comforts  flowed* 

"When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran. 
Thine  unseen  arm  conve/d  me  safe^ 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Through  hidden  dangen,  toils,  and  death. 

It  greatly  clear'd  my  way ; 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice, 

More  to  be  fear*d  than  they. 

• 

When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  Thoa 

With  health  renewed  my  face  ; 
And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk. 

Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  bliss 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o*er ; 
And,  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend. 

Hath  doubled  dll  my  store. 

Teii  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue  ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  Thy  works  no  more. 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity,  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise  ; 
For,  oh  1  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  Thy  praise  I  J 


8  L7RA  BRTTANNICA. 


WILLIAM  ALEXANDER. 

THB  VBRY  Rsv.  Wiluam  Albxandkr.  Dean  of  Emljr.  Is  son  of  the  Rer.  Robert 
Alexander,  Prebendary  of  Afi^hadowey,  in  Ireland.  He  Is  a  graduate  of  Oxford,  where  he 
Obtained  unlTersity  prices  for  prose  and  verse  compositions.  His  poem  on  **  The  Death  of 
Jacob  "  obtained  an  Accessit,  while  that  on  "  The  Waters  of  Babylon  "  carried  off  the  triennial 
•acred  prize  poem.  The  Dean  of  Endy  has  been  a  frequent  cootribtttor,  both  in  Terse  and 
prose,  to  some  of  the  best  periodicals  of  the  day.  His  poetry,  bowerer,  has  only  been  the 
Interiude  of  a  bosy  Hfe.  Some  good  specimens  of  it  will  be  fomid  in  the  "  Lyra  Ani^cana," 
TTUDiMm  University  MagoMine,  The  Spectator,  and  G^ed  W9rd*.  The  Dean  has  written 
few  pieces  which  can  strictly  be  called  hymns ;  we  extract,  howerer,  the  following  lines  from 
the  dodiv  stanas  of  hb  **  Death  of  Jacob.* 


VISION  FROM  THE  APOCALYPSE. 

I  SAW  again,  behold  !  heaven's  open  door  I 

Behold  !  a  throne^  the  seraphim  stood  o'er  it, 
The  white-robed  elders  fell  upon  the  floor. 
And  flung  their  crowns  before  it. 

I  saw  a  wondrous  book — an  angel  strong 

To  heaven  and  earth  proclaimed  his  loud  appeals  ; 
But  a  hush  passed  across  the  seraph's  song. 
For  none  might  loose  t|ie  seals. 

Then,  fast  as  rain  to  death  cry  of  the  year, 

Tears  of  St.  John  to  that  sad  cry  were  given  ; 
It  was  a  wondrous  thing  to  see,  a  tear 
Fall  on  the  fiotn*  of  heaven. 

And  a  sweet  voice  said,  "  Weep  not ;  wherefore  fails, 

Eagle  of  God,  thy  heart,  the  high  and  leal  ? 
The  Lion  out  of  Judah's  tribe  prevails, 
To  loose  the  sevenfold  seal." 

'Twas  Israel's  voice,  and  straightway  up  above 

Stood  in  the  midst  a  wondrous  Lamb,  snow-white^ 
Heart-wounded  with  the  deep  sweet  wound  of  love. 
Eternal,  infinite. 

Then  rose  the  song  no  ear  had  heard  before ; 

Then  from  the  white-robed  throng,  high  anthem  woke ; 
And  fast  as  spring-tide  on  the  sealess  shore, 
The  Alleluias  broke. 
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"Who  dreams  of  God,  when  passionate  yfmih  is  high* 

WKen  first  life's  weary  waste  his  feet  have  trod  ; 
Who  seeth  angels'  footfklls  in  the  sky, 
Woridng  the  works  of  God, — 

His  son  shall  fiside  as  gently  as  it  rose ; 

Throngh  the  dark  woof  of  death's  approaching  night, 
His.iaith  shall  shoot,  at  life's  prophetic  dose, 
Some  threads  of  golden  lig^t 

For  him  the  sflver  ladder  shall  be  set. 

His  Saviour  shall  receive  his  latest  breath ; 
He  walketh  to  a  fadeless  coronet 
Up  through  the  gate  of  death. 


MRS.  CECIL  FRANCES  ALEXANDER. 

This  •eeoMpMied  mdioreai,  dnghter  of  Major  Hnmphreyv,  Stnbane,  Ireland,  was  married 
la  xSgo^  to  the  Very  Rev.  "WnUiam  Alexander,  Dean  of  Emiy,  die  subject  of  the  preceding  notice. 
Mrs.  Alexaadcr  pobifadied.  in  1S461,  "Verses  from  Holy  Scripture."  In  1848,  she  published  her 
"Hyaiss  for  Little  ChildreB.'*  of  which,  to  the  present  time,  nearly  250,000  copies  hare 
drculatioo.  Her  other  pubBcations  are  "Moral  Songs,"  "Narrative  Hymns," 
of  the  Gdden  Prayer,"  "  Hymns,  Descriptive  and  Devotional."  "  Verses  for  Holy 
**  Poems  on  sobjects  in  the  Old  Testament,"  "  The  Baron's  Little  Daughter,  and 
Tales  la  prose  and  verse,"  and  "The  Lord  of  the  Forest  and  hb  Vassals :  an  AQegory." 
baa  cootflbated  to  the  "  Lyra  Angllcana,"  and  has  edited  a  volume  of  the  "  Golden 
Scties,"  pobfished  by  Mr.  Maonillan.  She  has  occasionally  contributed  to  TMe 
DmMim  UnivtrxUy  JUagujtitu,  71kg  Engiishmatf*  MtagaMine^  and  other  periodicals. 


"  TOUCHED  WITH  THE  FEELING  OF  OUR 

INFIRMITIES." 

When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 

Xies  bleeding  and  unbound, 
One  only  hand,  a  piercM  hand. 

Can  salve  the  sinner's  wound. 

When  .sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast. 

And  tears  of  anguish  flow. 
One  only  heart,  a  broken  heart, 

Can  fed  the  sinner's  woe. 
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When  penitence  has  wept  in  vain 

Over  some  foul,  dark  spot. 
One  only  stream,  a  stream  of  blood. 

Can  wash  away  the  blot. 

'Tis  Jesu's  blood  that  washes  white, 

His  hand  that  brings  relief; 
His  heart  that's  touched  with  all  our  joys, 

And  feeleth  for  our  grieC 

Lift  up  Thy  bleeding  hand,  O  Lord, 

Unseal  that  cleansing  tide  ; 
We  have  no  shelter  from  our  sin, 

But  in  Thy  wounded  side. 


HYMN  FOR  ADVENT. 

When  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old. 
He  came  in  weakness  and  in  woe  ; 

He  wore  no  form  of  angel  mould. 
But  took  our  nature  poor  and  low. 

But  when  He  cometh  back  once  more, 
There  shall  be  set  the  great  white  throne. 

And  earth  and  heaven  shall  flee  before 
The  face  of  Him  that  sits  thereon. 

O  Son  of  God,  in  glory  crown*d. 
The  Judge  ordain'd  of  quick  and  dead  ; 

O  Son  of  man,  so  pitying  found, 
For  all  the  tears  Thy  people  shed, 

Be  with  us  in  this  darkened  place. 

This  weary,  restless,  dangerous  night ; 

And  teach,  O  teach  us  by  Thy  grace, 
To  struggle  onward  into  light. 

And  since,  in  God's  recording  book. 
Our  sins  are  written,  every  one, — 

The  crime,  the  wrath,  the  wandering  look, 
The  good  we  knew,  and  left  undone. . 
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Lord,  ere  the  last  dread  trump  be  heard. 

And  ere  before  Thy  face  we  stand. 
Look  Thou  on  each  accusing  word. 

And  blot  it  with  Thy  bleedi^j^  hand. 

And  by  the  love  that  brought  Thee  here^ 

And  by  the  cross,  and  by  the  grave, 
Give  perfect  love  for  conscious  fear, 

And  in  the  day  of  judgment  save. 

And  lead  us  on  while  here  we  stray. 

And  make  us  love  our  heavenly  home. 
Till  from  our  hearts  we  love  to  say, 

"  Even  so.  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come." 


FAITH  AND  HEAVEN. 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn. 

The  brightness  of  the  day, 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky, 

How  fast  they  £^e  aWay  I 
Oh  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven  1 

Oh  for  the  golden  floor  ! 
Oh  for  the  Sim  of  righteousness 

That  setteth  never  more  I 

The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint ! 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint ! 
Oh  for  a  heart  that  never  sins  ! 

Oh  for  a  soul  washed  white  I 
Oh  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Nor  weary  day  or  night ! 

Here  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 
.    And  grace  to  lead  us  higher ; 
But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh  by  Thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord  I 

Oh  by  Thy  life  laid  down. 
Oh  that  we  fadl  not  from  Thy  grace. 

Nor  cast  away  our  crown  I 
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WILLIAM  LINDSAY  ALEXANDER,  D.D. 

AN  eminent  minister  of  the  Scotti^^pongregational  Church,  the  REV.  WILLIAM  LINDSAY 
Alexander,  was  bom  at  Leith,9lkr  EdinburKh,  on  the  a4th  August.  1808.  He  studied  at 
the  Univenities  of  Edinburgh  and  Sl  Andrewa^  At  the  completion  of  Us  nnhrersity  studies, 
he  became  classical  tutor  in  the  Independent  Theological  Aoulemjr,  at  Bhckbnm.  His  first 
ministerial  charge  was  at  Norrington  Chapel,  LiverpooL  In  1^35,  he  became  pastor  of  the 
Argyle  Square  Chapel.  Edinburgh.  In  z86i,  a  new  place  of  warship  was  erected  for  him  hf 
his  congregation,  at  the  cost  of  about  i^xsooo.  In  this  elegant  structure,  which  has  been 
styled  the  "  Augustine  Church."  Dr.  Alexander  now  ministers.  He  likewise  holds  a  pro- 
fessorship in  the  Theological  Hall  of  the  Scottish  Independents.  Among  Dr.  Alexander's 
numerous  writings,  the  foUowiag  are  the  more  conspicuous,  "  The  Connection  and  Harmony 
of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments,"  "Switsertend  and  the  Swiss  Churches,"  "Christ  and 
Christianity."  "Memofars  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Ralph  Wardlaw.  D.D.."  "  Christian 
Thought  and  Worlc."  and  "  SL  Paul  at  Athens."  He  has  contributed  hymns  to  die  Scottisli 
Coflgregational  Hymn-book.  The  following  hymns  fiom  his  pen  hare  ^>peared  in  different 
collections.    Dr.  Alexander  has  kindly  penaitted  their  insertion  in  the  present  wtxk. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Spirit  of  power,  and  truth,  and  love  ! 
Who  sitt*st  enthroned  in  light  above, 
Descend,  and  bear  us  on  Thy  wings, 
Far  from  these  low  and  fleeting  things. 

'Tis  Thine  the  wounded  soul  to  heal ; 
'Tis  Thine  to  make  the  harden'd  feel ; 
Thine  to  give  light  to  blinded  eyes, 
And  bid  the  grovelling  spirit  rise. 

Compass'd  by  foes  on  every  side. 
By  sin  and  sore  temptation  tried ; 
Where  can  we  look  or  whither  flee, 
If  not.  Great  Strengthener,  to  Thee  ? 

When  faith  is  weak  and  courage  £uls. 
When  grief  or  doubt  our  soul  assails  ; 
Who  can,  like  Thee,  our  spirits  cheer  ? 
Great  Comforter,  be  ever  near. 

Like  captives  at  their  prison  grate, 
We  mourn  our  languishing  estate  : 
Thou  only  canst  our  bonds  untie ; 
Great  Sanctifier,  hear  oar  cry. 
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Come,  Holy  Spirit,  like  the  fire, 
With  baming  zeal  our  sonls  inspire ; 
Come,  like  the  south  wind,  breathing  balm. 
Our  joys  refiwsh,  our  passions  calm ; 

Come  like  the  sun's  enlightening  beam  ; 
Come  like  the  cooling,  cleansing  stream ; 
With  all  Thy  graces  present  be — 
Spirit  of  God,  we  wait  for  Thee. 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

No  more,  no  more  of  the  cares  of  time  ! 
Speak  to  me  now  of  that  happy  dime. 
Where  the  ear  never  lists  to  the  sufferer's  moan. 
And  sorrow  and  care  are  all  unknown  : 
Now  when  my  pulse  beats  faint  and  slow. 
And  my  moments  are  numbered  here  below. 
With  thy  soft,  sweet  voice,  my  sister,  tell 
Of  that  land  where  my  spirit  longs  to  dwell. 

Oh  yes,  let  me  hear  of  its  blissful  bowers, 
And  its  trees  of  life,  and  its  fadeless  flowers ; 
Of  its  oystal  streets  and  its  radiant  throng. 
With  their  harps  of  gold  and  their  endless  song ; 
Of  its  glorious  palms  and  its  raiment  white. 
And  its  streamlets  all  ludd  with  living  light ; 
And  its  emerald  plains,  where  the  ransom'd  stray, 
'Mid  the  bloom  and  the  bliss  of  a  changeless  day. 

And  tell  me  of  those  who  are  resting  there. 
Far  from  sorrow,  and  free  from  care — 
The  loved  of  my  soul,  who  pass'd  away 
In  the  roseate  bloom  of  their  early  day ; 
Oh,  are  they  not  bending  around  me  now. 
Light  in  each  eye,  and  joy  on  each  brow. 
Waiting  until  my  spirit  fly, 
To  herald  me  home  to  my  rest  on  hig^  7 

Thus,  thus,  sweet,  sister,  let  me  hear 
Thy  loved  voice  fall  on  my  listening  ear. 
Like  the  murmur  of  streams  in  that  happy  grove 
That  circles  the  home  of  our  early  love  ; 
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And  so  let  my  spirit  calmly  rise, 
From  the  loved  upon  earth,  to  the  blest  in  the  skies, 
And  lose  the  sweet  tones  I  have  loved  so  long. 
In  the  glorious  burst  of  the  heavenly  song. 


MEETINGS  OF  MINISTERS. 

From  distant  comers  of  our  land. 
Behold  us,  Lord,  before  Thee  stand. 
Once  more  prepared  to  Thee  to  raise 
Our  humble  prayer,  our  grateful  praise. 

Blest  be  the  Hand  whose  guardian  power 
Has  kept  us  to  this  present  hour ; 
Blest  be  the  grace  that  bids  us  meet 
Thus  round  the  throne,  in  union  sweet 

We  meet  to  seek,  in  faith  and  zeal, 
The  brethren*s  good,  the  Church's  weal ; 
Oh,  whilst  for  Zion's  cause  we  stand. 
May  Zion's  King  be  near  at  hand  I 

We  meet,  O  God,  that  through  our  land 
The  Churches  planted  by  Thy  hand. 
From  error,  weakness,  discord  free. 
May  bloom  like  gardens  blest  by  Thee. 

Smile  on  us,  Lord,  and  through  this  place 
Diffuse  the  glory  of  Thy  face  ; 
Here  to  our  gathered  tribes  be  given 
A  brightening  antepast  of  heaven. 


PRAISE  TO  THE  HOLY  TRINITY. 

.  Thrice  holy  and  thrice  potent  God, 

Incomprehended  Trine  ! 
Perennial  Light,  through  whose  abode 

No  borrowed  splendours  shine ; 
O  Unity  for  ever  true  1 

O  Truth  for  ever  one  ! 
O  Love,  that  spreads  all  being  through, 

Creation's  Source  and  Sun  : — 
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Th^  'midst  unfathomed  depths  of  light. 

With  clouds  encircled  round, 
Angels  adore,  nor  dare  the  sight. 

Nor  tempt  the  dread  profound. 
Thee  we  confess  ;  in  Thee  we  trust ; 

And,  ^m  to  see  Thy  face, 
Love  bears  us  upward  from  the  dust. 

And  now  foretastes  the  grace. 

Here  we  would  do  the  Father's  will ; 

Learn  all  the  Son  hath  taught ; 
The  Spirit's  word  in  truth  fulfil. 

With  His  rich  graces  fraught. 
Help  us,  adorM  Trinity ; 

Help,  Father,  Spirit,  Son ; 
Whose  empire  fills  eternity, 

Unending,  unbegun  ! 


HENRY  ALFORD,  D.D. 

The  VSftY  Rev.  Henkv  Alford,  Dean  of  Canterbury,  was  bora  in  London,  on  the  7th 

October,  i8ia    His  frther  some  time  prosecuted  the  law,  but  subsequently  took  orders.    He 

becaae  Rector  ci  Aston  Sandford,  Bucks,  and  died  in  1853.    The  Dean  studied  at  Trinity 

CaBqfc,  Cambridge.    In  tSji.  he  published  his  first  work,  entitled  "Poems  and  Poetical 

Fiagaeots."    He  was  ordained  jn  1833.  and,  six  years  after,  was  instituted  in  the  Vlcaraj^e  of 

Wy^eswold.  LekesterUure.    In  1857,  he  obtained  his  present  preferment,    Dean  Alford  Is 

aathor  of  about  sixty  Afferent  publicatioas.    His  annotated  Greek  Testament,  in  four  volumes, 

kas  secored  him  reputation  as  a  profound  Biblical  scholar.     He  Is  a  contributor  to  Gcad 

W«rds  and  Ttu  Sunday  Mag^**^'     In  x^S  appeared  his  "  School  of  the  Heart,  and  other 

JfooBA,"  a  vols.,  nmo.    He  poblisbed,  in  1844,  a  small  collection  of  "  Psalms  and  Hymns,"  to 

wkidk  were  added  thirty-seven  sacred  lyrics,  written  by  himself.    From  the  latest  etUtion  of 

Ihe  Dean's  **  Poetical  Works'*  published  in  1865,  the  following  hymns  have  been  transcribed. 

A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

Saviour  of  them  that  trust  in  Thee, 

Once  more,  with  supplicating  cries, 
We  liit  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee, 

And  bi4  devotion^s  incense  rise. 

For  mercies  past  we  praise  Thee,  Lord, 
The  fruits  of  earth,  the  hopes  of  heaven  ; 

Thy  helping  arm.  Thy  guiding  word. 
And  answer'd  prayers,  and  sins  forgiven. 
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Whene'et  we  tread  on  dsi^er'i  hdght, 
Or  walk  temptatton't  slippetr  way, 

Be  still,  to  (leer  our  tteps  aii^t. 
Thy  word  our  golde.  Thine  turn  our  tti^. 

Be  oars  Thy  fear  and  (kvoor  still, 
United  hearti — unchang^  lore  ; 

No  tcbeme  that  contradicts  Thy  wiU, 
No  wish  that  centres  not  above. 

And  since  we  most  be  parted  bat. 
Support  us  when  the  hour  shall  come ; 

Wipe  gently  off  the  mourner's  tear, — 
Rejoin  us  In  our  heavenly  home. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Thou  that  art  the  Father's  Word, 
Thou  that  art  the  Lamh  of  God, 
Thou  that  art  the  Virgin's  Son, 
Thou  that  savesl  souls  undone. 
Sacred  sacrifice  for  sin, 
Fount  of  piety  within  : 

Hail,LordJesiuI 

Thoa  to  whom  Thine  angeb  raise 
Quiring  songs  of  sweetest  praise. 
Thou  that  art  the  flower  and  fruit, 
Vii^in-bom  from  Jesse's  root. 
Shedding  holy  peace  abroad, 
Perfea  man  and  perfect  God  ! 
Hail,  Lord  Jesui  t 

Thou  that  art  the  door  of  hesrai, 
Living  bread  in  mercy  given. 
Brightness  of  the  Father's  bix. 
Everlasting  Prince  of  peace, 
Predous  pearl  beyond  all  price. 
Brightest  star  in  all  the  skiea  : 
Hall,  Lord  Jesus  1 
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King  and  Spouse  of  holy  hearts. 
Fount  of  love  that  ne'er  departs. 
Sweetest  life,  and  brightest  day. 
Truest  truth,  and  surest  way, 
That  leads  onward  to  the  blest 
Sabbath  of  eternal  rest : 

Hail,  Lord  Jesus ! 


HYMN  OF  DELIVERANCE. 

Lo,  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking. 
Faithless  fears  our  hearts  are  shaking  ; 
For  our  succour  undertaking, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 

Lo,  the  world  from  Thee  rebelling. 
Round  Thy  Church  in  pride  is  swelling  ; 
With  Thy  word  their  madness  quelling  ; 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 

On  Thine  own  command  relying. 
We  our  onward  task  are  plying  ; 
Unto  Thee  for  safety  sighing, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 

By  Thy  birth.  Thy  cross  and  passion. 
By  Thy  tears  of  deep  compassion. 
By  Thy  mighty  intercession, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 


HARVEST  HOME. 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 
All  is  safely  gather'd  in. 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin. 
God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide. 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied  ; 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 


1 8  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

We  ourselves  are  God's  own  field. 
Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield  ; 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown  : 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear. 
Then  the  full  com  shall  appear  : 
Grant,  O  harvest  Lord,  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come. 
And  shall  take  His  harvest  home  ; 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  offences  purge  away ; 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  firuitful  ears  to  store 
In  His  gamer  evermore! 

Then,  thou  Church  triumphant,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home  ! 
All  are  safely  gather'd  in. 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin  ; 
There  for  ever  purified, 
In  God's  gamer  to  abide  ; 
Come,  ten  thousand  angels,  come. 
Raise  the  glorious  Harvest  Home! 


BROTHERLY  LOVE. 

Little  children,  dwell  in  love  ; 
New-begotten  from  above, 
Ye  by  this  your  birth  may  know, 
That  ye  dwell  in  love  below. 


God,  your  Father,  reigns  on  high, 
Unbeheld  by  mortal  eye  ; 
Him  ye  see  not,  love  Him  then 
In  His  types,  your  fellow-men. 

Not  in  semblance,  nor  in  word. 
But  in  holy  thoughts  unheard. 
But  in  very  truth  and  deed, 
Share  their  joy  and  help  their  need. 
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Thus  the  saint  whom  Jesus  loved. 
Spoke  in  word,  in  action  proved  ; 
Lord,  may  Thy  disciples  be 
Like  to  him,  and  like  to  Thee. 


HOLY  COMMUNION. 

Lo,  the  feast  is  spread  to-day ; 

Jesus  summons,  come  away  ! 

From  the  vanity  of  life, 

From  the  sounds  of  mirth  and  strife. 

To  the  feast  by  Jesus  given. 

Come  and  taste  the  bread  of  heaven. 

Why,  with  proud  excuse  and  vain, 
Spurn  His  mercy  once  again  ? 
From  amidst  life's  social  ties. 
From  the  farm  and  merchandise. 
Come,  for  all  is  now  prepared  ; 
Freely  given,  be  freely  shared. 

Blessed  are  the  lips  that  taste 
Our  Redeemer's  marriage  feast ; 
BlessM  who  on  Him  shall  feed. 
Bread  of  Life,  and  drink  indeed. 
Bless^,  for  their  thirst  is  o'er. 
They  shall  never  hunger  more. 

Make  then  once  again  your  choice. 
Hear  to-day  His  calling  voice  ; 
Servants,  do  your  Master's  will ; 
Bidden  guests.  His  table  fill ; 
Come,  before  His  wrath  shall  swear 
Ye  shall  never  enter  there. 


C  2 


20  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


JAMES  ALLEN. 


The  Rev.  James  Allen  was  bom  at  Gayle,  near  Hawes,  Wensleydale.  Yorkshire,  ob  the 
a4th  June,  1734.  In  17$!,  he  entered  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  but  the  year  alter  he 
Joined  the  foUowersof  Benjamin  Ingham,  and  became  an  itinerant  preacher.  He  subsequently 
united  hlms^  to  the  Sandeinanions,  a  Scottish  sect.  In  this  connection  he  continued  to 
minister,  in  a  small  chapel,  which  he  built  on  his  own  property  in  Cayle.  He  published  a  smaB 
volume  entitled  "Christian  Songs,"  which  has  been  twice  reprinted.  He  died  on  thejzst 
October,  1804.  The  following  hymn  from  his  pen  has  been  attributed  to  others.  It  mppetm 
in  nearly  every  collection,  but  generally  in  a  mutilated  form. 
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"WORTHY    THE    LAMB. 

Glory  to  God  on  high, 
Let  praises  fill  the  sky  ! 

Praise  ye  His  name. 
Angels  His  name  adore, 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore. 
And  saints  cry  evermore, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb  I" 


All  they  around  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one. 

Praising  His  name. 
We  who  have  felt  His  blood, 
Sealing  our  peace  with  God, 
Spread  His  dear  fame  abroad — 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

To  Him  our  hearts  we  raise — 
None  else  shall  have  our  praise  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  I 
Him  our  exalted  Lord, 
By  us  below  adored. 
We  praise  with  one  accord — 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 

If  we  should  hold  our  peace. 
Stones  would  cry  out  apace  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  ! 
Love  does  our  souls  inspire 
With  heavenly,  pure  desire, 
And  sets  us  all  on  fire — 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 
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Join  all  the  human  race, 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  ! 
In  Him  we  will  rejoice, 
Making  a  cheerful  noise. 
And  say  with  heart  and  voice, 
Worthy  the  Lamb!" 
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Though  we  must  change  our  place, 
Our  souls  shall  never  cease 

Praising  His  name  ; 
To  Him  we'll  tribute  bring. 
Laud  Him  our  gracious  King, 
And  without  ceasing  sing, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 


OSWALD  ALLEN. 

Oswald  Aixen  is  toa  of  John  ADcn,  who  has,  for  upwards  of  half  a  century,  en^paged  in 
baaksiis*  aad  ts  Manacer  of  the  Lancashire  Bankinf;  Company,  at  Kirkby-Lc«)sdale,  West- 
■ww  eland.  At  this  place,  the  subject  of  this  notice  was  bom  in  1816.  His  great-grandunclc, 
J^nes  Allen,  is  noticed  in  the  precedio|r  article.  Owing  to  a  delicate  constitution,  his  educa- 
Cioa  was  chiefly  cooducted  in  his  native  place.  In  1843,  he  entered  on  business  at  Glasgow,  but 
was  compelled  to  abandon  it  from  impaired  health.  He  now  resides  in  his  native  place,  able, 
UKr(n%;h  improved  health,  to  take  an  active  part  in  bank  duties.  In  i86a,  he  published 
**  HyoBos  of  the  Christian  Life  f  London.  lamo.  From  this  excellent  publication,  the  follow. 
im^  bjmns  have  been  selected.    They  are  printed  under  the  author's  revision. 

THE  JOURNEY. 

Jesus,  through  life's  journey  guide  us 

Safely  to  the  promised  land  ; 
From  the  storm  and  tempest  hide  us. 

Watching  o'er  Thy  lowly  band. 
We  have  passed  through  many  dangers 

In  our  pilgrimage  of  love  ; 
Lived  as  outcasts  and  as  strangers. 

Marching  to  the  world  above. 

Jesus,  none  of  these  things  move  us, 

Man  forsakes  us — Thou  art  true  ; 
Thou  wilt  never  cease  to  love  us  ; 

Thou  hast  strength  to  hear  us  through. 
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If  men  mark'd  not  our  behaviour, 
If  our  speech  were  like  their  own. 

We  should  not  be  like  our  Saviour  ;- 
They  or  Thou  must  us  disown. 

Jesus,  Thee  our  souls  have  taken 

For  our  Captain  and  our  Guide  ; 
All  for  Thee  we  have  forsaken  ; 

All  we  need  Thou  wilt  provide. 
Firmest  trust  in  Thy  love  placing, 

Cheerfully  we  hasten  on  ; 
Every  promise  firm  embracing, 

Till  the  kingdom  we  have  won. 
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COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

O  Holy  Spirit,  come. 
And  Jesu's  love  declare  ; 
O  tell  us  of  our  heavenly  home. 
And  guide  us  safely  there. 

Our  unbelief  remove. 
By  Thine  Almighty  breath  ; 
O  work  the  wondrous  work  of  love. 
The  mighty  work  of  faith  ! 

Come  with  resistless  power. 
Come  with  almighty  grace. 
Come  with  the  long-expected  shower. 
And  fall  upon  this  place  ! 

We  know  Thou  hast  the  power, 
O  let  that  power  be  shown  ! 
We  know  that  this  is  mercy's  hour, 
O  make  Thy  mercy  known  ! 

We  now  besiege  Thy  throne  ; 
We  fall  before  Thy  face  ; 
Our  only  hope.  Thy  love  alone ; 
Our  only  trust.  Thy  grace. 
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Thy  sceptre.  Lord,  extend  ; 
Pity  our  deep  distress  ; 
Thou  art  the  contrite  sinner's  Friend, 
Thy  waiting  servants  bless. 

Give  us  the  melting  soul. 
Give  us  the  will  subdued. 
Give  us  the  streams  of  grace,  to  roll 
Over  a  heart  renewed. 

We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  grace. 
And  TTiine  Almighty  power  ; 
We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  holy  place. 
And  this  accepted  hour. 


TO-DAY. 

To-day  Thy  mercy  calls  me, 

To  wash  away  my  sin  ; 
However  great  my  trespass, 

Whate'er  I  may  have  been. 
However  long  from  mercy 

I  may  have  tum*d  away, 
Thy  blood,  O  Christ,  can  cleanse  me. 

And  make  me  white  to-day. 

To-day  Thy  gate  is  open. 

And  all  who  enter  in 
Shall  find  a  Father's  welcome. 

And  pardon  for  their  sin. 
The  past  shall  be  forgotten, 

A  present  joy  be  given, 
A  future  grace  be  promised — 

A  glorious  crown  in  heaven. 

To-day  the  Father  calls  me  ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  waits  ; 
The  blessed  angels  gather 

Around  the  heavenly  gates  ; 
No  question  will  be  ask'd  me, 

How  often  I  have  come  ; 
Although  I  oft  have  wander'd. 

It  is  my  Father's  home. 
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0  all-embracing  mercy, 
Thou  ever-open  door, 

What  should  I  do  without  Thee, 
When  heart  and  eyes  run  o'er  ? 

When  all  things  seem  against  me. 
To  drive  me  to  despair, 

1  know  one  gate  is  open, 

One  ear  will  hear  my  prayer. 


JOHN  ANDERSON. 


Thb  Rbv.  John  ANDRRSON  was  bom  in  the  manse  of  Dunbarnie.  PettfasMre.  His  frOwr. 
tiie  late  Rev.  John  Anderson.  D.D.,  was  some  time  minister  of  that  parish ;  he  was  sabsc- 
quently  preferred  to  the  parochial  charge  of  Newburigh.  in  Fife.  The  subject  of  this  skeCck 
ttudied  at  the  University  of  St  Andrews.  He  took  licence  as  a  probationer,  in  Z844,  aad  was 
shortly  after  appointed  to  St.  John's  parish.  Dundee.  In  1845.  he  was  translated  to  the  East 
Church,  Perth,  and  in  1853.  he  was  preferred  to  the  parish  of  Kinnoul,  his  present  charge. 
He  has  contributed  to  Frater's  Magajtttu,  and  other  periodicals  Two  interesting  vohuoes 
of  poems,  "The  Pleasures  of  Home,"  and  "  The  Legend  of  Glencoe,"  have  proceeded  from 
his  pen.    His  latest  work,  **  Bible  Inddeots  and  their  Leseons,"  appeared  in  xi86x. 


TO  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN. 

Wock  out  yonr  own  salvatioo  unth  fear  and  trembling."— P^.  iL  la. 
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Work  !  thy  mission  is  not  slumber  ; 

Sleep  beseemeth  not  the  soul ; 
Sins  and  sorrows,  without  number. 

Stand  between  thee  and  the  goal. 

Tremble  !  lest  thy  foot  should  stumble  ; 

Death  pursues  on  fleetest  steed  ; 
Strive  with  courage,  yet  be  humble  ; 

Be  the  wings  of  prayer  thy  speed  ! 

Fear  !  lest  pleasure  should  entice  thee 

To  forget  the  holy  prize  ; 
Fear  !  lest  riches  should  advise  thee 

Heavenly  treasures  to  despise. 

Tremble  !  for  the  heart  within  thee. 
Tremble  1  for  the  world  without ; 

Fear  !  lest  sin  or  sorrow  win  thee 
Once  to  droop,  despond,  or  doubt 
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Work  !  and  rend  each  galling  fetter 

Satan  would  impose  on  thee  ; 
Rest  not — either  worse  or  better 

Every  day  thy  sool  most  be. 

Fearing,  tremblings  striving,  praying, 

Onward,  like  yon  rolling  river  ; 
Man's  delaying  proves  decaying. 

Soul  immortal  resteth  never. 

Rest  celestial  is  not  slumber. 

Glory's  pathway  climbs  to  God  ; 
Seraphs,  spirits,  without  number, 

Tread  that  ever-rising  road. 

Ever  up  to  Godhead  soaring, 

Tis  their  glory  still  to  soar  ; 
'Mid  eternal  bliss  adoring. 

Heaven  behind,  around,  before. 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  LIFE. 

'Mid  the  hot  desert,  where  the  pilgrim  pines 
For  the  cool  shadow  and  the  streamlet  dear. 

Seeking  his  weary  way  to  Zion's  shrines, 
A  fountain  murmurs  comfort  in  his  ear. 

Stem  winter  seals  not  up  that  source  of  bliss, 
The  eastern  sunbeam  never  drinks  it  dry  ; 

Fresh  flowers  and  greenest  grass  its  waters  kiss. 
And  whispering  palms  defend  it  from  the  sky. 

There  men  of  every  clime  refreshment  seek  ; 

All  sins  and  sorrows  meet  securely  there  ; 
These  waves  have  kiss*d  Remorse's  haggard  cheek. 

And  smoothed  the  wrinkles  on  the  brow  of  Care. 

The  lip  of  Passion  there  hath  quenched  its  flame. 
While  pale  Contrition  sadly  hung  its  head  ; 

That  fount  hath  mirror'd  back  the  blush  of  shame. 
And  wash'd  the  savage  hand,  with  murder  red  I 
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Sinner,  for  thee  a  purer  fountain  flows. 
To  soothe  the  sorrowful,  to  help  the  weak  ; 

To  wash  the  reddest  crimes,  like  spotless  snows 
That  gleam  on  Lebanon's  untrodden  peak. 

Come,  men  of  every  crime  and  every  care, 
Behold  the  words  upon  that  fountain's  brink — 

"  If  any  sigh  in  sin,  to  me  repair  ; 
Or  thirst  in  sorrow,  come  to  me  and  drink  ! " 

The  Word  of  God  is  that  un&Uing  fount. 
Life  is  the  desert  where  its  waters  flow  ; 

Drink,  if  you  hope  to  win  the  holy  m^unt, 
Where  Zion*s  shrines  in  light  eternal  glow. 


THE  DYING  SAINTS  PRAYER  TO  THE  HOLY 

TRINITY. 

Holy  Father  !  lend  Thine  car 

To  a  fainting  mortal's  cry ; 
In  Thy  love  and  pity  hear. 

Breathe  a  pardon  ere  I  die. 

Blessed  Jesus  I  in  the  tide 

Poured  upon  the  fatal  tree, 
Let  my  soul  be  purified 

Ere  it  meets  a  Judge  in  Thee. 

Holy  Spirit !  sent  by  One 

Skiird  in  human  pain  and  grief^ 

Help  me  till  the  combat's  done ; 
Bring,  O  bring  my  soul  relief. 

Glorious  and  eternal  Three  ! 

Give  my  spirit  power  to  sing, 
**  Grave,  how  brief  thy  victory  ! 

Death,  how  vain  thy  sting  I " 
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HENRY  ADAMS  SERGISON  ATWOOD. 

TRB  rercrend  auithor  of  the  foUowuig  hymn,  whose  name  is  prefixed,  was  bcMV  on  die  xjth 
Janmiy,  zfloo.  His  ancestors  were,  for  five  successive  generations,  beneficed  clergymen  of 
the  Oktircb  of  England.  He  studied  at  Queen's  College.  Oxford,  and  took  the  degree  of  M.  A. 
in  xSa^  Obtaining  orders,  he  became  Curate  of  Kenilwordi.  In  1Q39,  he  was  collated  to  the 
Vicarage  of  Ashehvorth,  Gloucestershire,  where  he  continues  to  discharge  the  duties  of  the 
I  oficc  In  1837,  he  published  "  Hymns  for  Private  or  Congrqi^tional  use,  for  every 
m.  the  Year."    lamo. 

FORGIVE,  AND  YE  SHALL  BE  FORGIVEN. 

When  angels  sang  the  Saviour's  birth, 

The  strain  celestial  ran — 
**  Glory  to  God  !  be  peace  on  earth  I 

Goodwill  to  fallen  man  ! " 

When  Peter  asked,  "  How  oft  shall  I 

Forgive,  when  men  offend  ?  " 
The  Saviour's  gracious  words  imply 

Forgiveness  without  end. 

He  for  His  foes  expiring  prayed. 

To  His  own  precept  true  : 
"Father,  forgive  them,"  Jesus  said, 

**  They  know  not  what  they  do." 

Oh,  teach  us.  Lord,  while  here  we  live. 

As  pilgrims  bound  for  heaven. 
Our  brother's  trespass  to  forgive, 

As  we  would  be  forgiven. 


SIR  HENRY  WILLIAMS  BAKER,  BART. 

REV.  SiK  Henky  Williams  baker,  Bart.,  was  bom  in  London,  on  the  sTth  May. 
His  fother.  Sir  Henry  Loraine  Baker,  the  second  baronet,  was  a  Vice-Admiral  of  the 
Royal  Navy.  The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  educated  at  Trinity  College.  Cambridge,  where 
ke  gndaatcd  B.A.  in  1844.  Having  entered  Into  holy  orders,  he  was,  in  1851.  appointed  to 
tke  Vicarafe  of  MonUand.  Herefordshire.  The  reverend  baronet  Is  one  of  the  editors  of 
Amaeat  and  Modem."  The  two  following  hymns,  which  were  contributed  by  him 
PC  hare  receiTcd  his  kind  permisksion  to  insert  in  this  ccdlectioa. 

HEAVEN. 

There  is  a  blessed  Home 

Beyond  this  land  of  woe. 
Where  trials  never  come, 

Nor  tears  of  sorrow  flow  ; 
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Where  feith  is  lost  in  sight, 
And  patient  hope  is  crown'd, 

And  everlasting  light 
Its  glory  throws  around. 

There  is  a  land  of  peace, 

Good  angels  know  it  well ; 
Glad  songs  that  never  cease 

Within  its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne 

Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  One, 

And  Spirit,  evermore. 

O  joy  all  joys  beyond. 

To  see  the  Lamb  who  died. 
And  count  each  sacred  wound 

In  hands  and  feet  and  side  ; 
To  give  to  Him  the  praise 

Of  every  triumph  won, 
And  sing  through  endless  da3rs 

The  great  things  He  hath  done. 

Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 

Nor  fear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 

Of  daily  toil  and  woe  ; 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love. 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 


SANCTIFIED  AFFLICTION. 

Oh  what,  if  we  are  Christ's, 
Is  earthly  shame  or  loss  ? 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be, 
When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

Keen  was  the  trial  once. 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe. 
When  martyr'd  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  sufferings  shared  below  : 
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Bright  is  their  glory  now, 
Boundless  their  joy  above, 
Where  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours, 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 
All  that  of  sorrow,  grief^  or  pain. 
May  be  our  portion  here. 

Enough  if  Thou  at  last 
The  word  of  blessing  give. 
And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet. 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

All  glory.  Lord,  to  Thee, 
Whom  heaven  and  earth  adore  ; 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  for  evermore. 


JOHN   BAKEWELL. 


JOHM  BAKEWELL  was  born  b  1731.  at  Brallsford,  Derbyshire.  About  his  eighteenth  year, 
be  was  awaluaed  to  a  saving  knowledge  of  DiTine  truth.  He  began  to  preach  in  1744.  Pro< 
c ceding  to  l^ondon.  be  formed  the  acquaintance  of  John  and  Charles  Wesley,  Toplady,  Madan, 
other  zealous  mintsten.  He  united  himself  to  the  Wesley s,  and  was  one  of  the  first  of 
local  preachers.  For  some  time  he  lived  at  Westminster.  Subsequently,  he  became 
'  ot  the  Greenwich  Royal  Park  Academy.  In  his  advanced  years,  he  retired  to  the  neigh< 
TiUage  ci  Lewisham,  where  he  died  on  the  i8th  March,  1819.  His  remains  were  con- 
to  the  barial-grouad  adjoining  the  City  Road  ChapeL  On  his  gravestone  it  is  recorded 
**  He  adorned  the  doctrine  of  God  our  Saviour  eighty  years,  and  preached  His  glorious 
^ospti  about  seventy  years."  Till  lately,  Bakewell's  personal  history  was  imperfectly  known. 
We  are  tsdebted  for  these  particulars  to  an  appreciatory  memoir  contributed  to  the  IVtsltymm 
M**J»*disi  MagoMtm  tot  February,  1864.  by  Mr.  James  Stelfox.  of  Belfast.  The  following 
bjr  Mr.  BakewcO.  was  first  published  in  Madan's  Collection,  in  1760 ;  it  was  inserted. 
iKtacioos,  in  Topiad/s  Collection,  in  1776.  In  Toplady's  edition  a  stanca  has  been 
i<*<**<.  borrowed,  with  slight  variation,  from  Hymn  No.  97  of  James  Allen.  We  have  inserted 
tbc  jjiHKr  vcnioo,  thus  presenting  the  hymn  in  the  author's  own  words. 


GRATITUDE  FOR  THE  ATONEMENT. 

Hail  !  Thou  once  despisM  Jesus  ; 

Hail,  Thou  Galilean  King  ! 
Who  didst  suffer  to  release  us  ; 

Whc  didst  free  salvation  bring : 
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Hail,  Thou  universal  Saviour, 
Who  hast  borne  our  sin  and  shame  ! 

By  whose  merits  we  find  favour  ; 
Life  is  given  through  Thy  name. 

Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed. 

All  our  sins  were  on  Thee  laid ; 
By  almighty  love  appointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made  : 
Every  sin  may  be  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood  ; 
Open*d  is  the  gate  of  heaven  ; 

Peace  is  made  Hwixt  man  and  God. 

Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  for  ever  to  abide  ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side : 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading  : 

**  Spare  them  yet  another  year ;" 
Thou  for  saints  art  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  they  appear. 

Worship,  honour,  power,  and  blessing, 

Christ  is  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits  ! 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays  ! 
Help  to  sing  our  Jesu's  merits  ; 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 
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ANNA  LETITIA  BARBAULD. 

Tms  xmapBiltgd  anthoress  was  bom  at  Kibworth-Harcotirt,  Leicestershire,  on  the  aotfa 

JvafC,  1743,    Her  father,  the  Rer.  John  Aikin,  was  a  dissenting  minister,  and  k^t  an 

acadeojr.   She  eartf  wrote  verses.    In  1773,  she  published  a  volume  of  miscellaneous  poems, 

■fcidi  rapkliy  passed  throagfa  four  editions.     In  the  foUowing  year,  she  married  the  Rev. 

KodMBou  Barbauld,  with  whom  she  opened  a  school  for  boys,  at  Pafegrave,  Suffolk.    Her 

loaare  boors  were  dedicated  to  composition.    She  published  "  Early  Lessons  for  ChiUren," 

"HyiiiBs  io  Prase,"  and  "  Devotional  Pieces."    In  1784.  Mr.  Barbauld  accepted  the  pastorate 

ft  1  (tiwfttriag  chapel  at  Hampstead ;  in  1803,  he  removed  to  Newington  Green,  where  he 

<ed  a  1803.    Mrs.  BarbauU  continued  to  reside  In  that  neighbourhood  till  her  death,  which 

toolt  place  on  the  9tb  March.  1835.    Her  coQect«l  works,  accompanied  by  a  memoir,  were 

pnbEslMd  by  Miss  Lucy  Aikin,  her  niece,  in  1835.    The  following  hymns  have  been  tnna. 

oAed  froB  tins  cdbkn. 

CHRISTIAN  FRIENDSHIP. 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds, 

In  union  sweet,  according  minds  I 

How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run, 

Whose  hearts,  whose  faith,  whose  hopes  are  one ! 

To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear  : 
What  jealous  love,  what  holy  fear  ! 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within 
Refine  from  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin  ! 

Their  streaming  eyes  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  mortal  woe ; 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise, 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

Together  both  they  seek  the  place 
Where  God  reveals  His  awful  face  ; 
How  high,  how  strong  their  raptures  swell. 
There's  none  but  kindred  souls  can  telL 

Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire 
When  Nature  droops  her  sickening  fire  ; 
Then  shall  they  meet  in  realms  above, 
A  heaven  of  joy,  because  of  love. 

THE  SAVIOUR'S  INVITATION. 

Come,  says  Jesu's  sacred  voice. 
Come  and  niake  my  paths  your  choice  ; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weaiy  pilgrim,  hither  come  ! 
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Thou,  who  houseless,  sole,  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn  ; 
Long  hast  roamed  this  barren  waste  ; 
Weary  pUgrim,  hither  haste  ! 

Ye  who,  toss*d  on  beds  of  pain. 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain  ; 
Ye  whose  swollen  and  sleepless  eyes 
Long  to  see  the  morning  rise  ; 

Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  strong  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn  ; 

Here  repose  your  heavy  care, 

A  wounded  spirit  who  can  bear  ? 

Sinner,  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound  ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure — 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


LOVE,  THE  NEW  COMMANDMENT, 

Behold,  where  breathing  love  Divine, 

Our  dying  Master  stands  I 
His  weeping  followers  gathering  roimd. 

Receive  His  last  commands. 

From  that  mild  Teacher's  parting  lips 

What  tender  accents  fell  1 
The  gentle  precept  which  He  gave 

Became  its  Author  well. 

**  Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain. 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 

Was  never  raised  in  vain. 

"  Whose  breast  expands  with  generous  warmth, 

A  stranger's  woes  to  feel. 
And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 

He  wants  the  power  to  heal. 
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"  He  spreads  his  kind  supporting  arms 

To  every  child  of  grief ; 
His  secret  bounty  largely  flows. 

And  brings  unask'd  rdicL 

"  To  gentle  offices  of  love 

His  feet  are  never  slow  : 
He  views,  thro'  mercy's  melting  eyi^ 

A  brother  in  a  foe. 

"  Peace  from  the  bosom  of  his  God, 

My  peace  to  him  I  give  ; 
And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 

His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 

**  To  him  protection  shall  be  shown, 

And  mercy  from  above 
Descend  on  those  who  thus  fulfil 

The  perfect  law  of  lovjj," 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days  ; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy, 
Let  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ  ; 

For  the  blessings  of  the  fidd. 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield. 
For  the  vine's  exalted  juice, 
For  the  generous  olive's  use 

• 

Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain. 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripen'd  grain ; 
Clouds  that  drop  their  fatt'ning  dews. 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse. 

All  that  Spring,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land  ; 
All  that  liberal  Autunm  pours 
From  her  rich  o'eriiowing  stores. 
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These  to  Thee,  my  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow  ; 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

Yet  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  stem  the  ripening  ear  ; 
Should  the  fig-tree*s  blasted  shoot 
Drop  her  green  untimely  fruit ; 

Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more, 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  store  ; 
Though  the  sickening  flocks  should  fall. 
And  the  herds  desert  the  stall ; 

Should  Thine  altered  hand  restrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain. 
Blast  each  opening  bud  of  joy. 
And  the  rising  year  destroy, — 

Yet  to  Thee  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise  ; 
And  when  every  blessing*s  flown, 
Love  Thee  for  Thyself  alone. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  WARFARE. 

Awake,  my  soul !  lift  up  thine  eyes ; 
See  where  thy  foes  against  thee  rise 
In  long  array,  a  numerous  host : 
Awake,  my  soul,  or  thou  art  lost ! 

Here  giant  Danger  threatening  stands, 
Must'ring  his  pale  terrific  bands  ; 
There  Pleasure's  silken  banners  spread, 
And  willing  souls  are  captive  led. 

See,  where  rebellious  passions  rage, 
And  fierce  desires  and  lusts  engage  ; 
The  meanest  foe  of  all  the  train 
Has  thousands  and  ten  thousands  slain  ! 
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Thou  tread'st  upon  enchanted  ground. 
Perils  and  snares  beset  thee  round  ; 
Beware  of  all,  guard  every  part. 
But  most,  the  traitor  in  thy  heart. 

*'  Come  then,  my  soul,  now  learn  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  shield  ;" 
Put  on  the  armour  from  above. 
Of  heavenly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 

The  terror  and  the  charm  repel, 
And  powers  of  earth  and  powers  of  hell ; 
The  Man  of  Calvary  triumphed  here ; 
Why  should  His  faithful  followers  fear  ? 


THE  RESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray. 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  mom, 

And  pours  increasing  day. 

O  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 

The  heathen  world  in  gloom  ! 
O  what  a  sun  which  broke  this  day 

Triumphant  from  the  tomb  ! 

This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid. 

And  loud  hosannas  sung  ; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart. 

And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

Ten  thousand  differing  lips  shall  join 

To  hail  this  welcome  mom. 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 

To  nations  yet  unborn. 

Jesus,  the  friend  of  human  kind, 

With  strong  compassion  mov'd. 
Descended  like  a  pitying  God, 

To  save  the  souls  He  lov'd. 

D  2 
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The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  viin 

To  bind  His  soul  in  death  ; 
He  shook  their  kingdom  when  He  fell. 

With  His  expiring  breath. 

Not  long  the  toils  of  hell  could  keep 

The  Hope  of  Judah's  line  ; 
Corruption  never  could  take  hold 

On  aught  so  much  Divine. 

And  now  His  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascen^  the  lofty  skies  ; 
While  broke  beneath  his  powerful  cross, 

Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

Exalted  high  at  God*s  right  hand. 

And  Lord  of  all  below  ; 
Thro'  Him  is  pardoning  love  dispens'd. 

And  boundless  blessings  flow. 

And  still  for  erring,  guilty  man, 

A  brother's  pity  flows  ; 
And  still  His  bleeding  heart  is  toach'd 

With  memory  of  our  woes. 

To  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  King, 

Glad  homage  let  me  give  ; 
And  stand  prepar'd,  like  Thee,  to  die, 

With  Thee  that  I  may  live. 


1 
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BERNARD  BARTON, 

Bbkkaxd  Barton  was  born  on  the  3xst  January.  1784.  London  and  Carlisle  hare  both 
been  nanwd  as  his  birthplace.  His  parents  were  members  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  the 
teaecs  of  which  body  Barton  followed  through  life.  In  z8i(\  he  became  clerk  in  Alexander's 
bajdL.  at  Woodbridge.  in  which  situation  he  remained  tiU  near  the  period  of  his  decease.  In 
stz^  he  pobiished  "  Metrical  Effusions'*  which  gained  him  the  correspondence  of  Southey.  In 
stxIL  he  prinfted  by  subscription  a  thin  quarto,  entitled  "  Poems  by  an  Amateur."  A  volume 
of  "  Poems,"  which  he  puUbhed  in  ite>,  brought  him  the  friendship  of  Lord  Byron.  Fron  182a 
to  BiaA.  he  gave  to  the  world  five  volumes  of  poetry.  Two  other  volumes  were  subsequently 
p«bfahed.  In  z&ii,  be  received,  on  the  recommendation  of  Sir  Robert  Peel,  a  state  pension 
of  jfxoo  per  annum  He  died  on  the  ig/th  February.  1&49.  Selections  from  his  poems  and 
leoars  were  pi^blished  by  his  daughter }  London,  1853.    zamo. 

A  CHRISTIAN'S  DEVOTEDNESS. 

He  who  would  win  a  warrior's  fame 
Most  shun,  with  ever-watchliil  aim. 

Entangling  things  of  life  ; 
His  couch  the  earth,  heaven's  arching  dome 
His  airy  tent,  his  only  home 

The  field  of  martial  strife. 

Unwearied  by  the  battle's  toil, 
Uncumber'd  by  the  battle's  spoil. 

No  dangers  most  affright ; 
Nor  rest  seduce  to  slothful  ease. 
Intent  alone  his  Chief  to  please, 

Who  called  him  forth  to  fight. 

Soldier  of  Christ,  if  thou  wouldst  be 
Worthy  that  epithet,  stand  free 

From  Time's  encumb'ring  things  ; 
Be  earth's  enthralments  fear'd,  abhorr'd. 
Knowing  thy  Leader  is  the  Lord, 

Thy  Chief  the  King  of  kings.* 

WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thoa  know 

That  fellowship  of  love, 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 

Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

•  The  liynm  originally  conusted  of  five  stanzas.    Two  were  afterwards  omitted 
^  tbesnthor. 
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Walk  in  the  light !  and  sin,  abhorr'd. 

Shall  ne'er  defile  again  ; 
The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  thy  Lord 

Shall  cleanse  from  every  stain. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  find 
Thy  heart  made  truly  His, 

Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrin'd. 
In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 
Thy  darkness  pass'd  away. 

Because  that  light  hath  on  thee  shone, 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  e*en  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear  ; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom. 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  be 
A  path,  though  thorny,  bright ; 

For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee. 
And  God  Himself  is  light. 


HENRY  BATEMAN. 

Henry  batsman  was  born  in  London.  He  now  carries  on  business  in  the  City.  His  boon 
of  leisure  have  l>een  devoted  to  the  promotion  of  religious  and  philanthropic  objects,  and  to 
literature.  He  has  served  on  the  Committee  of  the  Religious  Tract  Society,  and  was.  for  s(Mne 
time,  one  of  the  Directors  of  the  London  Missionary  Society.  His  pubiicatioos  are.— 
"  Belgium,  and  Up  and  Down  the  Rhine  ;"  "  Simday  Sunshine  :  New  Hymns  and  Poems  for 
tile  Young;"  "Metrical  Lay  Sermons;"  and  "Heart  Melodies:  Three  hundred  and  sixty> 
five  New  Hymns  and  Psalms,  for  Public  Worship  or  Domestic  Use."  Mr.  Bntgman  is  nephew 
of  the  late  distinguished  Dr.  Daniel  Wilson,  Bishop  of  Calcutta. 

SUPPLICATION. 

z  Peter  i.  3. 

God  of  mercy  and  of  blessing, 

Light  and  comfort  of  our  hearts; 
All  that  we  can  need  possessing, 

Grant  the  peace  Thy  love  imparts. 
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By  Thy  blessM  Spirit's  shining 

On  our  paths  with  holy  light. 
Elevating  and  refining, 

Guide,  O  Lord,  our  footsteps  right. 


By  Thy  mercy,  great  and  glorious, 

Mighty  Saviour,  set  us  free  ; 
Over  sin  and  death  victorious. 

Give  us  joyful  life  in  Thee, 
life  that  has  its  source  and  blessing, 

In  Thine  everlasting  love  ; 
Priceless  treasure  !  which  possessing, 

We  shall  rest  with  Thee  above. 


THANKSGIVING. 

Revelation  viL  X3. 

Hallelujah  !  God  is  near  us, 
Guides  our  footsteps  everywhere  ; 

He  can  see,  and  He  can  hear  us, 
Heal  our  sorrows,  soothe  our  care. 

Hallelujah  ! 
He  will  listen  to  our  prayer. 

Hallelujah  !  praise  and  blessing 
For  His  love,  in  Christ  our  Lord  ; 

He  will  to  us,  sin  confessing, 
Pardon  and  His  peace  accord. 

Hallelujah  I 
Thanks  for  His  most  precious  Word. 

Hallelujah  !  rest  in  heaven 

Comes  when  work  on  earth  is  done  ; 
Strength  sufficient  will  be  given, 

And  life's  victory  be  won. 
Hallelujah ! 

Praise  the  Lord,  through  Christ  the  Son. 
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PRAISE. 
Psalm  xxxin.  x. 

Let  us  with  a  cheerful  voice, 
In  the  Lord  our  God  rejoice ; 
Let  us  with  thanksgiving  raise  - 
Loud  hosannahs  to  His  praise. 

Praise  the  Lord,  whose  loving  hand 
Guides  us  through  this  pilgrim  land. 
From  whose  boundless  mercy  springs 
Daily  helpful  comfortings. 

Let  us  praise  Him,  who  has  given 
Hope,  through  Christ,  of  rest  in  heaven  ; 
By  whose  blessing  life  may  be 
Full  of  sweet  tranquillity. 

Let  us  all  with  gladness  sing 
Praises  to  our  God  and  King, 
And  with  thankful  heart  and  voice, 
In  the  love  of  God  rejoice. 


WILLIAM   HILEY  BATHURST. 

The  Rev.  William  Hiley  Bathurst  was  bom  at  Cleve  Dale,  in  the  pwish  of  Man- 
gotsfield,  near  Bristol,  on  the  38th  August,  1796.  His  father,  Chsiies  BramrCi  M.P.,  for 
Bristol,  assumed  the  name  of  Bathurst  on  succeeding  to  his  uncle's  estate  of  L.ydney  Paric. 
Gloucestershire.  The  subject  of  this  sketch  studied  at  Christ  Church.  Oxford,  where  he 
flfraduated.  In  1819,  he  took  orders,  and  in  the  following  year,  was  appointed  to  the  Rectory 
of  Barwick-ln-Elmet,  Yorkshire.  In  1830,  he  published  "  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  and 
Private  Use;"  Lx>ndon.  lamo.  Of  this  work  a  second  edition  appeared  in  1843.  A  small 
volume,  entitled  "  Metrical  Thoughts  in  Verse."  was  issued  by  Mr.  Bathurst  in  1849.  About 
the  same  period,  he  published  a  translation  of  "  The  Ceorgics  of  VirgiL"  From  the  living  of 
Barwick  he  retired  in  1851.  In  May,  1863.  he  succeeded,  on  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  to 
his  paternal  estate  of  Lydney  Park,  where  he  now  resides. 


OFFICES  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  power 
Are  burst  the  bands  of  death. 

On  our  cold  hearts  Thy  blessing  shower, 
And  sUr  them  with  Thy  breath. 
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'Tw  Thine  to  point  the  heavenly  way, 

Each  rising  fear  control,     , 
And  with  a  warm,  enlivening  ray. 

To  melt  the  icy  soul. 

*Tis  Thine  to  chear  us  when  distressed. 

To  raise  us  when  we  fall. 
To  calm  the  doubting,  troubled  breast. 

And  aid  when  sinners  call. 

Tis  Thine  to  bring  God's  sacred  Word, 

And  write  it  on  our  heart ; 
There  its  reviving  truths  record. 

And  there  its  peace  impart  « 

Almighty  Spirit,  visit  thus 

Our  hearts^  and  guide  our  wa3rs ; 
Pour  down  Thy  quickening  g^ace  on  us. 

And  tune  our  lips  to  praise. 


SECOND  COMING  OF  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  Thy  Church,  with  longing  eyes. 
For  Thy  expected  coming  waits  ; 

When  will  the  promised  light  arise. 
And  glory  beam  from  Zion's  gates  ? 

E'en  now,  when  tempests  round  us  fall, 
Ajid  wintry  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky, 

Thy  words  with  pleasure  we  recall, 
And  deem  that  our  redemption's  nigh. 

Come,  gracious  Lord,  our  hearts  renew, 
Our  foes  repel,  our  wrongs  redress  ; 

Man's  rooted  enmity  subdue. 

And  crown  Thy  gospel  with  success. 

O  come  and  reign  o'er  every  land. 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurl'd. 

All  nations  bow  to  Thy  command. 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world. 
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Yes,  Thou  wilt  speedily  appear  ; 

The  smitten  earth  already  reels ; 
And  not  far  off  we  seem  to  hear 

The  thunder  of  Thy  chariot  wheels. 

Teach  us,  in  watchfulness  and  prayer, 
To  wait  for  the  appointed  hour. 

And  fit  us  by  Thy  grace  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  Thy  conquering  power. 


CHRIST  IN  YOU  THE  HOPE  OF  GLORY. 

O  Saviour,  may  we  never  rest 

Till  Thou  art  formed  within  ; 
Till  Thou  hast  calm'd  our  troubled  breast. 

And  crush'd  the  power  of  sin. 

O  may  we  gaze  upon  Thy  cross, 

Until  the  wondrous  sight 
Makes  earthly  treasures  seem  but  dross. 

And  earthly  sorrows  light 

Until,  released  from  carnal  ties, 

Our  spirit  upward  springs. 
And  sees  true  peace  above  the  skies. 

True  joy  in  heavenly  things. 

There,  as  we  gaze,  may  we  become 

United,  Lord,  to  Thee  ; 
And  in  a  fairer,  happier  home, 

Thy  perfect  beauty  see. 


FOR  GRACE  TO  RETURN. 

O  FOR  a  beam  of  heavenly  light 
To  guide  my  roving  steps  aright. 
And  lead  me  to  the  blest  abode 
Where  dwells  my  Father  and  my  God. 
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Lord,  I  am  weak  and  prone  to  stray ; 
O  keep  me  in  Thy  holy  way  ; 
What  nature  wants  let  grace  supply. 
And  smooth  my  progress  to  the  sky. 

Though  I  am  but  a  worm  of  earth, 
Sinful  by  practice  as  by  birth  ; 
O  let  Divine  compassion  shed 
New  lustre  on  the  path  I  tread. 

Trusting  in  Jesus,  let  me  go 
In  safety  through  this  vale  of  woe ; 
And  may  His  gracious  presence  cheer 
My  heart  in  all  its  wanderings  here. 

And  when  my  pilgrimage  is  o'er, 
O  let  me  rest  upon  that  shore 
Where  sin  shall  never  more  molest 
Nor  drive  me  from  my  Saviour's  breast. 


REMEMBER  NOW  THY  CREATOR. 

How  sweet  it  is  in  early  youth 
To  tread  the  sacred  paths  of  truth ; 
From  sin's  deceitful  snares  to  run. 
And  find  a  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

How  happy  is  the  soul  that  knows 
What  perfect  peace  and  calm  repose 
A  gracious  Father  deigns  to  give 
To  them  who  by  His  precepts  live. 

Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  we  should  stray 
Far  distant  from  Thy  holy  way  ; 
Or  so  deceived  and  thoughtless  be. 
As  to  love  pleasure  more  than  Thee. 

Though  fools  may  make  a  mock  at  sin, 
O  teach  us  wisely  to  begin 
To  seek  the  safe  and  narrow  road 
That  leads  to  happiness  and  God. 
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PROGRESS  OF  TRUTH. 

Hark  !  the  distant  isles  proclaim 
Glory  to  Messiah's  name  ; 
Hymns  of  praise  unheard  before, 
Echo  from  the  farthest  shore. 

Hearts  that  once  were  taught  to  own 
Idol  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 
Now  to  light  and  life  restored 
Honour  Jesus  as  their  Lord. 

Blessed  Saviour,  still  proceed ; 
Bid  the  glorious  conquest  speed  ; 
Let  this  first  refreshing  ray 
Brighten  to  a  perfect  day. 

At  Thy  gospel's  solemn  call 
Bid  the  towers  of  Satan  fall  j 
And  his  wretched  slaves  obtain 
Freedom  from  their  galling  chain. 

Let  the  messengers  of  peace 
Raise  their  voice  and  never  cease 
Till  the  world  from  sin  made  firee, 
Shall  unite  to  worship  Thee. 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Holy  Spirit,  from  on  high. 
Bend  on  us  a  pitying  eye  ; 
Animate  the  drooping  heart ; 
Bid  the  power  of  sin  depart. 

Light  up  every  dark  recess 
Of  our  hearths  ungodliness  ; 
Show  us  every  devious  way 
Where  our  steps  have  gone  astray. 

Teach  us  with  repentant  grief 
Humbly  to  implore  relief ; 
Then  the  Saviour's  blood  reveal. 
All  our  deep  disease  to  heal. 


WILLIAM   HILEY   BATHURST.  45 

< 
Other  ground  work  should  we  lay, 

Sweep  those  empty  hopes  away  ; 

Make  us  feel  that  Christ  alone 

Can  for  human  guilt  atone. 

May  we  daily  grow  in  grace, 
And  pursue  the  heavenly  race, 
Trained  in  wisdom,  led  by  love. 
Till  we  reach  our  rest  above. 


A  BETTER  HEART. 

Lord,  a  better  heart  bestow ; 

Hear  a  sinner's  broken  prayer  ; 
Full  of  weariness  and  woe. 

To  Thy  mercies  I  repair. 

Once  I  thought  I  could  amend 

All  the  evil  of  my  ways, 
To  Thy  throne  my  steps  could  bend. 

Do  Thy  will  and  gain  Thy  praise. 

But  in  vain  I  toiled  and  pray'd. 

Still  I  did  but  sin  the  more. 
All  the  efforts  that  I  made 

Left  me  weaker  than  before. 

Now  I  find  no  hand  but  one 

Can  deliver  me  from  guilt ; 
On  the  merits  of  Thy  Son 

All  my  confidence  is  built. 

Ruin*d,  helpless,  and  forlorn, 

To  the  Saviour's  cross  I  flee  ; 
Oh,  since  Christ  my  sins  hath  borne. 

Let  my  burden'd  soul  go  free. 

GOD  LEADETH  TO  REPENTANCE. 

How  strange  that  souls  whom  Jesus  feeds 

With  manna  from  above. 
Should  grieve  Him  by  their  evil  deeds. 

And  sin  against  such  love  !  . 

A 
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But  His  a  greater  wonder  still 
That  He  from  whom  they  stray. 

Should  bear  with  their  rebelUous  will. 
And  wash  their  sins  away. 

Lord,  has  not  yet  my  stubborn  heart 
Exhausted  all  Thy  grace  ? 

Kind  and  forgiving  as  Thou  art, 
Can  I  behold  Thy  face  ? 

Can  such  a  rebel  be  received 
Into  Thy  blest  abode  ? 

Have  not  my  sins  too  often  grieved 
The  Spirit  of  my  God  ? 

Lord,  in  Thy  love  I  yet  behold 
An  undiminished  store, 

A  depth  unmeasured  and  untold, 
A  sea  without  a  shore. 
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COMMUNION  WITH  GOD. 

Led  by  a  Father's  gentle  hand 
Through  this  dark  wilderness  of  woe. 

We  long  to  reach  that  peaceful  land. 
Where  streams  of  lasting  comfort  flow. 

O  may  our  meetings  here  be  blest. 
To  fit  us  for  that  holy  place  ; 

May  faith  and  love  inflame  each  breast 
With  zeal  to  run  the  heavenly  race  I 

Here  may  the  Spirit  shed  the  light 
Of  truth  to  guide  us  on  our  way  ; 

God's  word  upon  our  conscience  write, 
And  teach  us  how  to  watch  and  pray  ! 

We  would  dismiss  each  worldly  thought. 
When  thus  we  commune  with  our  God 

Our  theme  shall  be  the  love  that  brought 
A  Saviour  from  His  blest  abode. 
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"Well  think  how  Jesus  lived  and  died. 

The  pains  and  sorrows  that  He  bore, 
The  blessing  which  His  love  supplied, 

The  home  to  which  He*s  gone  before. 

There  we  will  hope  to  rest  ere  long, 

And  gladly  change  before  His  throne 
The  pilgrim's  for  the  conqueror's  song, 

Saved  by  redeeming  grace  alone. 


RICHARD   BAXTER. 

This  celebrated  Nonconformist  divine  was  born  on  the  lath  Norember,  16x5.  at  Rowton.  in 
Sbropahxre.  Taking:  order*  in  the  Church  of  England,  he  was  appointed,  in  1640,  to  the  parish 
flC  Kkldenninster.  Baxter  Mrongty  attached  himself  to  the  Ptiritan  party  in  the  Church.  Onthe 
pa.'BSJtr  ot  the  Act  of  Uniformity,  he  renounced  his  living.  For  nine  years  onwards  from  1663, 
he  fired  ia  retirement  at  Acton,  Middlesex,  produdnj^  durint;  this  period  many  of  his  more 
calccmed  t]»eok>gn<^  works.  The  Act  of  Indulgence  permitted  him  to  proceed  to  London  in 
1673.  where  he  cLvided  his  time  between  preaching  and  writing.  In  1685,  on  a  false  charge  of 
aeditioo,  he  was  sentenced  to  imprisonment  by  the  infamous  Judge  Jeffreys.  After  eighteen 
akobths'  confinement,  he  was  pardoned  and  released.  He  died  on  the  8th  December,  1691,  in 
Itts  75CI1  year.  The  works  of  Richard  Baxter  have  been  collected  in  twenty-five  volumes,  1830. 
Ki»  **  Paraphr»:»«;  on  the  fSalms."  was  printed  in  1693.  A  small  volume  of  his  "  Poetical 
publisbcd  by  Pickering,  in  iSax ;  London,  x6mo. 


HE  GOETH  BEFORE  THEM.* 


Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  I  die  or  live  ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 

And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey  ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad. 

That  shall  have  the  same  pay  ? 


form  the  fotirth,  seventh,  and  eighth  stanzas  of  one  of  Baxter's 
i,  entitled,  "  The  Coveiuuit  and  Confidence  of  Faith."    The  opening  word 
at  the  fix>t  line  i*  "  Now  "  id  the  original.  j 
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Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 
Than  He  went  through  before  ; 

He  that  unto  God's  kingdom  comeSy 
Must  enter  by  this  door. 

Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  ms  meet 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  Thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet. 

What  will  Thy  glory  be  I 

Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints, 

And  weary  sinful  days, 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 

To  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small, 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim  ; 
But  it's  enough  that  Christ  knows  all. 

And  I  shall  be  with  Him. 


CHARLES  BAYLY. 

Charles  Bayly  was  bom  at  Frome-Sdwood,  Somersetshire.  His  grandfatber,  Edward 
Bayly,  of  Devues,  composed  some  devotional  poems  of  uo  inconsiderable  meriL  Tbe 
subject  of  this  notice  was  educated  at  the  gjammar  schools  of  Frome  and  Warminster.  For  a 
period  he  followed  the  legal  profession.  For  many  years  he  has  resided  in  Bath.  In  m96o, 
Mr.  Bayly  published  "  Descriptive  and  other  Poems  ; "  London.  8vo.  Some  years  prevkmsly, 
he  edited  "  The  Sclwood  Wreath,"  an  interesting  collection  of  local  portry. 
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JESUS,  TO  THEE." 
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Jesus,  to  Thee  I  trembling  fly. 
To  Thee  direct  my  earnest  prayer ; 

Let  not  a  contrite  sinner  die. 
But  all  my  sins  and  sorrows  bear. 

**  Lord!  I  beheve,"  in  joy  and  woe; 

Help  Thou  each  doubting  thought,  I  pray; 
Teach  me  Thy  holy  will  to  know, 

Thy  precepts  gladly  to  obey. 
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Soon  wfll  my  day  of  life  be  past. 

This  glorious  orb  no  more  be  seen ; 
But  Thou  through  endless  years  wilt  last. 

Holy,  as  Thou  hast  ever  been. 

O  may  I  in  death's  trying  hour 

Cast  all  my  cares,  dear  Lord,  on  Thee ; 

Till,  saved  by  Thy  almighty  power, 
I  rise,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free ! 

And  when  the  ransom'd  saints  appear, 
Crowding  Thy  courts  with  songs  of  praise ; 

May  I,  relieved  of  every  fear, 
My  voice  with  countless  angels  raise  ! 


GRACE. 

Jesus  Christ,  enthroned  on  high. 
Robed  in  glorious  majesty, 
Hears  the  sinner's  earnest  prayer, 
Bids  him  all  his  wants  declare, 
Gives  the  heavy-laden  rest. 
Soothes  and  comforts  the  distrest. 

Read  what  pangs  the  Saviour  felt. 
When  on  earth  He  sinless  dwelt. 
The  pain,  the  anguish  He  endured. 
When  our  salvation  He  secured ; — 
And  with  gratitude  exclaim  : 
Lord,  I  love  Thy  hallow'd  name!" 


(( 


Give  us  grace  to  love  Thee  more, 
And  our  sinfrd  hearts  restore 
To  Thy  likeness,  bright  and  pure ; 
That,  in  Thee  alone  secure. 
We  may  on  Thy  love  recline. 
And  in  life  and  death  be  Thine. 
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ROBERT   HALL  BAYNES. 

THB  Rbv.  ROBBRT  Hall  B aynbs  was  bora  at  Wellii^oa,  Somcnet,  in  tBjx.  He  i 
at  St.  Edmund's  Hall.  Oxford,  and  graduated  M.A.  in  1859.  Taking  orders,  he 
Curate  of  Christ  Church,  Blackfriars.  In  1858,  he  was  appointed  to  the  Urbtg  of  St.  PaaT!^ 
WhitechapeL  In  1862,  he  was  preferred  to  the  incumbency  of  Holy  Trinity,  MaidAone.  H« 
became  Vicar  of  St.  Michael's.  Coventry,  his  present  charge,  in  1866.  Mr.  Baynes  has  ngagtA 
in  Tarious  useful  and  philanthropic  enterprises.  Of  his  several  publkationa,  his  **ljfn 
Anglicana,"  an  elegant  compilation  of  hymns  and  sacred  songs,  is  tlie  moat  general^  1 
He  has  lately  issued  an  elegant  collection  of  "  English  Lyrics." 

THE  LOVE  OF  JESUS. 

Jesu,  to  Thy  table  led. 
Now  let  every  heart  be  fed. 
With  the  true  and  living  bread. 

While  in  penitence  we  kneel. 
Thy  sweet  presence  let  us  feel. 
All  Thy  wondrous  love  reveal  I 

While  on  Thy  dear  cross  we  gaze, 
Mourning  o*er  our  sinful  ways, 
Turn  our  sadness  into  praise ! 

When  we  taste  the  mystic  wine^ 
Of  Thine  outpour'd  blood  the  sign, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love  Divine ! 

Draw  us  to  Thy  wounded  side, 
Whence  there  flow'd  the  healing  tide ; 
There  our  sins  and  sorrows  hide  I 

From  the  bonds  of  sin  release, 
Cold  and  wavering  fiuth  increase, 
Lamb  of  God,  grant  us  Thy  peace ! 

Lead  us  by  Thy  piercM  hand. 
Till  around  Thy  throne  we  stand. 
In  the  bright  and  better  land ! 


WILLIAM  BEATTIE,  M.D.  5 1 


WILLIAM  BEATTIE,   M.D. 


BBATTIE  was  born  at  Dalton.  and  educated  it  Clareaccfield  Academy,  Z>uiiilHe^ 
He  Mnf*^"^  and  pradaated  at  the  University  of  Edinburgh :  prosecuted  his  studies  ia 
Italy,  and  Ccnaany ;'  settled  in  London  in  1830.  and  became  Fellow  of  the  Royal 
of  PhysiciauLS.  He  u  author  of  iUastrated  histories  of  " Switeerland.**  "Scotland," 
drnTT*.-  "  Courts  of  Cennany."  and  Mher  works,  in  French  and  German ;  and  has 
two  ananytnons  poems— the  "Pilgrim  in  Italy,"  and  "  Polynesia."  He  was  executor 
of  TtwiniaiT  Caotpbdl,  and  tditor  of  his  "  Life  and  Letters."  He  was  many  years  phjrsician  to 
H.R.H.  tke  Duke  of  Clarence,  William  IV.,  and  professional  friend  of  the  Poets  of  "  Memory" 
«^  *'  Hc^>e,~  both  of  whom  he  attended  in  their  last  hours.  The  following  contributions  to 
are  fironx  the  pen  of  Dr.  Beattie :— 


EVENINO    HYMN  OF  THE  ALPINE   SHEPHERDS. 

Brothers,  the  day  declines, 

Above,  the  glacier  brightens  ; 
Through  hills  of  waving  pines. 

The  "  vesper-halo  "  lightens ! 
Now  wake  the  welcome  chorus 

To  Him  our  sires  adored  ; 
To  Him  who  watcheth  o'er  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord  I  * 

From  each  tower's  embattled  crest, 

The  vesper-bell  has  toll*d ; 
'Tis  the  hour  that  bringeth  rest 

To  the  shepherd  and  his  fold : 
From  hamlet,  rock,  and  chlU^ 

Let  our  evening  song  be  pour'd ; 
Till  mountain,  rock,  and  valley, 

Re-echo — Praise  the  Lord  I 

Praise  the  Lord,  who  made  and  gave  us 

Our  glorious  mountain-land ! 
Who  dcign'd  to  shield,  and  save  us 

From  the  despot's  iron  hand : 
With  the  bread  of  life  He  feeds  us; 

Enlighten'd  by  His  Word, 
Through  pastures  green  He  leads  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord ! 

•  Every  evening,  at  sunset,  "  Ve  Shepherds,  praise  the  Lord"  was  sung,  and 
«.T.^>>^  from  cliff  to  cliff,  until  every  voice  joined  in  the  chorus. 
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And  hark !  below,  aloft, 

From  cliffs  that  pierce  the  cloud. 
From  blue  lakes,  calm  and  soft 

As  a  virgin  in  her  shroud ; 
New  strength  our  anthem  gathers, 

From  alp  to  alp  *tis  pour'd ; 
So  sang  our  sainted  fathers, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord ! 

Praise  the  Lord !  from  flood  and  fell 

Let  the  voice  of  old  and  young, — 
All  the  strength  of  Appenzel, 

True  of  heart,  and  sweet  of  tongue,- 
The  grateful  theme  prolong 

With  souls  in  soft  accord. 
Till  yon  stars  take  up  our  song — 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lord ! 

WALDENSIAN  HYMN. 

When  clouds  are  hovering  o'er  us. 

And  tempests  chafe  the  sea ; 
When  death  frowns  dark  before  us. 
Where  shall  Thy  people  flee? 
Where  shall  the  heart 
Its  fears  impart  ? — 
To  TTiee,  our  God,  to  Thee ! 

Safe,  safe,  amidst  the  hurricane, 

Thy  servants  shall  not  fear ; 
The  rending  sky,  the  roaring  main 
Are  music  to  the  ear — 

For  He  who  binds 
The  waves  and  winds. 
Our  God,  is  ever  near  ! 

Our  frail  bark  shall  not  foimder : 

Subdued  at  Thy  behest. 
The  storm  that  howls  around  her 
Thy  look  can  lull  to  rest : 
Our  faith  in  Thee 
The  helm  shall  be — 
The  simshine  of  the  breast ! 
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Through  all  our  woes  and  wanderings, 

When  scoffers  lift  the  voice. 
To  sully  with  their  slanderings 
The  worship  of  our  choice, 
God*s  sacred  lore 
We  love  the  more, 
And  in  our  wrongs  rejoice ! 

Through  every  fiery  trial 

Be  Thou  our  shield  and  stay  ! 
Till,  fading  from  life's  dial. 
The  shadows  fleet  away — 
Then,  Saviour,  come, 
And  call  us  home 
To  realms  of  endless  day  1 


BENJAMIN  BEDDOME. 

BmxjAMZS  Beooome  wasboniat  HoUey-iii-Ardai.  Warwickshire,  od  theaard  January,  17x7. 
His  teber,  t^  Rcr.  John  Bcddome,  was  minister  of  the  Pithay  Baptist  Church,  Bristol  At 
Briseal.  BcBJamtn  was  apprenticed  to  a  surgeon-apothecary.  Becoming  seriously  impressed, 
to  devote  himself  to  the  duties  of  the  ministry.  About  his  aoth  year,  he  entered 
College.  Bristol ;  he  subsequently  prosecuted  hb  studies  at  the  Independent 
f,  MooTiicld&.  In  2740,  he  b^an  to  preach,  and  in  three  years  after,  accepted  an 
to  the  pastorate  of  the  Baptist  congregation  at  Bourton-on-the- Water.  His  people 
anch  attactied  to  him.  and  be  continued  among  them  till  his  death,  which  took  place  on 
tlK  3rd  ScpCember,  1795,  in  his  79th  year.  Beddome  contributed  hymns  to  Rippon's  Col- 
kctiaB.  puldished  in  1797.  In  1817,  the  whole  of  his  hymns,  numbering  about  600,  were 
cdtod  by  the  celebrated  Rer.  Robert  HaO.  Like  the  great  majority  of  the  editors  of  the 
sacred  poets,  Mr.  HaII  has  repeatedly  altered  the  author's  text. 

EXCELLENXY  OF  THE  GOSPEL/ 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  His  Son, 
Makes  His  eternal  counsels  known  ; 
'Tis  here  His  richest  mercy  shines. 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  lines. 

Here  sinners  of  an  humble  frame 
May  taste  His  grace  and  learn  His  name  ; 
'Tis  writ  in  characters  of  blood, 
Severely 'just,  immensely  good. 

•  ji^  brmn  s^'^d  the  foUowing  have  b4en  transcribed  from  the  author's  original 


nmoDS,  in  Kippon's  Collection. 
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Here  Jesus,  in  ten  thousand  ways, 
His  soul -attracting  charms  displays  ; 
Recounts  His  poverty  and  pains. 
And  tells  His  love  in  melting  strains. 

Wisdom  its  dictates  here  imparts, 
To  form  our  minds,  to  cheer  our  hearts  ; 
Its  influence  makes  the  sinner  live. 
It  bids  the  drooping  saint  revive. 

Our  raging  passions  it  controls, 
And  comfort  yields  to  contrite  souls  ; 
It  brings  a  better  world  in  view, 
And  guides  us  all  our  journey  through. 

May  this  blest  volume  ever  lie  * 
Close  to  my  heart,  and  near  my  eye, — 
Till  life's  last  hour,  my  soul  engage. 
And  be  my  chosen  heritage. 
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CONFIDENCE  IN  GOD. 

My  times  of  sorrow  and  of  joy. 
Great  God,  are  in  Thy  hand  ; 

My  choicest  comforts  come  from  Thee, 
And  go  at  Thy  command. 

If  Thou  should'st  take  them  all  away, 

Yet  would  I  not  repine  ; 
Before  they  were  possess'd  by  me. 

They  were  entirely  Thine. 

Nor  would  I  drop  a  murmuring  word, 
Though  the  whole  world  were  gone, 

But  seek  enduring  happiness 
In  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 

What  is  the  world  with  all  its  store  ? 

'Tis  but  a  bitter  sweet ; 
When  I  attempt  to  pluck  the  rose, 

A  pricking  thorn  I  meet. 
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Here  perfect  bliss  can  ne'er  be  found. 

The  honey's  mixed  with  gall : 
'Midst  changing  scenes  and  dying  friends, 

Be  Thou  my  all  in  alL 

TEACHINGS  OF  THE  SPIRIT. • 

Come,  blessed  Spirit,  source  of  light. 

Whose  power  and  grace  are  unconfined, 
Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night. 

Remove  the  darkness  of  the  mind. 

To  mine  illumined  eyes  display 

The  glorious  truths  Thy  word  reveals  ; 
Chase  prejudices  far  away, 

Unclasp  the  book,  and  loose  the  seals. 

By  inward  teachings  make  me  know 

The  mysteries  of  redeeming  love. 
The  vanity  of  things  below, 

Tlie  excellence  of  things  above. 

All  through  the  dubious  maze  of  life. 
Spread,  like  the  sun.  Thy  beams  abroad  ; 

Point  out  the  dangers  of  the  way, 

And  guide  my  wandering  feet  to  God. 


FRANCIS  BENNOCH. 

FKJUaciS  BE!(N0CH  was  bora  at  Darrisdeer,  Dumfnesshire,  in  June,  zSia.  Since  his  tdth  year, 
he  bats  resided  ia  London.  Mr.  Bennoch  is  author  of  "  The  Storm,  and  other  Poems,"  and  in  a 
canlxfbatCB'  to  the  "  Modem  Scottish  Minstrel,"  Edinburgh,  1855—57. 


ON  FOUNDING  A  CHURCH  OR  SCHOOL. 

{Coniridufed.) 

O  God  of  life,  at  whose  command 

This  wondrous  world  from  chaos  came. 

Through  countless  years 

The  rolling  spheres 
Thy  glory  and  Thy  power  proclaim. 

*  Tins   hymn  is  appended  by  the  author  to  his  published  sermon  entitled 
Qoeacfa  not  the  Spirit"    BCr.  Hall  made  a  number  of  alterations. 
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O  God  of  love,  though  man  rebelPd 
And  proudly  wander'd  far  from  Thee, 

Thy  love  did  yearn 

For  his  return, 
Repentant,  pardon'd,  bless'd,  and  free. 

O  God  of  grace,  when,  'whelmed  in  sin. 
Corrupt,  depraved,  by  passion  slain, 
The  streaming  flood 
Of  Jesu*s  blood 
Restores  us  to  Thine  heart  again. 

O  Lord,  with  grateful  souls  do  we 
In  active  earnest  work  engage. 

To  teach  Thy  truth 

To  wajrward  youth,  ^ 
And  consolation  bring  to  age. 

O  God,  we  pray,  these  efforts  bless, 
To  plant  and  spread  Thy  word  Divine, 
By  vale  and  hill. 
With  all  our  skUl ; 
And  all  the  glory.  Lord,  be  Thine. 


JOHN   BERRIDGE. 


I 


John  BERRIDGE  was  born  at  K{n8[ston,  Nottinghamshire,  on  the  xst  March,  17x6.  He  was 
intended  for  aflnricultunl  pursuits.  About  his  X4th  year,  he  began  to  experience  serfcms  000- 
▼Ictkxis,  and  formed  an  inclination  towards  the  ministry.  He  entered  Clare  Hall,  Caaabridje. 
in  X734.  There  he  pursued  his  studies  with  unwonted  vigour,  and  earned  a  reputatioo  fbr 
leaming.  In  X749,  he  became  Curate  of  Supleford.  near  Cambridge.  He  obtained  the 
Vicarage  of  Everton  in  X75S.  FuUy  awakened  to  a  perception  of  DiTine  truth,  he  comncDced 
a  coarse  of  itinerant  preaching.  He  became  the  associate  of  John  Wesley,  Whitefield,  and 
Lady  Huntingdon.  Thousands  flocked  to  listen  to  his  discourses.  In  1760,  he  pabHshMl  "  K 
Collection  of  Divine  Songs."  This  was  subsequently  recalled,  and  in  X785.  he  issoed  "Skm's 
Songs,  or  Hymns  composed  for  the  use  of  them  that  foDow  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  In  stncerity.** 
Berridge  died  on  the  zsnd  January,  1793,  in  his  76th  year.  An  edition  of  "  Sioo*s  Soofcs**  was 
published  at  Birmingham  in  1805.  x6mo.  From  this  edition  we  have  made  our  sclectiott.  Mr. 
Bcrridge's  wocfcs  were  publiihed,  with  a  memoir  of  his  life,  in  x839,  London,  8vou 

PRAYER  FOR  HUMILITY.* 

Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me, 
Give  me  sweet  simplicity  ; 
Make  me  poor,  and  keep  me  low. 
Seeking  only  Thee  to  know, 

*  See  Note  at  end  of  the  volume. 
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WcanM  from  my  lordly  self, 
Weaned  from  the  miser's  pelf, 
WeanW  fiom  the  scomer's  ways, 
Weaned  from  the  lust  of  praise. 

All  that  feeds  my  busy  pride, 
Cast  it  evermore  aside  ; 
Bid  my  will  to  TTiine  submit. 
Lay  me  humbly  at  Thy  feet. 

Make  me  like  a  little  child. 
Of  my  strength  and  wisdom  spoiled ; 
Seeing  only  in  Thy  light. 
Walking  only  in  Thy  might. 

Leaning  on  Thy  loving  breast, 
>Vhere  a  weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God, 
Flowing  from  Thy  precious  blood. 

In  this  posture  let  me  live. 
And  hosannas  daily  give ; 
In  this  temper  let  me  die, 
And  hosannas  ever  cry. 


THE  CHURCH  TRIUMPHANT. 

O  HAPPY  saints,  who  dwell  in  light. 
And  walk  with  Jesus,  cloth'd  in  white ; 
Safe  landed  on  that  peaceful  shore 
Where  pilgrims  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Releas'd  from  sin  and  toil  and  grief. 
Death  was  their  gate  to  endless  life, 
An  open'd  cage  to  let  *em  fly, 
And  build  their  happy  nests  on  high. 

And  now  they  range  the  heaVnly  plains, 
And  sing  their  hymns  in  melting  strains  ; 
And  now  their  souls  begin  to  prove 
The  heights  and  depths  of  Jesu's  love. 
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They  gaze  upon  His  beauteous  istxx. 
His  lovely  mind  and  charming  grace. 
And,  gazing  hard  with  ravish'd  eyes, 
His  form  they  catch,  and  taste  his  joys. 

He  cheers  them  vdth  eternal  smile ; 
They  sing  hosannas  all  the  while ; 
Or,  ovcrwhelm'd  with  rapture  sweet. 
Sit  down  adoring  at  His  feet. 

Ah,  Lord  !  with  tardy  steps  I  creep. 
And  sometimes  sing,  and  sometimes  weep ; 
Yet  strip  me  of  this  house  of  clay, 
And  I  will  sing  as  loud  as  they. 


JOHN   BETHUNE. 

]<^HN  Brthune  was  bom  in  the  parish  of  Monlmail.  Fife^hire,  in  zSta.  He  never  was  at 
school,  and  continued  durint;  life  in  the  condition  of  an  agricultural  labourer.  With  his  elder 
brother,  Alexander,  who  wa&  al!>o  an  ingenious  poet,  he  devotedly  cuitivased  Btentnre  :  aad 
the  fruits  of  their  studies  were  giTcn  to  the  worid  in  a  volume,  entitled  "  Tales  and  Sketches 
of  the  Scottish  Peasantry,"  and  in  a  work  on  "  Practical  Economy."  John  coatribatcd  verves 
to  TAf  Scottish  ChristiaH  H<rald.  While  about  to  embrace  literature  as  a  profeadon.  be  was 
cut  off  by  consumption,  on  the  ist  September,  1839,  at  the  early  age  of  tweniy-aevaa.  la  the 
fallowing  year,  a  volume  of  poems  from  his  pen.  with  a  memoir,  was  puNidKwt  by  hb  wii  vtviaK 
brother. 

SACRAMENTAL  HYMN. 

O  Lord,  munificent,  benign, 

How  many  mercies  have  been  mine, 

Since  last  I  met  with  Thee 
In  that  blest  ordinance  of  Thine — 
The  holy  feast  of  bread  and  wine. 

Which  was  enjoy'd  by  me ! 

How  many  days,  in  goodness  sent. 
Have  been  in  sickening  sadness  spent ; 

How  many  nights  have  come. 
Which  promised  rest  and  sweet  content. 
Yet  left  behind  them,  when  they  went. 

Distress  and  grief  and  gloom ! 


EDWARD   HENRY   BICKERSTETH. 

How  many  purposes  have  fail'd, 
How  many  doubts  my  heart  assail'd, 

And  held  my  spirit  fast ; 
How  many  sins  have  been  bewail'd, 
How  many  follies  have  prevail'd, 

Since  I  confess'd  Thee  last ! 

But  still  to  Thee  my  spirit  springs, 
And  underneath  Thy  sheltering  wings , 

.  A  safe  asylum  seeks : 
For  this  memorial  sweetly  brings 
Remembrance  of  Thy  sufferings, 
And  all  Thy  kindness  speaks. 

And,  like  a  little  child,  I  lay 
My  spirit  at  Thy  feet,  and  say, 

**Lord,  take  it,  it  is  Thine : 
Teach  it  to  trust,  to  fear,  to  pray, — 
Feed  it  with  love  by  night  and  day. 

And  let  Thy  will  be  mine." 
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EDWARD   HENRY   BICKERSTETH. 

The  Rev.  Edward  HEXRY  Bickf.rstetii  was  bom  in  I^ndon,  in  January.  1825,  Hi> 
■tber,  the  Rev.  Edvard  Bickerstelh,  is  wu!l  known  for  hi.s  theological  and  devotional  writtuK^- 
■Ik.  wrx'y  cdscated  at  Trinity  College.  Conibridi^c-,  where  he  (p-aduated  in  1847.  Obtatnin); 
v«Vr.'s  he  trraniff'  Curate  of  Barminjiham.  Norfolk  :  he  subiicquently  ministered  at  Tunhridj^'o 
Wtikk.  la  t^a.  he  became  Rector  of  Hinton  Maltell,  Dorset  He  obtained  the  incumb«.-n>.  > 
if  Christ  Chnrch,  Hampstead.  his  present  charn^e,  in  1855. 

Mr.  Bickenteth  is  author  of  "  A  Practical  Commentary  on  the  New  Te&tinicnt,"  and  sci-er-ii 
jcber  I cBgitoa*  prose  works.  In  1849,  he  published  "  Poems,"  Canibrid)i;e.  t6nio;  and  tn  i3;,i. 
'  Nhicvch,  a  Poem,"  London,  i6rao.  He  has  republished  "  The  Chri.'.tian  Psalmody,"  editcl 
by  his  father,  and  has  added  to  that  collection  several  hymns  of  his  own  composition.  The 
r»a&wiBg  bynm.  transcribed  from  the  second  edition  of  his  "  P&alms  and  Hymns,"  is  in^rrtcti 
A  Kti  his  petmiaaioo. 

THE  CHRISTIAN'S  SONG  OF  JUBILEE. 

O  Brothers  !  lift  your  voices. 

Triumphant  songs  to  raise  ; 
Till  heaven  on  high  rejoices, 

And  earth  is  fiU'd  with  praise ! 
Ten  thousand  hearts  are  bounding 

With  holy  hopes,  and  free 
The  gospel  trump  is  sounding. 

The  trump  of  jubiJee. 
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O  Christian  brothers !  glorious 

Shall  be  the  conflict's  close : 
The.  Cross  hath  been  victorious, 

And  shall  be,  o'er  its  foes. 
Faith  is  our  battle-token — 

Our  Leader  all  controls ; 
Our  trophies,  fetters  broken ; 

Our  captives,  ransom'd  souls. 

Not  unto  us,  Lord  Jesus, 

To  Thee  all  praise  be  due : 
Whose  blood-bought  mercy  frees  us, 

Has  freed  our  brethren  too. 
**  Not  unto  us : "  in  glory 

The  angels  catch  the  strain. 
And  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee, 

Exultingly  again. 

Captain  of  our  salvation, 

Thy  presence  we  adore  I 
Praise,  glory,  adoration. 

Be  Thine  for  evermore ! 
Still  on  in  conflict  pressing. 

On  Thee  Thy  people  call ; 
Thee  King  of  kings  confessing, 

Thee  crowning  Lord  of  all ! 


JOHN   BICKERSTETH. 

The  Rev.  John  BICKERSTRTH  was  born  at  Kirkby- Lonsdale,  Westmordahd.  on  the  XQth 
June,  X781.  He  was  the  eldest  son  of  Henry  Bickersteth,  who  practised  as  a  suriceoD  In  that 
place.  He  attended  the  Grammar  School  in  Kirkby- Lonsdale,  and  in  1808  entered  Trinity 
College,  Cambridijre.  There  he  graduated  in  honours.  Having  received  orders,  he  became 
Vicar  of  Acton,  Suffolk.  He  was  afterward '«  preferred  to  the  Reotory  of  S»pcot^  Leicester* 
shire.  In  1819,  he  published  a  collection  of  h}'mns,  in  which  are  included  several  of  his  own 
composition.  His  death  took  place  on  the  and  October,  1855.  The  Right  Rev.  Robert 
Bickersteth,  D.D.,  the  present  Bishop  of  Ripon,  l>  the  fourth  of  his  sons,  and  the  Venerable 
E.  Bickersteth,  D.D.,  Archdcicon  of  Buckingham,  is  his  second  son. 

HYMN  AFTER  THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 

Israel's  Shepherd !  guide  me,  feed  me, 

Through  my  pilgrimage  below ; 
And  beside  the  waters  lead  me. 

Where  Thy  flocks  rejoicing  go. 
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Could  I  wander,  fear  disdaining  ? 

Could  I  quit  the  sheltering  fold  ? 
Heedless  of  Thy  grace  constraining, 

In  the  strength  of  nature  bold  ? 

No  I  Thy  pardoning  presence  ever, 

Meekly  kneeling,  I  implore ; 
I  have  found  Thee,  and  would  never, 

Never  wander  from  Thee  more ! 
Oh  how  sweet,  how  comfortable. 

In  the  wilderness  to  see 
Sach  provisions,  such  a  table, 

Sfn'ead  for  sinners — yes,  for  me ! 

There,  Thy  bounty  still  partaking. 

Bread  and  consecrated  wine. 
Freely  all  things  else  forsaking, 

I  behold  the  Saviour  mine. 
In  that  bruisM  body  broken, — 

In  the  shedding  of  that  blood, — 
What  a  gracious  pledge  and  token. 

Lord !  we  have  for  every  good. 

Come,  my  soul !  temptations  flying, 

Arm  thee  for  the  strife  within ; 
Jesus,  thy  Redeemer,  dying, 

Stamps  an  infamy  on  sin. 
Yield,  my  heart !  no  longer  hardened ; 

Roase  thy  every  latent  power ; 
Cleansed  and  wash'd,  and  freely  pardon'd, 

"  Go  in  peace !  and  sin  no  more." 
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THOMAS  BILBY. 

THOMAS  BiLBY  was  born  at  Southampton.  In  1809,  he  joined  the  army,  in  which  he 
eight  years.  Subsequently  devoting  himself  to  the  cause  of  Juvenile  education,  he  stodied  1 
In&uit  school  system  under  Mr.  Buchanan,  whose  seminary  on  Brewers*  Green.  Westniiaatcr, 
is  said  to  have  been  the  first  infant  school  in  England.  In  xSas  Mr.  Bilby  obtained  chaise  of 
a  training  school,  at  Chelsea,  where  upwards  of  500  male  and  female  teachers  were  instructed 
In  the  infant  system  under  his  superintendence.  In  1835,  he  proceeded  to  the  West 
where  he  introduced  the  new  mode  of  Juvenile  teaching  into  several  islands.  From  his  1 
In  connection  with  Mr.  J.  S.  Reynolds,  the  "  Home  and  Colonial  In&nt  School  Society."  took 
lU  origin.  Jointly  with  Mr.  R.  B.  Ridgway.  Mr.  Bilby  has  pubUshcd  "  The  Nursery  Book." 
x6mo ;  "  Book  of  Quadrupeds,"  i6mo ;  and  "  The  Infimt  Teacher's  Assistant,*  xamo.  TlM 
following  hymn  by  Mr.  Bilby,  was  first  published  in  zSja.  It  has  long  been  a  fkvonite  la 
in&nt  and  Sunday  schools.    We  print  fiom  a  copy  kindly  supplied  bf  the  autfaor. 


JOYFUL. 

Here  we  suffer  grief  and  pain. 

Here  we  meet  to  part  again. 

In  heaven  we  part  no  more ! 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful. 
Joyful,  joyful,  joyfal. 
Oh,  that  will  be  joyful  I 
When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 

All  who  love  the  Lord  below. 
When  they  die  to  heaven  will  go. 
And  sing  with  saints  above. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  eta 

Little  children  will  be  there. 

Who  have  sought  the  Lord  by  prayer. 

From  every  infant  schooL 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 

Teachers,  too,  shall  meet  above, 
And  our  pastors,  whom  we  love. 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Oh,  that  will  be  jo)rful,  eta 

Oh  how  happy  we  shall  be ! 
For  our  Saviour  we  shall  see, 
Exalted  on  His  throne ! 

Oh,  that  will  be  jojrful,  eta 
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There  we  all  shall  sing  with  joy. 

And  eternity  employ, 

In  praising  Christ  the  Lord. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 


THOMAS   BINNEY. 

>KAS  BnocfiY  «as  bora  in  the  year  1798,  at  Newcastle-on-Tyne.  He  was  edocated  at 
mmSktj  CoOcire,  Hertfordshire.  Having  entered  the  ministry,  he  became  pastor  of  an 
epcadent  chapd  at  Newport.  Isle  of  Wight.  In  1839,  he  removed  to  London,  to  undertake 
lanrirML  of  the  coogregatkm  assembling  at  the  "  King's  Weigh  House  Chapel,"  on  Fish 
«tHiB.  Mr.  Knaeyhas  long  eoioytd  a  well-merited  popularity,  as  an  earnest  and  strikiaf 
POQBn  of  Diviae  troth.  Of  upwards  of  fifty  publications  which  he  has  given  to  the  worid, 
Baore  esteemed  works  are  those  entitled  "Cold,"  and  "Is  it  Possible  to  make  the  best  of 


GOD  IS  LIGHT. 

Eternal  light !  eternal  light  I 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be, 
When,  placed  within  Thy  searching  sight. 
It  shrinks  not,  but  with  calm  delight 

Can  live  and  look  on  Thee. 

The  spirits  that  surround  Thy  throne 

May  bear  the  burning  bliss ; 
But  that  is  surely  theirs  alone, 
Since  they  have  never,  never  known 

A  fallen  world  like  this. 

Oh,  how  shall  I,  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim. 
Before  the  Ineffable  appear. 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

That  uncreated  beam. 

There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode ; 
An  ofiering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies, 

An  Advocate  with  God. 


i 
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These,  these  prepare  us  for  the  light 

Of  majesty  above : 
The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
Can  stand  in  the  eternal  light 

Through  the  eternal  love. 


JOHN   STUART  BLACKIE. 

JOHN  Stuart  BlacKIB  was  born  at  Glasgow,  In  the  year  1809.  He  studied  at  Mariadal 
College.  Aberdeen,  and  the  University  of  Edinburgh.  In  1834,  he  was  called  to  the  *irnltlii> 
Bar.  For  some  time  he  travelled  abroad.  He  was  appointed  Professor  of  HnmaiilCy  1m 
Marischal  College,  Aberdeen,  in  1841.  and  elected  Greek  Professor  in  the  University  of 
t»argli  in  i8p.  Professor  Blackie  has  published  a  work  on  the  prindptes  of  beaaty. 
translation  of  iCschylus  is  much  esteemed.  In  i860,  a  volume  of  "  Lyrical  Poems"  proccedrf 
from  his  pen.  The  following  has  been  transcribed  from  his  volume  entitled,  **  Ijqrs  aad  ]j»> 
gends  of  Ancient  Greece,  with  other  Poems."    Edinburgh,  1857. 


BENEDICITE. 

Angels  holy, 

High  and  lowly, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord ! 
Earth  and  sky,  all  living  nature, 
Man,  the  stamp  of  thy  Creator, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Sun  and  moon  bright, 

Night  and  moonlight. 
Starry  temples  azure-floor'd. 
Cloud  and  rain,  and  wild  winds*  madness. 
Sons  of  God  that  shout  for  gladness. 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Ocean  hoary. 

Tell  His  glory. 
Cliffs,  where  tumbling  seas  have  roar'd  I 
Pulse  of  waters,  blithely  beating. 
Wave  advancing,  wave  retreating. 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 
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Rock  ind  liigh  land. 

Wood  tnd  bland, 
Cnt£,  where  eiste'a  pride  hath  ■oar'd, 
Mf^t]'  mounlaini,  puiple-breasted, 
Peaks  doud-cleaving,  snowy -crested, 
Pnise  jt,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  1 

Rolling  river. 

Praise  Him  ever, 
From  the  mountain's  deep  vdn  poui'd, 
SilTer  fountain,  clearly  gushing. 
Troubled  toirent,  madly  rushing 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lwd ! 

BoDd  and  free  man. 

Land  and  sea  man, 
Earth,  with  peoples  widely  stored. 
Wanderer  lone  o'er  prairies  ampl^ 
Full-voiced  choir,  in  costly  temple, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  1 

Praise  Him  ever, 

Bounteous  Giver; 
Praise  Him,  Father,  Friend,  and  Loidt 
Each  glad  soul,  its  free  course  winging, 
F.nfh  glad  voice,  its  free  song  singing, 
Pnuse  the  great  and  mighty. Lord! 
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HUGH   BLAIR,  D.D. 

THB  RBV.  Hugh  Blair.  D.D.,  was  bom  at  Edinbursrh.  on  the  7th  April,  1718.  He  entenrd 
the  University  of  his  native  city  in  1730.  and  was  licensed  to  preach  in  October,  1741.  In  the 
following  year,  he  was  ordained  to  the  pastoral  change  of  CoUessie,  Fifeshire.  In  X743.  be  was 
preferred  to  the  oflice  of  second  minister  of  the  Canonf^te,  Edinburgh;  in  1754,  he  was 
promoted  to  Lady  Yester's,  one  of  the  city  churches.  He  was  afterwards  appointed  one  of 
the  coll^fiate  ministers  of  the  Hi^'h  Church.  In  1763.  the  chair  of  Rhetoric  in  the  Unirenity 
was  founded  for  his  acceptance  He  wa.s  associated  with  the  Rev.  John  Lofjian,  the  Rev. 
William  Cameron,  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  Morrison  in  prep.\nnj;;  the  Church  of  Scotland  Paiaii^mses. 
Cameron  and  Morrison  arc  noticed  in  the  |>resent  work.  The  contributions  of  Logan  to  die 
Paraphrases  are  believed  to  have  Iseen  appropriated  from  Michiael  Bruce  (see  article  Bruce). 
Dr.  Blair  did  not  compose  any  original  hymn ;  Init  the  following,  wMch  forms  the  STth  para- 
phrase in  the  coUecdon,  has  been  so  remodelled  by  him  from  Dr.  Watts  that  its  iasertkm  la* 
this  place  may  be  permissible.  Watts's  hynui  (Book  I.,  No.  xa^,  consists  of  six  verves.  Tlw 
second  four  Unes  of  Blair's  second  stanza  are  ncariy  verbatim  from  Watts.  See  Note.  Dr. 
Blair  died  on  the  sTth  September.  1800.  His  "  Sermons  "  and  "  I^ectures  on  Rhetoric  **  are 
well  known. 

OUR  GREAT  HIGH  PRIEST. 

Hebrews  iv.  14 — 16. 

Jesus,  the  Son  of  God,  who  once 

For  us  His  life  resign'd, 
Now  lives  in  heaven,  our  Great  High  Priest 

And  never-dying  Friend. 
Through  life,  through  death,  let  us  to  Him 

With  constancy  adhere ; 
Faith  shall  supply  new  strength,  and  hope 

Shall  banish  ev'ry  fear. 

To  human  weakness  not  severe 

Is  our  High  Priest  alx)ve ; 
His  heart  overflows  with  tenderness, 

His  bowels  melt  with  love ; 
With  S)rmpathetic  feelings  toucVd, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  are,  i 

For  He  has  felt  the  same.  j 

But,  though  He  felt  temptation's  power, 

Unconquer'd  He  remained, 
Nor  'midst  the  frailty  of  our  frame 

By  sin  was  ever  stain'd. 
As,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

He  pour'd  forth  cries  and  tears. 
So,  though  exalted,  still  He  feels 

What  ev*ry  Christian  bears. 
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Then  let  us  with  a  filial  heart 

Come  boldly  to  the  throne 
Of  grace  supreme,  to  tell  our  griefe 

And  all  our  wants  make  known ; 
That  mercy  we  may  there  obtain 

For  sins  and  errors  past, 
And  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need, 

While  days  of  trial  last 


JAMES  BODEN. 

Hi^r^  JAMBS  BODEN  was  b:>ni  at  Che^er,  on  the  13th  April.  1757.  A  msmber  of  the 
ratiooaU-fit  bodjr.  he  stadied  at  Ilomnrtnn  College,  where  he  qualified  himself  for  the 
He  was  appcMOted  in  1784  to  the  Independent  Chipel  at  llanley.  StaflTordihlre.  Iji 
.  ^ea»9rcd  to  Sheffield,  to  underuke  the  pastorate  of  the  Queen  Street  Independent 
1^  tlt«t  H-*^^  HU  death  took  place  at  Chesterfield,  on  the  4th  June.  1841.  Mr.  Boden 
>  of  the  foimder*  of  th«  London  Mission-iry  S4>ctcty.  Alon;;  with  the  Rev.  Edwarvl 
"  D.D.,  he  pablishcd,  in  1801,  "A  Collection  of  above  Six  Hundred  Hymn>,  de^jfnc-l 
cm  Sapplecnent  to  Dr.  Watts'  Psalmiond  Hymn;;.''  To  this  work  Mr.  Dotbn  coutr 
hymns. 

"YET  THERE  IS  ROOM."* 

Ye  dying  sons  of  men, 

Immerged  in  sin  and  woe, 
The  Gospel's  voice  attend, 
Which  Jesus  sends  to  you  : 
Ye  perishing  and  guilty,  come  ; 
In  Jesus'  arms  there  yet  is  room. 

No  longer  now  delay. 

Nor  vain  excuses  frame  ; 
He  bids  you  come  to-day, 

Though  poor,  and  blind,  and  lame  : 
All  things  are  ready  ;  sinner,  come ; 
For  every  trembling  soul  there's  room. 

Believe  the  heavenly  word 

His  messengers  proclaim ; 

He  is  a  gracious  Lord, 

And  faithful  is  His  name. 

Backsliding  souls,  return  and  come  ; 

Cast  off  despair,  there  yet  is  room. 

*  See  Note  at  end  of  the  volume. 
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Compelled  by  bleeding  love, 

Ye  wandering  sheep,  draw  near ; 
Christ  calls  you  from  above  ; 
His  charming  accents  hear  ! 
Let  whosoever  will  now  come, 
In  mercy's  breast  there  yet  is  room. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  GOD. 

Bright  Source  of  everlasting  love. 

To  Thee  our  souls  we  raise ; 
And  to  Thy  sovereign  bounty  rear 

A  monument  of  praise. 

Thy  mercy  gilds  the  paths  of  life 

With  every  cheering  ray  ; 
Kindly  restrains  the  rising  tear, 

Or  wipes  tibat  tear  away. 

When,  sunk  in  guilt,  our  souls  approached 

The  borders  of  despair. 
Thy  grace  through  Jesus'  blood  proclaimed 

A  free  salvation  near. 

What  shall  we  render,  bounteous  Lord, 

For  all  the  grace  we  see  ? 
Alas  !  the  goodness  worms  can  yield 

Extendeth  not  to  Thee. 

To  tents  of  woe,  to  beds  of  pain 

We  cheerfully  repair. 
And,  with  the  gift  Thy  hand  bestows. 

Relieve  the  mourners  there. 


The  widow's  heart  shall  sing  for  joy, 

The  orphan  shall  be  glad. 
And  hungering  souls  we'll  gladly  point 

To  Christ,  the  living  bread. 
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Thu  (assii^  througli  the  vale  of  taas, 
Our  uieiiil  light  shall  shine  ; 

And  others  learn  lo  glorifj 
Our  Fatho's  name  Divine:. 


PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 

Coke,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Pablish  through  ea.rlh  abroad 

Jesus's  fame  ; 
Tell  what  His  love  has  done  ; 
Trust  in  His  name  alone  ; 
Shont  to  His  lofly  throne, 

Worthy  the  Lamb  I 

Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  feats  ; 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears  ; 

Join  our  glad  theme  ; 
Beauty  for  ashes  bring  ; 
Strike  each  meloilious  string ; 
Join  heart  aod  voice  to  sing 

Worthy  the  I^mb. 

Hark  bow  the  choirs  above, 
Fill'd  with  the  Saviour's  love, 

Dwell  on  His  name ; 
There  loo  may  we  be  found. 
With  light  and  glory  crown'd. 
While  all  the  heavens  retonnd, 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 
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ANDREW  REDMAN  BONAR. 

ANDREW  REDMAN  BoNAR  was  bom  at  EdlnbtirKh,  on  the  aSth  March.  x8i8.  He  receired 
his  education  at  the  Hig^h  School  and  University  or  his  native  dty.  In  X84Z,  he  became  a 
licentiate  of  the  Scottish  Church.  In  1843.  he  was  ordaine^l  to  the  pastoral  charge  of  Fogo.  a 
parish  in  Berwickshire.  He  was  translated  to  the  second  char]?e  of  the  Canongate,  Edhiboiisli. 
in  1845.  In  Novemtter.  1849,  he  was  admitted  to  the  first  ch«xe  of  the  same  perish.  Mr. 
Bonar  is  an  extensive  prose  writer.  In  1864,  he  published  "  Hymns  for  the  use  of  Christiaa 
Families  and  of  Schools,"  the  enlar^cuicnt  of  a  former  worlc.  Several  hymns  from  hb  pen  are 
likewise  contained  in  bis  volume,  "  The  Poet^  and  Poetry  of  Scotlaad." 


STRENGTH   GIVEN. 

Though  the  heavens  above  be  dark. 
Though  the  waves  beat  o'er  the  bark. 
Though  the  thunders  loudly  roar, 
Though  the  mist  be  on  the  shore, — 
He,  thy  Master,  walks  before  thee, 
Angcl  forms  are  bending  o'er  thee. 
Haste  to  prayer,  and  bow  the  knee  : — 
"  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Are  there  thoughts  thou  wouldst  not  name  ? 
Doth  trembling  seize  thy  shaking  frame  T 
Fearful  one,  hast  thou  forgot 
What  must  be  the  Christian's  lot  ? 
Forget'st  thou  One  whose  boundless  power 
Can  sustain  in  peril's  hour  ? — 
One  whose  hand  is  stretched  to  thee  ? 
**  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Doth  the  way  to  heaven  appear 

Steep  and  narrow,  full  of  fear. 

Through  the  perils  of  the  way, 

Secret  foes,  or  battle's  fray  ? 

These  can  all  be  put  to  flight. 

In  armour  of  the  sons  of  light ; 

Hear  Him  !     "  Place  thy  trust  in  me,"— 

And,  **  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Are  thy  thoughts  on  things  below, 
Fading  like  the  sunset  glow  ? 
Deceiving  hopes,  or  pleasures  fled, 
The  vanish'd,  or  the  early  dead  ? 
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Earthly  love,  or  worthless  toys  ? 
What  are  these  to  heavenly  joys  ? 
In  God's  heaven  thy  treasure  see, — 
**  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 


HEAVENLY  WISDOM  SOUGHT. 

Source  of  life  and  light  and  blessing, 
Raise  our  hearts  to  Thee  above  ! 

And  be  with  us  while  expressing 
All  the  wonders  of  Thy  love, 

Hear  us,  Father  ! 
Darkness  from  our  minds  remove. 

Thou  hast  given  us  souls  immortal, 
Minds  to  know  Thee,  hearts  to  feel, — 

Open  Thou  to  us  the  portal, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  fervent  zeaL 

Hear  us,  Mightiest  I 
Treasures  of  Thine  own  reveal. 

Holy  deeds  in  ancient  story. 

Wonders  that  the  heaven  unfolds, — 
Traces  of  His  boundless  glory. 

Who  the  winds  and  waters  holds — 
Benefactor  ! 

Let  each  praise  Thee  who  beholds. 

Bring  us  to  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

As  the  Eastern  sages  knelt ; 
May  Thy  gracious  Spirit  free  us 

From  the  stains  and  power  of  guilt. 
BlessM  Jesus  I 

Let  Thy  light  and  peace  be  felt. 

Once  Thou  camest  meek  and  lowly, 
Moved  by  pity  for  our  race, — 

Diedst,  the  Just  One  and  the  Holy, 
Took*st  the  helpless  siimer's  place. 

Great  Redeemer  I 
Shed  upon  our  hearts  Thy  grace. 
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Where  the  samts  and  angels  bending, 
Bless  Thee  on  the  throne  on  high. 

Hear  our  mortal  voices  blending 
With  their  lofty  minstrelsy. 

Safely  keep  us 
By  Thine  ever-watchfiil  eye. 


HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 
{Contributed,) 

We  search  Thy  word,  O  Master  kind, 

Thy  holy  book  of  truth. 
Fit  comforter  of  bending  age. 

Sure  guide  of  glowing  youth. 
That  word  of  Thme  which  sheds  a  light 

On  life's  imcertain  road — 
That  book  which  speaks  of  Jesu's  love. 

And  points  our  way  to  God. 

Like  music  oft  its  words  have  come 

Where  pain  and  fear  have  been. 
Like  sunlight  beaming  after  storm. 

To  gild  the  lowliest  scene. 
With  prayer  we  would  its  pages  read. 

With  fond  and  filial  heart, — 
Resolved,  like  duteous  Mary,  still 

To  choose  the  better  part. 

As  treasure  hid  beneath  the  ground. 

We  would  its  meaning  seek  : — 
*Tis  manna  to  the  wanderer  lone, 

"  GUd  tidings  "  to  the  weak. 
We'll  prize  it  now,  in  childhood's  hour. 

It  is  our  "  Father's  "  word. 
And  seek  in  all  our  ways  to  be 

True  followers  of  the  Lord. 
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HORATIUS  BONAR,  D.D. 


UMK  of  the  most  ertecmed  ncred  poets  and  religious  pmse  writers  of  the  time.  HORATIUS 
B09CAX,  ««s  born  at  EifinbarKh.  in  1806.  He  was  educated  at  the  Univerdtyof  his  native  dty. 
la  ifl^.hewas  ordained  to  the  ministry  at  Kelso.  At  the  disruption,  in  1843.  he  Joined  thcFree 
ClBvch.  In  MBjg,  he  began  die  series  of  "  Kelso  Tracts,"  which  first  gained  Um  reputation 
M a  rdli^MS  writer.  His fauger  prose  works  are  "The  Night  of  Weeping."  "The  Morning 
of  Joy."  "  fropbtHc  Landmarks,"  "  The  Eternal  Day."  "  Man,"  "  The  Story  of  Grace,"  "  A 
Here,"  "The  Land  of  Promise."  and  "The  Desert  of  SinaL"  Two  of  his  later  prose 
•GotTs  Way  of  Peace,"  and  "  God's  Way  of  Holiness,"  have  obtained  an  extraordinary 
,  and  have  been  eminently  usefiiL  Dr.  Sonar's  hymns  are  contained  in  his  volumes 
eatfeied  **  Hynna  of  Fabh  and  Hope,"  first  and  second  series.    1857—1861.    8ro. 


THY  WAY,  NOT  MINE. 


Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be  I 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand. 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough, 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  matters  not. 

It  leads  me  to  Thy  rest. 

I  dare  not  choose  my  lot, 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  Thine  ;  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill ; 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem. 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friend. 
My  sickness  or  my  health  ; 

Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 
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Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 

Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength. 
My  wisdom,  and  my  all  ! 


"COME  UNTO  ME." 

I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

**  Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast," 
I  came  to  Jesus,  as  I  was, 

Weary  and  worn  and  sad  ; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting-place. 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

**  Behold  I  freely  give 
The  living  water,  thirsty  one. 

Stoop  down,  and  drink  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quench'd,  my  soul  revived. 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say,  ^ 

**  I  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 
Look  unto  me,  thy  mom  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  look'd  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk. 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 


THE  WANDERER  FOUND. 

I  WAS  a  wand'ring  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  would  not  be  controlled. 
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I  was  a  wayu'arcl  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Father  s  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  roam. 


Tlie  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child, 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill. 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death. 

Famished  and  faint  and  lone  ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love. 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

They  spoke  in  tender  love, 

They  raised  my  drooping  head. 
They  gently  closed  my  bleeding  wounds. 

My  fainting  soul  they  fed. 
They  washed  my  filth  away. 

They  made  me  clean  and  fair  ; 
They  brought  me  to  my  home  in  peace. 

The  long-sought  wanderer ! 

Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul ; 
'Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood  ; 

*Twas  He  that  made  me  whole. 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep ; 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  the  fold  I 
I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  once  preferred  to  roam  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home. 
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THE  SUBSTITUTE. 

I  LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God  ; 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursM  load. 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  His  blood  most  precious, 

Till  not  a  spot  remains. 


I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus  ; 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Him ; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares  ; 
He  from  them  all  releases. 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 


I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine  ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  His  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord  ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, — 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, — 

The  Father's  holy  child. 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  His  praises, 

To  learn  the  angels*  song. 
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A  BETHLEHEM  HYMN. 

He  has  come  !  the  Christ  of  God, 
Left  for  us  His  glad  abode ; 
Stooping  from  His  throne  of  bliss 
To  this  darksome  wilderness. 

He  has  come  1  the  Prince  of  peace, 
Come  to  bid  our  sorrows  cease ; 
Come  to  scatter  with  His  light 
All  the  shadows  of  our  night. 

He,  the  mighty  King,  has  come  ! 
Making  this  poor  earth  His  home  ; 
Come  to  bear  our  sins*  sad  load  ; 
Son  of  David,  Son  of  God. 

He  has  come,  whose  name  of  grace 
Speaks  deliverance  to  our  race ; 
Lefl  for  us  His  glad  abode  ; 
Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God. 

*•  Unto  us  a  ChUd  is  bom  !" 
Ne'er  has  earth  beheld  a  mom. 
Among  all  the  moms  of  time. 
Half  so  glorious  in  its  prime. 

•*  Unto  us  a  Son  is  given  !" 
He  has  come  from  God's  own  heaven^ 
Bringing  with  Him  from  above 
Holy  peace  and  holy  love. 


THE  INNER  CALM. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
While  these  hot  breezes  blow ; 

Be  like  the  night-dew's  cooling  balm 
Upon  earth's  fevered  brow. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  Thy  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hynm  and  psalm. 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest 
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Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ; 

Let  Thine  outstretched  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm 

Beside  her  desert  spring. 

Yes  !  keep  me  calm,  tho'  loud  and  rude 
The  sounds  my  ear  that  greet, — 

Calm  in  the  closet's  solitude, 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street 

Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health, 

Calm  in  my  hour  of  pain, 
Cahn  in  my  poverty  or  wealth, 

Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain ; 

Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
Like  Him  who  bore  my  shame ; 

Calm  'mid  the  threatening,  taunting  throng 
Who  hate  Thy  holy  name. 

Calm  when  the  great  world's  news  with  power 

My  listening  spirit  stir  ; 
l^t  not  the  tidings  of  the  hour 

E'er  find  too  fond  an  ear. 

Calm  as  the  ray  of  sun  or  star 

Wliiclj  storms  assail  in  vain. 
Moving  unruffled  thro'  earth's  war, 

The  eternal  calm  to  gain. 


THE  MORNING  STAR. 

There  is  a  Morning  Star,  my  soul, 

There  is  a  Morning  Star; 
'Twill  soon  be  near  and  bright,  tho'  now 

It  seems  so  dim  and  far. 
And  when  time's  stars  have  come  and  -gone, 
And  every  mist  of  earth  has  flown, 

That  better  star  sliall  rise 

On  this  world's  clouded  skies, 
To  shine  for  ever ! 
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The  niglit  is  well-nigh  spent,  my  soul, 

Th.e  night  is  weJl-nigh  spent; 
And  soon  above  our  heads  shall  shine 

A  glorious  firmament  : 
A  sky  all  glad  and  pure  and  bright. 
The  Lamb,  once  slain,  its  perfect  light  ; 
A  star  -without  a  cloud, 
Whose  light  no  mists  enshroud, 
Descending  never ! 


REST  YONDER. 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting. 

Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come ; 
Onwards  to  it  I  am  hasting — 

On  to  my  eternal  home. 

In  it  all  is  light  and  glory. 
O'er  it  shines  a  nightless  day ; 

Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  story, 
All  tlie  curse,  has  pa«is'd  away. 

There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 
By  the  streams  of  life  along; 

On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us, 
Tunis  our  sighing  into  song. 

Soon  we  pass  this  desert  drear)'. 
Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 

Never  more  be  sad  or  weary, 
Never,  never  sin  again. 
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JANE  BORTHWICK. 

Jane  Borthwick  Is  descended  from  an  old  and  respectable  Scottish  fiunlly.  Under  tihc 
signature  of  H.  L.  L.,  she  has  contributed  numerous  composctioos  in  prose  and  vera*  to  7^ 
Famiiy  Trtasury.  She  Is  well  known  in  connection  with  her  worlc,  "  Hymns  from  the  Load 
of  Luther,  trmnslated  from  the  German."  of  which  the  first  series  appeared  la  1854.  Mlis 
Borthwick  te  author  of  a  small  volume  of  orit^inal  verses,  entitled  "  Thoughts  Cor  ThougMU 
Hours,"  which  was  published  in  1859,  and  has  passed  through  several  editkMis.  She  has  «rk> 
ten  some  prose  works  for  the  young. 

•*  THY  WILL  Bfe  DONE."* 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  ! 

Oh  may  Thy  will  be  mine  ! 
Into  Thy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resign. 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own ; 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

If  needy  here  and  poor. 
Give  me  Thy  people's  bread, 

Their  portion  rich  and  sure. 
The  manna  of  Thy  word 

Let  my  soul  feed  upon ; 
And  if  all  else  should  fail. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  among  thorns  I  go. 
Still  sometimes,  here  and  there, 

Let  a  few  roses  blow. 
But  Thou  on  earth  along 

The  thorny  path  hast  gone  ; 
Then  lead  me  after  Thee  ; 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear. 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear. 

*  Tianalated  from  the  German  of  B.  Schmolk. 
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Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept, 
And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 

If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 
My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

If  loved  ones  must  depart. 
Suffer  not  sorrow's  flood 

To  overwhelm  my  heart : 
For  they  are  blest  with  Thee, 

Their  race  and  conflict  won  ; 
Let  me  but  follow  them, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 
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My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

When  death  itself  draws  nigh, 
To  Thy  dear  wounded  side 

I  would  for  refuge  fly ; 
Leaning  on  Thee,  to  go 

Where  Thou  before  hast  gone 
The  rest  as  Thou  shalt  please  ; 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

All  shall  be  well  for  me. 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above, 

I  travel  calmly  on  ; 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 
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JOHN   BOWDLER. 


JOHN  BOWDLBR  was  bom  in  London,  on  the  and  February.  1783.  Educated  at  Winchester 
College,  he  selected  the  legal  profession,  and  became  a  member  of  Ltncofai's  Ina.  As  a 
barrister,  he  gare  promise  of  attaining  to  eminence,  but  was  prematureljr  cut  off  on  the  nt 
Febntary,  18x5.  at  the  early  age  of  thirty-two.  In  1816,  his  miscdlaneous  writings  were  pab- 
Ushed  by  his  fiuther,  in  two  octavo  volumes,  under  the  title,  "  Select  Pieces  \n  Prose  and  Verse." 
accompanied  by  a  memoir.    He  composed  versions  of  several  of  the  Psalms. 


PSALM  CXXIII.   PARAPHRASED. 

Lord,  before  Thy  throne  we  bend  ; 
Lord,  to  Thee  our  eyes  ascend  ; 
Servants  to  our  Master  true, 
Lo,  we  yield  the  homage  due  ; 
Children,  to  our  Sire  we  fly, 
Abba,  Father,  hear  our  cry  ! 

To  the  dust  our  knees  we  bow ; 
We  are  weak,  but  mighty  Thou. : 
Sore  distress'd,  yet  suppliant  still. 
We  await  Thy  holy  will : 
Bound  to  earth,  and  rooted  here 
Till  our  Saviour-God  appear. 

From  the  heavens.  Thy  dwelling-place. 
Shed,  O  shed  Thy  pardoning  grace  : 
Turn  to  save  us — none  below 
Pause  to  hear  our  silent  woe  ; 
Pleased  or  sad,  a  thoughtless  throng. 
Still  they  gaze  and  pass  along. 

Leave  us  not  beneath  the  power 
Of  temptation's  darkest  hour ; 
Swift  to  seal  their  captive's  doom. 
See  our  foes  exulting  come  : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  yet  be  nigh, 
Lord  of  life  and  victory. 


THE  PRESENCE  OF  GOD. 


As  panting  in  the  Hilliy  beam. 
The  hart  deiim  the  cooling  sticam. 
So  to  Thy  presence,  Lord,  I  flee, 
So  longs  my  tou],  O  God,  for  Thee; 
Athirst  to  taste  Thy  living  grace. 
And  lee  Thy  gloiy  face  to  face. 


To  chide  my  woe,  and  mocV  my  fear; 

And  silent  memoiy  weeps  alone 

O'er  hours  of  peace  and  gladness  flown. 

For  I  have  walVd  the  happy  round 
That  circles  Sion's  holy  ground. 
And  gladly  swell'd  the  choral  lays 
That  hymn'd  roy  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
What  time  the  hallow'd  arch  along 
Responsive  swell'd  the  solemn  song. 

Ah!  why,  by  passing  clouds  oppress'd 
Should  vexing  thoughts  distract  thy  breastt 
Turn,  turn  to  Him  in  every  pain, 
Wliom  never  suppliant  sought  in  vain — 
Thy  strength  in  joy's  ecstatic  day, 
Tliy  hope  when  joy  has  pass'd  away. 
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SIR  JOHN   BOWRING,  LL.D.,  RR.S. 

A  DISTINGUISHBD  diplomatist  and  colonial  governor.  SIR  JOHN  BOWRING  is  Hkewte 
entitled  to  an  honourable  place  among  Britisih  hymn  writers.  He  was  bom  at  Exeter,  on  dw 
17th  October,  1790.  PosKessing  an  extraordinary  power  of  attaintng^  lancpoages,  he  early 
acquired  reputation  as  a  metrical  translator  of  poems  from  many  of  the  European  toi^pMS. 
He  became  editor  of  The  Westmituter  Review,  in  1835.  In  1835.  he  entered  Parliamest  as 
member  for  Kilmarnock.  He  afterwards  repreisented  Bolton.  In  1849^  he  was  appointed 
British  Consul  at  Canton.  He  was  knighted  in  1854.  on  his  nomination  as  Her  Mi^esty^i 
Plenipotentiary  in  China,  and  Governor  of  Hong-Kong.  Sir  John  Bowring  Is  the  author  of 
aevend  important  works  of  travel  and  on  political  subjects.  In  1835,  he  published  a  vohtOM 
of  "Hymns,"  i6mo.  His  "Matins  and  Vespers,"  izmo.  appeared  about  the  same  periodL 
This  work  has  been  considerably  enlarged  ;  it  passed  into  a  fourth  edition  in  1851.  Serctal 
original  hymns  from  his  pen  are  in  the  "  Hymn  Book  for  Christian  Worship,**  an  AroerJcan  cQl> 
lection,  of  which  the  5th  edition  appeared  at  Boston,  U.  S.,  in  1857.  Sir  John,  who  has  retired 
from  puUic  life,  b  now  resident,  in  honourable  independence,  near  his  native  city. 


GOD  IS  LOVE. 

God  is  love ;  His  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 

Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens  I 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  His  jnercy  waneth  never : 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth. 
Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove ; 

From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 

Everywhere  His  glory  shineth : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


REPORT  OF  THE  WATCHMAN. 

Watchman  I  tell  us  of  the  night, 
What  its  signs  of  promise  are  ? 

Traveller !  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 
See  that  glory-beaming  star. 


; 
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"Watchman !  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell? 
Traveller  I  yes ;  it  brings  the  day, 
Promised  day  of  Israel. 

"Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night ; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Traveller !  blessedness  and  light, 
Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 

Watchman !  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Traveller !  ages  are  its  own ; 

See,  it  bursts  o^er  all  the  earth. 

Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night. 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveller !  darkness  takes  its  flight ; 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman !  let  thy  wanderings  cease ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller !  lo,  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo,  the  Son  of  God,  is  come ! 


THE  CROSS   OF  CHRIST. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 

Towering  o*er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertakc  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 

Kever  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

From  the  cross*  the  radiance  streaming. 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 
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Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure; 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towering  o*er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

0  LET  my  trembling  soul  be  still, 
While  darkness  veils  this  mortal  eye^ 

And  wait  Thy  wise,  Thy  holy  will, 
Wrapt  yet  in  fears  and  mystery ; 

1  cannot,  Lord  I  Thy  purpose  see ; 
Yet  all  is  well, — since  ruled  by  Thee. 

When,  mounted  on  Thy  clouded  car. 
Thou  send'st  Thy  darker  spirits  down, 

I  can  discern  Thy  light  afar. 
Thy  light  sweet -beaming  through  Thy  fincywn; 

And,  should  I  faint  a  moment,  then 

I  think  of  Thee,  and  smile  again. 

So,  trusting  in  Thy  love,  I  tread 

The  narrow  path  of  duty  on ; 
What  though  some  cherish'd  joys  are  fled  ? 

What  though  some  flattering  dreams  are  gone  ? 
Yet  purer,  brighter  joys  remain : 
Why  should  my  spirit  then  complain  t 
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Father  and  Friend  1  Thy  light.  Thy  love^ 
Beaming  through  all  Thy  works  we 

Thy  glory  gilds  the  heavens  above, 
And  all  the  earth  is  full  of  Thee. 
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Tliy  Toice  we  hear,  Thy  presence  feel. 
Whilst  Thou,  too  pure  for  mortal  sight, 

Involved  in  clouds — invisible, 

Reignest  the  Lord  of  life  and  light. 

We  know  not  in  what  hallow'd  part 
Of  the  wide  heavens  Thy  throne  may  be. 

But  this  we  know,  that  where  Thou  art, 
Strength,  wisdom,  goodness  dwell  with  Thee. 

And  through  the  various  ways  of  time, 

And  through  the  infinity  of  space. 
We  follow  Thy  career  sublime. 

And  all  Thy  wondrous  footsteps  trace. 

Tliy  children  shall  not  faint  or  fear. 

Sustained  by  this  delightful  thought. 
Since  Thou  their  God  art  everywhere. 

They  cannot  be  where  Thou  art  not. 


JEHOIADA   BREWER. 


JEHOLAOA  BRBW^BJt  was  bom  at  Newport,,  Monmouthshire,  in  1751.  He  commenced  life 
a»  a  trader,  bat  becominf  seriously  impressed,  he  prepared  himself  for  the  ministry.  He 
P111J.1DS11I  to  woA  ordinatioo  in  the  Church  of  England,  but  afterwards  Joined  the  Noncon- 
fcnBsta.  He  had  aome  time  a  coivrexation  at  Rodborough.  Gloucestershtre.  In  1783.  he 
fnfiywf  a  call  to  Sbefidd.  and  after  fifteen  years'  ministerial  labour  there,  he  undertook  the 
pa»4^wBfr  of  Carres  Lane  Independent  Chapel,  Binningham.  He  afterwards  became  minister 
^  a  t^w  coagresatioa  in  Livery  Street.  His  death  toolc  place  on  the  S4th  August,  1817. 
ia  Ma  *jfc  yvar.  Brewer  composed  several  hymns.  The  following,  which  was  originally 
irsHafcTTt  in  73br  G0t^  Mmgamitu,  for  1776  (pp.  471.  47a),  and  there  subscribed  Sylvestru,  is 
It  has  firequently  bera  included  in  the  hymn>books,    but  is  generally 

THE  HIDING-PLACE. 

Hail,  sovereign  love,  that  first  began 
The  scheme  to  rescue  fallen  man  I 
Hail,  matchless,  free,  eternal  grace. 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding-place  ! 

Against  the  God  who  rules  the  sky 
I  fought  with  hand  uplifted  high  ; 
Despised  the  mention  of  His  grace. 
Too  proud  to  seek  a  hiding-place. 
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Enwrapp'd  in  thick  Egyptian  night, 
And  fond  of  darkness  more  than  light. 
Madly  I  ran  the  sinful  race, 
Secure,  without  a  hiding-place. 

But  thus  th*  eternal  council  ran, 
"  Almighty  love,  arrest  that  man  !" 
I  felt  the  arrows  of  distress, 
And  found  I  had  no  hiding-place. 

Indignant  justice  stood  in  view  ; 
To  Sinai's  fiery  mount  I  flew  ; 
But  justice  cried,  with  frowning  face, 
**This  mountain  is  no  hiding-place." 

Ere  long  an  heav'nly  voice  I  heard. 
And  mercy's  angel  form  appeared ; 
She  led  me  on  with  placid  pace 
To  Jesus,  as  my  hiding-place. 

Should  storms  of  sev'n-fold  thunder  roll. 
And  shake  the  globe  from  pole  to  pole, 
No  flaming  bolt  could  daunt  my  face. 
For  Jesus  is  my  hiding-place. 

On  Him  almighty  vengeance  fell. 
That  must  have  simk  a  world  to  hell ; 
He  bore  it  for  the  chosen  race, 
And  thus  became  their  hiding-place. 

A  few  more  rolling  suns  at  most 
Will  land  me  on  fair  Canaan's  coast. 
Where  I  shall  sing  the  song  of  grace. 
And  see  my  glorious  hiding-place. 
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ANNE  BRONTE. 

Akke.  Bkohtb  «m  the  youarest  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Patrick  Bronte,  incumbent  of 
Hawoff^  in  the  West  Riding  of  Yorluhire ;  she  was  bom  in  laaa.  Owing  to  the  narrow 
r.  Anae.  and  her  two  elder  sisiers,  Charlotte  and  EmOjr,  were  necewHated, 
hood,  te  obtain  sitoatioxu  as  irovemesses.  Escaping  from  the  drudgeriek 
.  the  ■iiteii  retwned  to  their  father's  house  in  184s  resoliring  to  nake  a  vigorous 
tlie  woild  of  letters.  In  the  following  year  appeared  "  Poems  by  Currer,  EUs,  and 
I  being  the  M«Mri&/A«MV  assumed  by  the  sisters.  Anne  published  "Agnev 
'eoaat  of  WikUcU  HalL"  She  died  at  Scarborough,  on  the  eBth  May.  1849 : 
rqwse  in  the  old  churchyard,  near  the  castle.  The  following  composition 
Btrottfie  is  transcribed  from  her  poems  appended  to  the  volume  of  "  Wutherinf( 
>  and  AgBCS  Grey,  by  Ellis  and  Acton  Ben,"  London,  xSso. 


CONFIDENCE. 

Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe, 
A  burdened  heart  I  bear ; 
Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe ; 
But  I  will  not  despair. 

WUh  this  polluted  heart 
I  dare  to  come  to  Thee, 
Holy  and  mighty  as  Thou  art, 
For  Thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

I  feel  that  I  am  weak. 
And  prone  to  every  sin ; 
But  Thou,  who  giv'st  to  those  who  seek. 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within. 

Far  as  this  earth  may  be 
From  yonder  starry  skies  ; 
Remoter  still  am  I  from  Thee : 
Yet  Thou  wilt  not  despise. 

I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 
I  need  not  yield  to  care ; 
I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes. 
For  Thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

In  my  Redeemer's  name, 
I  give  myself  to  Thee  ; 
And,  all  unworthy  as  I  am. 
My  God  will  cherish  me. 
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JAMES  BALDWIN   BROWN,  LL.D. 

Jambs  Baldwin  Brown  was  a  banister  of  the  Inner  Temple.    He  pubSdMd 
law,  which  are  esteemed  by  the  professkso.    His  life  of  John  Howard,  the 
well  known.    In  iSxa^  he  published  "  The  Battle  of  Albuera,"  a  poem.    He 
Dr.  Rafllea,  and  Mr.  WUBn.  in  publishing  "  Poems  by  Three  Friends,"  wbldi 
mously  in  i8xs>     In  i8*o>  Dr.  Brown  commenced  The  Ittvestigmitr,  a  qnarteily 
which  was  edited  by  Dr.  Raffles  and  another.    The  following  hynm  by  Dr. 
scribed  from  Dr.  RaiSes*  collection. 


THE  HEAVENLY  BREAD. 


The  manna  to  the  fainting  Jews 

Was  not  by  Moses  given  ; 
Descending  with  the  morning  dews, 

'Twas  bread  sent  down  from  heaven. 

*Twas  angels*  food,  yet  served  to  stay 

But  for  a  while  their  wants ; 
Hence  fresh  supplies,  from  day  to  day, 

Their  heavenly  Father  grants. 

But  the  true  bread  from  heaven  is  He 
"Who  from  His  glorious  throne 

Stooped,  by  His  death,  from  wrath  to  free 
A  race  by  sin  undone. 

Who  eateth  of  this  bread  shall  live. 

Nor  ever  hunger  more  ; 
Lord,  of  this  bread,  in  mercy  give 

Our  souls  an  ample  store. 
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JAMES  BALDWIN  BROWN. 

KXV.  Jambs  Baldwin  brown,  son  of  the  precedini^,  was  born  intttio.  In  the  Inner 
R«  was  cdacited  at  Unirersity  College,  London,  where  he  took  the  degree  of 
to  follow  his  father's  profession,  he  studied  at  the  Inner  Temple, 
two  years  at  Highbury  College,  and  entered  the  ministry.    In  1843,  he 
of  die  London  Road  Congregational  Chapel,  Derby.     Since  1846.  he  has  been 
of  OaylaMls  Chapel.  Clapham  Road,  London.    Mr.  Brown's  larger  publications  are, 
of  Knt  Principles.''  "The  Divine  Life  in  Man."  "  The  Soul's  Exodus  and  Pilgrim- 
Mystery  of  Peace,"  "The  Divine  Treatment  of  Sin,"  and  "The  Home 


FOR  INCREASE  OF  FAITH. 

Thou  who  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read. 
And  knoVst  each  weakness  there ; 

Poor,  trembling,  faint,  with  Thee  we  plead  ; 
O  torn  not  from  our  prayer  I 

We  cannot  grasp  from  hour  to  hour 

The  truths  Thy  gospel  saith  ; 
Then  aid  us  by  Thy  heavenly  power, 

And  so  increase  our  faith, 

That  we  may  trust  Thy  guardian  care, 

When  no  kind  hand  we  see  ; 
That  we  may  lift  our  souls  in  prayer 

Undoubtingly  to  Thee. 

Help  us  to  gaze  on  things  unseen 

By  eyes  of  mortal  sight ; 
To  pierce  through  earth's  dark  veil,  and  glean 

Some  beams  of  heavenly  light. 

Thy  glorious  presence  may  we  see. 

When  earth's  last  tie  is  riven ; 
In  faith  then  trust  our  souls  to  Thee, 

Till  we  awake  in  heaven. 
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SIMON  BROWNK 

Simon  BROWNB  was  born  at  Shepton  Mallet,  Somersetshire,  about  the  year  tSBa.  He  1 
minister  of  a  dissenting  congrejration  at  Portsmouth.  In  17x6,  he  accepted  an  faivitatian  le 
succeed  Mr.  Shower,  at  the  Old  Jewry,  London.  In  1733.  he  lost  his  infc  and  only 
amount  of  affliction  which  so  overcame  him  that  he  was  afterwards  incapable  of 
ministerial  duty.  He  retired  to  his  native  place,  where  he  died  at  the  dose  of  Uie  ]rear  XTja,  te 
his  52nd  year.  In  1730.  he  published  "  Hymns  and  Spirittial  Songs,"  Loadoo, 
this  volume  the  following  hymns  have  been  transcribed. 


INCONSISTENCY  OF  SIN  WITH  A  CHRISTIAN 

PROFESSION. 

Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  my  God, 

My  life  and  sacrifice  ; 
My  hopes,  deep  founded  in  Thy  blood. 

Reach  far  above  the  skies. 

Up  to  the  highest  heav*ns  they  soar. 
Where,  round  Thy  dazzling  throne, 

Seraphs  lie  prostrate  and  adore. 
And  Thee  their  Sovereign  own. 

Thou  hast  those  happy  seats  possest 

Both  for  Thyself  and  Thine  ; 
There  all  Thy  folloVrs  shall  be  blest, 

And  in  Thy  glory  shine. 

Among  these  followers,  Lord,  am  I ; 

Thy  glorious  name  I  bear  ; 
My  hopes  lifl  up  my  soul  on  high. 

And  fix  my  mansion  there. 

But  shall  I  own  Thine  awfid  Name, 

And  yet  oppose  Thy  will  t 
A  subject's  highest  privilege  claim, 

Yet  act  the  rebel  still  t 

Forbid  it.  Lord  I  no,  I  abhor 
The  base  and  trait' rous  thought ; 

I  own  Thine  ancient  right  and  poVr, 
And  what  Thy  blood  hath  bought 
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To  Thee  HI  ever  subject  live. 

And  all  Thy  laws  approve. 
The  fullest  homage  freely  give, 

And  proofs  of  loyal  love. 

Thud  shall  my  heav'nly  hopes  begin ; 

Thus  1*11  my  hopes  maintain  ; 
Nor  once  expect,  in  ways  of  sin. 

Eternal  life  to  gain. 


FOR  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
My  siniiil  maladies  remove ; 
Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  guide. 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

The  light  of  truth  to  me  display, 
That  I  may  know  and  choose  my  way ; 
Plant  holy  fear  within  mine  heart. 
That  I  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

Conduct  me  safe,  conduct  me  far 
From  every  sin  and  hurtful  snare ; 
Lead  me  to  God,  my  Jinal  rest^ 
In  His  enjoyment  to  be  blest. 

Lead  me  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 
Nor  let  me  from  His  pastures  stray  ; 
Lead  me  to  heaven^  the  seat  of  bliss, 
Where  pleasure  in  perfection  is. 

Lead  me  to  holituss,  the  road 
That  I  must  take  to  dwell  with  God  ; 
Lead  to  Thy  ward,  that  rules  must  give, 
And  sure  directions  how  to  live. 

Lead  me  to  nuans  oigrace,  where  I 
May  own  my  wants,  and  seek  supply ; 
Lead  to  Thyself,  the  spring  from  whence 
To  fetch  all  quick'ning  influence. 
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Thus  I,  conducted  still  by  Thee, 
Of  God  a  child  beloved  shall  be  ; 
Here  to  His  family  pertain. 
Hereafter  with  Him  ever  reign. 


GOD  OUR  HAPPINESS. 

Eternal  God,  of  Beings  first. 

Of  all  created  good  the  spring, 
For  Thee  I  long,  for  Thee  I  thirst. 

My  Love,  my  Saviour,  and  my  King  ; 
Thine  is  a  never-failing  store  : 
If  God  be  mine,  I  ask  no  more. 

The  fairest  world  of  light  on  high 

Reflection  makes,  but  faint,  of  Thine  ; 

The  glorious  tenants  of  the  sky 

In  God*s  own  beams  transported  shine  ; 

But  should^st  Thou  wrap  Thy  face  in  shade. 

Soon  all  their  life  and  lustre  fade. 

Thy  presence  makes  celestial  day, 

And  fills  each  raptured  soul  with  bliss  ; 

Night  would  prevail,  were  God  away, 
And  spirits  pine  in  paradise. 

In  vain  would  all  the  angels  try 

To  fill  Thy  room,  Thy  lack  supply. 

And  sure  from  heaven  we  turn  our  eyes 
In  vain  to  seek  for  bliss  below  ; 

The  tree  of  life  can*t  root  nor  rise, 
Nor  in  this  blasted  region  grow  : 

The  wealth  of  this  poor  barren  clod. 

Can  ne'er  make  up  the  want  of  God. 

But,  Lord,  in  Thee  the  thirsty  soul 

Will  meet  A^ith  full,  with  rich  supplies  ; 

Thy  smiles  will  all  her  fears  control, 
Thy  beauties  feast  her  ravish'd  eyes  ; 

To  failing  flesh  and  fainting  heart 

Thy  favour,  life,  and  strength  impart 
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O  let  me,  Lord,  this  fiivour  gain. 

With  smiles  still  sate,  yet  feed  desire. 
In  all  the  loads  of  life  sustain. 

In  dying  moments  life  inspire. 
Guard  my  departed  soul  to  rest. 
Be  still  my  God,  and  I  am  blest. 


MRS.  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 


tke  ami  gfft«d  of  modem  poetesses,  ELIZABETH  BARRBTT  was  born  in  London. 
Her  fittbcr  was  a  per%oa  of  considerable  affluence.     In  her  i8th  year,  she  gave 
ofpoctkal  talent,  by  the  pabUcation  of ''An  Essay  on  Mind,  and  other  Poems."    In 
pMhUslird  aaoajrmottsly.  a  translation  of  the  "  Prometheus'*  of  iEschylus.    Her  neat 
"The  Seraphim.'*  confirmed  her  reputation  as  a  poetess.   In  xt^S,  she  became  the 
of  Mr.  Robert  Btowwiag,  a  poet  of  genius  not  inferior  to  her  own.    The  newly  married 
to  Italy,— there  they  continued  to  reside,  first  at  Pisa,  and  afterwards  at 
Browning  died  at  Florence,  on  the  ag/th  June.  i86t.     In  X89S.  her  poetical 
pwbfabed  in  three  Tolnmes,  xamo.    A  fourth  volume  was  added  after  her  decease. 

THE  SLEEP. 
"  He  gi^eth  His  beloved  sleep." — Psalm  cxxvii.  2. 

Op  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar, 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep, 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is, 
For  gift  or  grace,  surpassing  this — 

«•  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep  "  ? 

What  would  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved, 

The  poet's  star-tuned  harp  to  sweep. 
The  patriot's  voice,  to  teach  and  rouse, 
The  monarch's  crown,  to  light  the  brows  ? 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
A  little  faith  all  undisproved, 

A  little  dust  to  over  weep, 
And  bitter  memories  to  make 
The  whole  earth  blasted  for  our  sake  : 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 
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**  Sleep  soft,  beloved  !"  we  sometiiiies  say. 
But  have  no  tune  to  charm  away 

Sad  dreams  that  through  the  eyelids  creep. 
But  never  doleful  dream  again 
Shall  break  the  happy  slumber,  when 

"  He  giveth  J/is  beloved,  sleep." 

O  earth,  so  full  of  dreary  noises  ! 
O  men,  with  wailing  in  your  voices  I 
O  delvM  gold,  the  wailer's  heap  ! 

0  strife,  O  curse,  that  o'er  it  fall ! 
God  strikes  a  silence  through  you  all. 

And  "giveth  //is  beloved,  sleep." 

His  dews  drop  mutely  on  the  hill. 
His  cloud  above  it  saileth  still, 

Though  on  its  slope  men  sow  and  reap. 
More  softly  than  the  dew  is  shed. 
Or  cloud  is  floated  overhead, 

**  He  giveth  //is  beloved,  sleep." 

Ay,  men  may  wonder  while  they  scan 
A  living,  thinking,  feeling  man. 

Confirmed  in  such  a  rest  to  keep ; 
But  angels  say,  and  through  the  word 

1  think  their  happy  smile  is  Aeard — 

•*  He  giveth  //it  beloved,  sleep." 

For  me  my  heart  that  erst  did  go, 
Most  like  a  tired  child  at  a  show. 

That  sees  through  tears  the  mummers  leap, 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close. 
Would,  childlike,  on  //is  love  repose. 

Who  "  giveth  //is  beloved,  sleep." 

And  friends,  dear  friends — when  it  shall  be 
That  this  low  breath  is  gone  from  me. 

And  round  my  bier  you  come  to  weep. 
Let  One,  most  loving  of  you  all. 
Say  **  Not  a  tear  must  o*er  her  fall," 

•*  He  giveth  //is  beloved,  sleep."     " 
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MICHAEL  BRUCE. 

^^*e«o«reMrtahleof  9hort-!ived  poets,  MICHAEL  BRUCE,  was  born  at  Kinnesswood. 
•J' ftrtBoak.  Kinrosshire,  on  the  27th  March,  1746.    His  parents  were  In  humble  dr. 
bit  thejr  determined,  owin^;  to  his  literary  predilections,  to  educate  him  for  the 
.   Owta;  four  jrears,  he  prosecuted  his  classical  studies  at  the  University  of  Ediuburg'h. 
,^'yi*«tfy  entered  on  the  study  of  theolo^,  and  employed  himself  in  tuition,  as  a  means 
«!!k!j*''    ^^^  incessant  mental  toil,  a  constitution  always  weak,  began  to  decline. 
'^♦'•Bajerinif  coasumption,  on  the  6th  July.  1767,  in  his  aist  year.    The  poetical 
.  "^  ^>chid  Brace  have  been  made  the  subject  of  a  curious  controversy.    At  college, 
■  j*^  ""owe  the  companion  of  Mr.  Johu  Logan,  a  person  of  somewhat  kindred  genius,  and 
^.a-lv*"''**  becoming  minister  of  Ldth.  acquired  reputation  as  a  preacher.    Subsequent 
*^*tetk,  Logan  visHed  his  parents,  and  offered  to  publish  their  son's  poems  for  their 
Fi^wiiij  htaelt    He  was.  accordingly,  entrusted  with  the  whole  of  the  MSS.,  including  an 
"^'■"'■M  book  of  hymns,  which  the  (>arents  familiarly  termed  their  son's  "  Gospel  Sonnets." 
^J*^*^;  several  were  Iknuliar  to  the  neighbours,  who  had  derived  their  knowledge  of  the 
^'^'^''te  torn  the  deceased  poet  himself.    After  a  considerable  delay.  Logan  published  a 
^7  "'l— e,  entitled  "  Poems  on  several  occasions,  by  Michael  Bruce,"  accompanied  by  a 
^*'''/ preface,  commemorative  of  the  writer.    The  scantiness  of  the  compositions,  and  the 
**ttceqf  the  "Gospel  Sonnets,"  disquieted  the  parents.    On  a  request  being  made  to  Logan, 
5^*^ 61^  of  the  deceased  poet,  for  the  MS.  book  of  hymns,  he  stated  that  it  was  lost. 
f^P"  *M  afterwards  associated  with  other  clerical  brethren  in  preparing  a  collection  of 
*°VtBRpanpkiases,  for  the  use  of  the  Scottish  Church.    He  became  the  most  conspicuous 
'  of  coouniitee,  by  contributing  a  number  of  compositions,  which  were  hailed  with 
,  nd  readSy  adopted  by  the  Church.     But  Michael  Bruce's  father  recognised  them 
*^>oi's  "Goapd  Soanets,"— and  such,  with  probably  a  few  verbal  alterations,  there  is 
^f^nasam  far  bdicvlag.  they  were.    The  hymns  which  follow  the  present  sketch,  were  all 
^'I'Bxf  by  LogML  The  indiistry  of  the  Rev.  William  Mackelvie,  one  of  the  editors  of  Bruce's 
fxai  hv,  however,  established  the  Kinnesswood  poet's  claim  to  certain  of  them,  and  the 
klatt^tar.  the  Rev.  Alexander  Grosart  (1865),  has,  we  think,  satisfactorily  proved  his  title  to 
Ae  •fete.    There  are  few  who  now  defend  the  claims  of  Logan  to  the  authorship,  a  fact 
dWefy  dae  to  the  circumstance,  that  it  has  been  demonstrated  that  the  celebrated  "  Ode  to 
dheCackoo,*  which  be  appropriated,  was  the  composition  of  his  deceased  friend. 

the  following  compositions,  all  of  which  are  included  in  the  Church  of  Scotland 
the  eigbch  pnraphrase  beginning,  "  Few  are  thy  days  and  full  of  woe,"  has  been 
Rsed  c4  selected  verses  from  one  of  his  lyrics.  The  ninth  paraphrase  may  also  be  fairly 
sriked  to  hbB, 


ADVENT  OF  THE  MESSIAH. 

Behold  !  th'  Ambassador  Divine, 

Descending  from  above, 
To  publish  to  mankind  the  law 

Of  everlasting  love ! 

On  Him  in  rich  effusion  pour'd 
The  heavenly  dew  descends ; 

And  truth  Divine  He  shall  reveal, 
To  earth's  remotest  ends. 


No  trumpet -sound,  at  His  approach. 
Shall  strike  the  wondering  ears ; 

But  still  and  gentle  breathe  the  voice 
In  which  the  God  appears. 
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By  His  kind  hand  the  shaken  reed 
Shall  raise  its  falling  frame ; 

The  dying  embers  shall  revive, 
And  kindle  to  a  flame. 

The  onward  progress  of  His  zeal 
Shall  never  know  decline, 

Till  foreign  lands  and  distant  isles 
Receive  the  law  Divine. 

He  who  spread  forth  the  arch  of  heaven. 
And  bade  the  planets  roll, 

Who  laid  the  basis  of  the  earth. 
And  form'd  the  human  soul : 

Thus  saith  the  Lord  :  **  Thee  have  I  sent, 

A  Prophet  from  the  sky, 
"Wide  o'er  the  nations  to  proclaim 

The  message  from  on  high. 

Before  Thy  face  the  shades  of  death 
Shall  take  to  sudden  flight. 

The  people  who  in  darkness  dwell 
Shall  hail  a  glorious  light ; 

The  gates  of  brass  shall  'simder  burst. 

The  iron  fetters  fall  ; 
The  promised  jubilee  of  Heaven 

Appointed  rise  o'er  all. 

And  lo !  presaging  Thy  approach, 
The  heathen  temples  shake, 

And  trembling  in  forsaken  fanes 
The  fabled  idols  quake. 

I  am  Jehovah,  I  am  One ; 

My  name  shall  now  be  known ; 
No  idol  shall  usurp  my  praise, 

Nor  mount  into  my  throne." 

Lo,  former  scenes,  predicted  once, 
Conspicuous  rise  to  view  ; 

And  future  scenes  predicted  now, 
Shall  be  accomplish'd  too. 
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^oir  sing  a  new  song  to  the  Lord  I 

Let  earth  His  praise  resound ; 
Ve  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell, 

And  fill  the  isles  around. 

0  dty  of  the  Lord,  begin 

The  universal  song  ; 
And  let  the  scatter'd  villages 

The  joyful  notes  prolong. 

Let  Kedar's  wilderness  afar 

Lift  up  the  lonely  voice ; 
And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock 

With  accent  rude  rejoice. 

O  from  the  streams  of  distant  lands 

Unto  Jehovah  sing ! 
And  joyful  from  the  mountain  tops 

Shout  to  the  Lord  the  King ! 

Let  all  combined  with  one  accord 

Jehovah's  glories  raise, 
Till  in  remotest  bounds  of  earth 

The  nations  sound  His  praise. 


THE   APPROACHING  SAVIOUR. 

Messiah,  at  Thy  glad  approach 

The  howling  winds  are  still ; 
Thy  praises  fill  the  lonely  waste, 

And  breathe  from  every  hilL 

The  hidden  fountains  at  Thy  call 

Their  sacred  stores  unlock ; 
Loud  in  the  desert,  sudden  streams 

Burst  living  from  the  rock. 

The  incense  of  the  spring  ascends 

Upon  the  morning  gale ; 
Red  o'er  the  hill  the  roses  bloom 

The  lilies  in  the  vale. 

Ha  J 
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Renew'd,  the  earth  a  robe  of  light, 
A  robe  of  beauty  wears ; 

And  in  new  heavens  a  brighter  son 
Leads  on  the  promised  years. 

The  kingdom  of  Messiah  come, 
Appointed  times  disclose  ; 

And  fairer  in  Emmanuel's  land 
The  new  creation  glows. 

Let  Israel  to  the  Prince  of  peace 
The  loud  hosannah  sing  ! 

With  hallelujahs  and  with  hymns, 
O  Zion,  hail  thy  King. 


WHEN  JESUS,  BY  THE  VIRGIN  BROUGHT. 

When  Jesus,  by  the  Virgin  brought. 

So  runs  the  law  of  heaven. 
Was  offered  holy  to  the  Lord, 

And  at  Thy  altar  given ; 

Simeon  the  just,  and  the  devout. 

Who  frequent  in  the  fane. 
Had  for  the  Saviour  waited  long^ 

But  waited  still  in  vain. 

Came,  Heaven-directed,  at  the  hour 

When  Mary  held  her  Son ; 
He  stretched  forth  his  aged  arms, 

While  tears  of  gladness  run. 

With  holy  joy  upon  his  face^ 

The  good  old  father  smiled ; 
While  fondly  in  his  wither*d  arms. 

He  clasped  the  promised  Child. 

And  then  he  lifted  up  to  heaven 

An  earnest  asking  eye : 
My  joy  is  full,  my  hour  is  come. 

Lord,  let  Thy  servant  die. 
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At  last  my  arms  embrace  my  Lord, 

Now  let  their  vigour  cease ; 
At  last  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see, 

Now  let  them  close  in  peace  I 

The  star  and  glory  of  the  land 

Hath  now  begim  to  shine ; 
The  morning  that  shall  gild  the  globe, 

Breaks  on  these  eyes  of  mine ! 


THE  GREAT  HIGH-PRIEST. 

Where  high  the  heav'nly  temple  stands, 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  High-Priest  our  nature  wears, 
The  Patron  of  mankind  appears. 

He  who  for  men  in  mercy  stood. 
And  pour'd  on  earth  His  precious  blood. 
Pursues  in  heaven  His  plan  of  grace. 
The  Guardian  God  of  human  race. 

Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye ; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

Our  Fellow-sufferer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers  in  the  skies 
His  tears  and  agonies  and  cries. 

In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathises  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known ; 
And  ask  the  aids  of  Heav'nly  pow*r 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 


xoa 
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HEAVENLY  WISDOM. 

O  HAPPY  is  the  man  who  hears 
Instniction's  warning  voice, 

And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early  only  choice. 

For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 
Than  Elast  or  West  unfold. 

And  her  reward  is  more  secure 
Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  view 

A  length  of  happy  years  ; 
And  in  her  iefl  the  prize  of  fame 

And  honour  bright  appears. 

She  guides  the  yoimg  with  innocence^ 
In  Pleasure's  path  to  tread ; 

A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

According  as  her  labours  ris^ 

So  her  rewards  increase ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness^ 

And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


THE  MILLENNIUM.* 

Behold  !  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise 
Above  the  mountains  and  the  hills. 

And  draw  the  wond'ring  eyes. 

To  this  the  joyful  nations  romid. 
All  tribes  and  tongues  shall  flow ; 

Up  to  the  hill  of  God,  they'll  say, 
And  to  His  house,  well  go. 


\ 


*  Titts  is  an  im{HT>Ted  xreniofi  of  one  of  the  hymns  issued  by  a  oomim 
Qrarch  of  ScotUnd,  in  1745,  and  transmitted  by  the  Gcnenl  Assembly 
Itfiw  for  thetr  consideration.    The  alteratiotts  were  profesaedly  ooade  b 
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The  beam  that  shines  on  Zion-hill 

Shall  lighten  every  land ; 
The  King  who  reigns  in  Zion*s  towers 

Shall  all  the  world  command. 

No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign. 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years ; 
To  ploughshares  soon  they  beat  their  swords, 

To  pruning-hooks  their  spears. 

No  longer  hosts  encountering  hosts. 

Their  millions  slain  deplore : 
They  hang  the  trumpet  in  the  hall. 

And  study  war  no  more. 

Come  then,  O  come  from  every  land. 

To  worship  at  His  shrine  ; 
And  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 

With  holy  beauties  shine. 


DYING  IN  THE  LORD. 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
At  last,  O  Lord,  let  trouble  cease. 
And  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

The  race  appointed  I  have  run. 
The  combat's  o'er,  the  prize  is  won; 
And  now  my  witness  is  on  high, 
And  now  my  record's  in  the  sky. 

Not  in  mine  innocence,  I  trust ; 
I  bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust ; 
And  through  my  Saviour's  blood  alone 
I  look  for  mercy  at  Thy  throne. 

I  leave  the  world  without  a  tear. 
Save  for  the  friends  I  held  so  dear. 
To  heal  their  sorrows.  Lord,  descend. 
And  to  the  friendless  prove  a  friend. 


i 
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I  come,  I  cx>me  at  Thj  cxwnmand, 
I  give  my  spirit  to  Thy  hand  ; 
Stretch  forth  Thine  everlasting  arms. 
And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms. 

The  hoar  of  my  departure's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
Now,  O  my  God !  let  trouble  cease ! 
Now  let  TTiy  ser\'ant  die  in  peace. 


THE  CALL  OF  WISDOM. 

In  streets  and  openings  of  the  gates, 
Where  pours  the  busy  crowd. 

Thus  heavenly  Wisdom  lifts  her  voict^ 
And  cries  to  men  aloud  : 

*'  How  long,  ye  scomers  of  the  truth. 

Scornful  will  ye  remain  ? 
How  long  shall  fools  their  folly  love. 

And  hear  my  words  in  vain  ? 

O  turn  at  last,  at  my  reproof! 

And  in  that  happy  hour. 
His  bless'd  effusions  on  your  heart. 
My  Spirit  down  shall  poun 

But  since,  so  long  with  earnest  voice. 

To  you  in  vain  I  call  ; 
Since  all  my  counsels  and  reproofs 

Thus  ineffectual  fall ; 

The  time  will  come,  when  humbled  low. 

In  sorrow's  evil  day ; 
Your  voice  by  anguish  shall  be  taught. 

But  taught  too  late,  to  pray. 

When,  like  the  wliirlwind  o'er  the  deep 

Comes  desolation*s  blast ; 
Prayers  then  extorted  shall  be  vain ; 

The  hour  of  mercy  pasL 
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The  choice  you  made  has  fix'd  your  doom, 

For  this  is  Heaven's  decree. 
That  with  the  fruits  of  what  he  soVd, 

The  sinner  fiU'd  shaU  be." 


ATONING  SACRIFICE. 

Thus  speaks  the  heathen :  '*  How  shall  men 

The  Power  Supreme  adore? 
With  what  accepted  ofTrings  come 

This  mercy  to  implore  ? 

Shall  clouds  of  incense  to  the  skies 

With  grateful  odour  speed  ? 
Or  victims  from  a  thousand  hills 

Upon  the  altar  bleed  ? 

Does  Justice  noble  blood  demand 

To  save  the  sinner's  life  ? 
Shall  trembling  in  his  of&pring's  side 

The  £ither  plunge  the  knife  ?  " 

No !  God  rejects  the  bloody  rites 

Which  blindfold  zeal  began ; 
His  oracles  of  truth  proclaim 

The  message  brought  to  man. 

He  what  is  good  hath  clearly  shown, 

O  favoured  race,  to  thee ; 
And  what  doth  God  require  of  those 

Who  bend  to  Him  the  knee  ? 

Thy  deeds,  let  sacred  justice  rule ; 

Thy  heart,  in  mercy  fill ; 
And  walking  humbly  with  thy  God, 

To  Him  resign  thy  will. 

SORROW  NOT  AS  WITHOUT  HOPE. 

Take  comfort.  Christians,  when  your  firiends 

In  Jesus  fall  asleep ; 
Their  better  being  never  ends ; 

Why  then  dejected  weep  ? 
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\v  hy  inconsolable  as  those 
To  whom  no  hope  is  given  ? 

Death  is  the  messenger  of  peace, 
And  calls  the  soul  to  heaven. 

As  Jesus  died  and  rose  again 

Victorious  fipom  the  dead ; 
So  His  disciples  rise  and  reign 

With  their  triumphant  Head. 

The  time  draws  nigh  when  from  the  clouds 
Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend. 

And  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
The  heavens  and  earth  shall  rend. 

Then  they  who  live  shall  chang^  be. 
And  they  who  sleep  shall  wake ; 

The  graves  shall  yield  their  ancient  chai^. 
And  earth's  foundations  shake. 

The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  free. 
With  joy  shall  mount  on  high ; 

The  heavenly  host,  with  praises  loud 
Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 

Together  to  their  Father's  house 
With  joyful  hearts  they  go ; 

And  dwell  for  ever  with  the  Lord 
Beyond  the  reach  of  woe. 

A  few  short  years  of  evil  past. 
We  reach  the  happy  shore  ; 

When  death-divided  friends  at  last 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 
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GEORGE  BURDER. 

Rkv.  CBOKCB  BUHDBR  was  bora  in  London,  on  the  5th  June,  1752.    He  recefrred  a 
ediicttioa«  and  was  apprenticed  to  an  engraver.     He  conunenced  business  at 
At  twc&ty<4our,  he  befran  to  preach,  in  connection  with  the  Calvinistic  Method- 
;  lie  sabaeqoeiitly  Joined  the  Congregationalists.    He  was  ordained  at  Lancaster,  in  1778; 
be  cumiuued  six  years.    He  now  removed  to  Coventry,  where  he  remained  for  twenty 
In  mBo^  be  became  pastor  of  the  Congpreg^tional  Chapel,  Fetter  Lane.    He  was  pro* 
of  tbe  Reliirioas  Tract  Sodety,  one  of  the  founders  of  the  London  Missionary  Society, 
of  dkeoelgfaiatoffs  of  the  British  and  Foreipi  Bible  Society.    His  active  and  usefulUfe 
a  the  agth  May,  zSja.   He  published  several  volumes  of  discourses.   His  "  ViUacre 
**  bsre  been  often  reprinted.    In  1794,  he  published  a  "  Collection  of  Hymns."    The 
of  tlirec  bynms,  which  he  composed,  we  have  subjoined.    The  dismissive  hymn,  begin* 
"  luvd,  *<^«*****  OS  with  Thy  blessing,"  has  been  inaccurately  ascribed  to  him. 


THE  DESIRE  OF  ALL  NATIONS. 

Come,  dear  Desire  of  nations,  come, 
And  aid  our  feeble  tongues ; 

While  we  Thy  worthy  praise  attempt, 
In  our  unworthy  songs. 

By  &ith  we  see,  and  we  adore 
Thy  grace.  Thy  power,  and  love ; 

And,  sweetly  drawn  from  sense  and  sii>. 
To  Thee  our  spirits  move. 

Yes,  Jesus,  Thou  art  our  desire, 

In  Thee  our  wishes  meet ; 
Nor  can  the  whole  creation's  round 

Afford  a  name  so  sweet. 

Let  carnal  minds  for  pleasure  strive. 

And  after  wealth  aspire ; 
Our  choice  is  made,  our  hearts  are  fixed. 

For  Christ  is  our  desire. 

Pity  the  nations,  dearest  Lord, 
Where  Thou  art  yet  unknown; 

Be  their  desire  as  well  as  ours, 
And  make  the  world  Thine  own. 
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JAMES  DRUMMOND   BURNS. 

Jambs  DRUMMOND  burns  was  bom  at  Edinbuish,  on  the  ifth  Febraaiy,  iSq.   He  \ 

at  the  High  School  and  University  of  his  native  city.    Having  graduated,  he  atteDdcd  iSbm 

Divinity  Hall  of  the  Free  Church  Collei^e.  and  in  due  time  became  a  licentiate.   la  1S4S  ^^  ^"O* 

admlRed  to  the  pastoral  charge  of  the  Free  Church  congregatioa  at  DimUaBe.    After 

years  he  was  compelled,  from  a  severe  pulmonary  attack,  to  vacate  his  charge,  aad 

mOder  climate.    He  proceeded  to  Madeira,  whece  he  spent  five  years.    Retumiiig  to 

he  became  pastor,  in  1854,  of  a  Presbyterian  congregation  at  Hampstead.    Hb  cotMtltiitifQa, 

always  feeble,  at  length  buccumbcd  to  his  complaint.    He  died  at  Mentooe,  is  the  aoodi  of 

France.  00  the  aTth  November.  1864.     His  remains  were  interred  in  Highgate 

London.    Mr.  Bums  published,  in  2854.  "  The  Vision  of  Prophecy,  and  other 

•  second  edition  appeared  in  1858.    From  the  second  edition  of  his  poems  oar  telections  hm« 

been  made. 


THOUGH  LONG  THE  WANDERER  MAY  DEPART. 

Though  long  the  wanderer  may  depart,. 

And  far  his  footsteps  roam, 
He  clasps  the  closer  to  his  heart 

The  image  of  his  home. 
To  that  loved  land,  where*er  he  goes, 

His  tenderest  thoughts  are  cast, 
And  dearer  still,  through  absence,  grows 

The  memory  of  the  past. 

Though  Nature  on  another  shore 

Her  softest  smiles  may  wear. 
The  vales,  the  hills  he  loved  before, 

To  him  are  far  more  fair. 
The  heavens  that  met  his  childhood's  eye, 

All  clouded  though  they  be. 
Seem  brighter  than  the  sunniest  sky 

Of  climes  beyond  the  sea. 

So  Faith,  a  stranger  on  the  earth. 

Still  turns  its  eye  above ; 
The  child  bf  an  immortal  birth 

Seeks  more  than  mortal  love. 
The  scenes  of  earth,  so  very  fair. 

Want  home's  endearing  spell ; 
And  all  his  heart  and  hope  are  where 

His  God  and  Saviour  dwell. 
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He  may  behold  them  dimly  here, 

And  see  them  as  not  nigh ; 
But  all  he  loves  will  yet  appear 

Unclouded  to  his  eye. 
To  that  fair  city,  now  so  far, 

Rejoicing  he  shall  come — 
A  better  light  than  Bethlehem's  star 

Guides  every  wanderer  home. 


FRIENDS  I  LOVE. 

Friends  I  love  may  die  or  leave  me. 

Friends  I  trust  may  treacherous  prove; 
But  Thou  never  wilt  deceive  me, 

O  my  Saviour !  in  Thy  love. 
Change  can  ne'er  this  union  sever. 

Death  its  links  may  never  part ; 
Yesterday,  to-day,  for  ever. 

Thou  the  same  Redeemer  art ! 

On  the  cross,  love  made  Thee  bearer 

Of  transgressions  not  Thine  own ; 
And  that  love  still  makes  Thee  sharer 

In  our  sorrows  on  the  throne. 
From  Thy  glory  Thou  art  bending 

Still  on  earth  a  pitying  eye ; 
And,  'mid  angels'  songs  ascending, 

Hearest  every  mourner's  cry. 

In  the  days  of  worldly  gladness. 

Cold  and  proud  our  hearts  may  be ; 
But  to  whom,  in  fear  and  sadness, 

Can  we  go  but  unto  Thee? 
From  that  depth  of  gloom  and  sorrow. 

Where  Thy  love  to  man  was  shown. 
Every  bleeding  heart  may  borrow 

Hope  and  strength  to  bear  its  own. 

Though  the  cup  I  drink  be  bitter, 
Yet  since  Thou  hast  made  it  mine. 

This,  Thy  love,  will  make  it  sweeter 
Than  the  world's  best  mingled  wine. 
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Darker  days  may  yet  betide  me» 
Sharper  sorrows  I  may  prove; 

But  the  worst  will  ne'er  divide  me» 
O  my  Saviour  I  iix)m  Thy  love. 


CHASTENING. 

0  Thou  whose  sacred  feet  have  trod 
The  thorny  path  of  woe, 

Forbid  that  I  should  slight  the  rod. 
Or  faint  beneath  the  blow. 

My  spirit  to  its  chastening  stroke 

I  meekly  would  resign. 
Nor  murmur  at  the  heaviest  yoke 

That  tells  me  I  am  Thine. 

Give  me  the  spirit  of  Thy  trust, 

To  suffer  as  a  son, — 
To  say,  though  lying  in  the  dust. 

My  Father's  will  be  done  I 

1  know  that  trial  works  for  ends 
Too  high  for  sense  to  trace, — 

That  oft  in  dark  attire  He  sends 
Some  embassy  of  grace. 

May  none  depart'till  I  have  gain'd 
The  blessing  which  it  bears. 

And  learn,  though  late,  I  entertained 
An  angel  unawares. 

So  shall  I  bless  the  hour  that  sent 

The  mercy  of  the  rod. 
And  build  an  altar  by  the  tent 

Where  1  have  met  with  God. 


I 
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ROBERT  BURNS. 

ROBKKT  BmutS.  tbe  most  celebrated  of  lyric  poets,  was  born  at  Alloway,  near  Ayr,  on  the 

•SA  Jaauary.  17591.    ^ith  a  limited  edacation  at  school,  he  was  sent  early  to  the  plough. 

Dvrias  the  iaccnrals  of  leisnre.  he  composed  verses  ;  in  1786.  he  printed  a  volume  of  poems  by 

sab»crt|«C«oa,  with  a  view  to  his  procuring;  the  means  of  emii^dtint;  to  the  We>t  Indies.    The 

yaccfikT  of  this  adventure  led  him  to  change  his  resolution  of  abandoninf;:  his  native  country. 

He  suddenly  found  him>elf  famous ;  he  was  invited  to  Edinburgh,  and  there  hailed  as  a  pro- 

<Scy.     Tbe  sua  0^/^500  was  realized  from  an  enlarged  edition  of  his  poems.    He  made  a  tour 

to  tbe  arjre  iDteresting  localities  of  Scotland,  and  was  everywhere  received  with  honours  and 

y-f^r'*"*''**^*'     He  became  a  teoant-farmer  in  Dumfriesshire,  and  accepted  an  appointment  in 

tbe  Excise.     He  latterly  settled  as  an  Excise  officer  at  Dumfries.    His  death  took  place  at 

Dtflnfirio.  on  the  nst  July,  Z796.  in  his  38th  year.    The  son^^s  i>f  Robert  Bums  are  the  best 

thai  ha«c  been  written.    Though  occasionally  overtaken  in  the  convivial  excesses  of  his  age, ' 

Bams  was  imbued  with  pious  sentiments  and  with  an  earnest  love  of  Holy  Scripture.     "  The 

CoCter'b  Saturday  Night,"  and  others  of  his  poems,  breathe  the  spirit  of  devotion.    The  editor 

of  this  work,  was  informed  by  Mrs.  Begg,  the  poet's  sister,  of  his  conducting  worship  in  the 

biTvhnM.  at  a  period  when  it  was  not  common  among  persons  of  hL>  condition,  and  that  he 

;  ia  tnstractiQg  the  younger  members  of  his  father's  family  in  the  Church  Catechism. 


THE  FIRST  PSALM. 


The  man,  in  life  wherever  placed. 

Hath  happiness  in  store. 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ; 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad. 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blos.som  buds  in  guilt, 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast ; 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  given  them  peace  and  rest. 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne*er  be  truly  blest. 
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THE  NINETIETH  PSALM. 

O  Thou  the  first,  the  greatest  Friend 

Of  all  the  human  race ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling-place. 

Before  the  mountains  heaved  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand ; 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command  ; 

That  Power  which  raised  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbeginnlng  time. 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years, 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast. 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past 

Thou  glv'st  Thy  word,  Thy  creature  man 

Is  to  existence  brought ; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  **  Ye  sons  of  men 

Return  ye  into  nought" 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares, 

In  everlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  flood,  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flower, 

In  beauty's  pride  array*d ; 
But  long  ere  night  cut  down  it  lies, 

All  withered  and  decay*d. 
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JOHN   BURTON,  SEN. 

IdrtoryofthJBatitfaorb  unknown.    He  published  in  i8c»  a  woric  entided  "  The 
■."    Tlie  fbOomiag  hymn  from  his  pen  is  universally  esteemed. 

Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
Predoas  treasure,  thou  art  mine ; 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came, 
Mine  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove. 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet. 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit. 

Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless; 
Mine  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom ; 
Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine. 


JOHN   BURTON,  JUN. 


lotoi  BultTOM.  author  of  "  Hymns  for  Little  Children,"  and  to  wliose  name  we  have  affixed 
jHMor.  to  dtttiapiiBh  him  from  the  preceding  hjrmn-writer,  was  bom  at  Stratford,  Essex,  on 
Ae  apd  Jdy.  t9o^  He  composed  verses  in  boyhood.  In  December,  iSoa,  he  appeared  as  the 
wiiccr  at  sane  reifgioas  poetry  in  TMr  Evangelical  MagoMint.  Under  the  auspices  of  the 
WflniniM  Tract  Society,  be  has  published  "  Scripture  Characters  in  Verse,**  "  One  Hundred 
OrfgiDal  Hymns  for  the  Young,"  "  Hymns  for  Little  Chiklren,"  and  several  small  books  and 
For  a  period  of  forty  years  he  has  been  a  contributor  to  religious  periodicals.  His 
work,  on  which  he  spent  not  less  than  two  thousand  hours,  these  chiefly  before 
iscBtided  "ClvialianDevotcdness.''  This  volume  is  an  attempt  to  show  from  the  Scrip. 
the  life  of  a  Christian  ought  to  be,  and  what  by  the  grace  of  God  it  might  be.  For 
>  of  forty  years  Mr.  Burton  has  been  engaged  on  a  new  metrical  version  of  the  Book 
which  is  now  ready  for  puUlcation.  Mr.  Burton  has  avoided  puUictty  as  an 
' ;  his  varioas  works  bear  only  his  initials,  with  the  affix  * '  Essex."  He  resides  at  Stratford, 
;  ttaosctf  by  trade. 

« 

OUR  FATHER. 

Oh,  what  praises  shall  we  render 

To  the  Lord  who  reigns  above. 
For  His  mercies,  constant,  tender, 

For  His  condescending  love  ? 
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Though  we  often  have  offended. 
And  transgressed  His  holy  will. 

Still  has  He  our  souls  befriended ; 
We  may  call  Him  Father  still. 

Heavenly  Father !  Thou  hast  taught  ns 

Thus  to  seek  Thee  in  our  youth ; 
Hitherto  Thy  grace  hath  brought  us, — 

Lead  us  onward  in  Thy  truth. 
We  are  weak,  do  Thou  uphold  us, 

And  from  every  snare  defend ; 
Let  Thy  mighty  arms  enfold  us. 

Save  us,  keep  us,  to  the  end. 

Oh,  our  Father,  great  and  glorious ! 

Draw  our  youthful  hearts  to  Thee  ; 
Let  Thy  grace  be  there  victorious. 

Let  Thy  love  our  portion  be. 
May  we  know  Thy  great  salvation. 

Serve  and  love  Thee  all  our  days ; 
Then  in  heaven,  thy  habitation, 

Join  to  sing  Thine  endless  praise. 


FOR  ORPHANS. 

Come  let  us  sing  our  Maker's  praise, 
Whose  goodness  cheers  our  youthfid  days  ; 
His  name  we  ever  ought  to  bless. 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

Poor,  helpless  orphans  we  were  found. 
Left  in  a  world  where  snares  abound; 
But  He  became,  in  our  distress, 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 


For  when  our  earthly  parents  died. 
The  Lord  Himself  their  place  suppHed ; 
Yes,  he  has  been,  we  must  confess. 
The  Father  of  the  fetherless. 
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AJidy  oh !  what  blessings  from  abore 
Prove  His  kind  care  and  tender  love: 
"What  thanks  to  Him  should  we  express, 
The  Father  of  the  £iitherless. 


I>et  OS  rejoice !  above  the  skies, 
We  have  a  Friend  who  never  dies ; 
To  Him  we  may  our  prayer  address. 
The  Father  of  the  fatheriess. 

Our  Father!  let  Thy  heavenly  grace 
On  all  our  souls  Thine  image  trace ; 
Then  shall  we  never  cease  to  bless 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 
(CotUrUmted.) 

Jesvs,  our  Lord,  to  Thee  we  raise 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise, — 

To  Thee,  our  Saviour  King. 
Spirit  Divine,  Thy  grace  impart. 
Wake  every  power,  warm  every  heart, 

Redeeming  love  to  sing. 

Redeeming  love ! — what  theme  but  this 
Inspires  with  ecstasy  of  bliss 

The  harps  before  the  throne. 
Where  ai^b  lead  th'  enraptured  song, 
And  ransom*d  souls  the  strain  prolong, 

With  joys  on  earth  unknown. 

And  didst  Thou,  Lord,  ere  time  begaBy 
Engage  to  rescue  fallen  man 

From  guilt  and  misery  ? 
And  didst  Thou  lay  Thy  glory  by, 
Snfier,  and  agonize,  and  die. 

That  we  might  live  through  Thee  ? 
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And  didst  Thou  rise,  and  dost  Thoa  reign. 
And  human  nature  still  retain. 

Pleading  for  us  above  ? 
And  dost  Thou  give  us  hope  that  we 
Shall  soon  Thy  face  in  glory  see, 

And  know  Thy  perfect  love  ? 

Worthy  art  Thou,  O  Christ,  our  Loid, 
To  be  by  all  mankind  ador'd. 

And  by  the  hosts  of  heaven. 
Jesus,  all  power  and  praise  be  Thine, 
And  glory  ceaseless  and  Divine, 

To  Thy  great  name  be  given  I 


JOHN  BYROM. 


John  BYROM  was  bom  at  Manchester,  in  1691.  His  father  was  a  UncD-draper,  boC  his  pal 
ancestors  were  connected  with  an  old  famlljr  in  Lancashire.  He  entered  Trinity  Co 
Cambridge,  on  the  6th  July.  1708 ;  he  became  a  Fellow  of  the  coQcge  in  1714.  In  if 
took  M.A.,  and  proceeded  to  Moatpelier,  where  he  studied  medidne.  Abaudaaia 
medical  studies,  he  settled  in  London,  and  obtained  a  livelihood  by  teachiaf  •  syst 
shorthand,  which  he  had  projected.  In  1734.  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Royal  So 
About  the  suae  period,  he  succeeded  to  the  Tamily  estate,  on  the  death  of  his  dder  br 
His  death  took  place  on  the  afth  September,  1763,  in  his  Tand  year.  Byrom  was  poai 
of  a  Joyous  temperament,  chastened  by  religious  impressions.  He  wrote  verses  oal 
recreation,  and  did  not  seek  publicity  as  an  author.  The  first  edition  of  Us  poems  app 
posthumoady  in  1773.  in  two  volumes.  In  1814.  a  more  complete  edition,  in  two  volume 
published  by  the  late  James  Nichols,  then  of  Leeds. 


A  HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 

Christians,  awake  !  salute  the  happy  mom 
Whereon  the  Saviour  of  the  world  was  bom  ; 
Rise,  to  adore  the  mystery  of  love,    . 
Which  hosts  of  angels  chanted  from  above : 

With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begun 
Of  God  Incarnate,  and  the  Virgin's  Son  : 
Then  to  the  watchful  shepherds  it  was  told. 
Who  heard  the  angelic  herald's  voice— **  Behold  ! 
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'*  I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 
To  yoa  and  all  the  nations  upon  earth ; 
This  day  hath  God  fulfilled  His  promis'd  word; 
This  daj  is  bom  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord ; 

"In  David's  city,  shepherds,  ye  shall  find 
The  long'foretold  Redeemer  of  mankind. 
Wrapt  np  in  swaddling  clothes,  the  Babe  Divine 
Ues  in  a  manger ;  this  shall  be  your  sign." 

He  spake,  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir, 
In  hymns  of  joy,  unknown  before,  conspire : 
The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sung. 
And  heaven's  whole  orb  with  hallelujahs  rung. 

"God's  highest  g^oiy  "  was  their  anthem  still ; 
"Peace upon  earth,  and  mutual  goodwill" 
To  Bethlehem  straight  the  enlightened  shepherds  ran, 
To  see  the  wonder  God  had  wrought  for  man ; 

And  found,  with  Joseph  and  the  blessM  nuiid. 
Her  Son,  the  Saviour,  in  a  manger  laid. 
Aott'd,  the  wondrous  story  they  proclaim ; 
"^  first  apostles  of  His  injfant  fame ; 

/  While  Maiy  keeps  and  ponders  in  her  heart 

'^  heavenly  vision  which  the  swains  impart. 
Thejr  to  their  flocks,  still  praising  God,  return. 
And  their  glad  hearts  within  their  bosoms  burn. 

*^  ns,  like  these  good  shepherds,  then,  employ, 

^gnUefiil  voices  to  proclaim  the  joy; 

Uke  Maiy,  let  us  ponder  in  our  mind 

^^^  Wondrous  love  in  saving  lost  mankind ; 

^^  «nd  watchful,  as  these  favour'd  swains, 
*"*«  virgin  meekness  in  the  heart  remains, 
***  We  the  Babe,  who  has  retrieved  our  loss, 
^  His  poor  manger  to  His  bitter  cross ; 

'^^'^  His  steps,  assisted  by  His  grace, 
I^^J^'^^i's  first  hcav'nly  state  again  takes  place. 
J^  Utty  we  hope,  th'  angelic  thrones  among, 
'^'^  redeemed,  a  glad  triumphal  song : 
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He  that  was  bom  upon  this  joyful  day, 
Around  us  all  His  glory  shall  display; 
Sav'd  by  His  love,  incessant  we  shall  sing^ 
Of  angels,  and  of  angel-men,  the  King. 


LORD   BYRON. 

GBORCt  GORDON.  LORD  BYRON,  one  of  the  most  Ulastrioas  of  Britisk  j 

HoUes  Street,  London,  on  the  aand  January,  1788.    His  early  years  were  spent  at . 

under  the  care  of  his  mother.    He  afterwards  studied  at  Harrow,  and  in  1805  cafccrud  TtlaMf 

Collei^e,  Cambridge.  His  "  Hours  of  Idleness,"  a  volume  of  juvenile  poems,  appcarwl  im.  tftafk 

The   "  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,"  •  satirical   poem,  which  he 

reply  to  a  sarcastic  critique  on  his  Juvenile  volume  in  TMe  EduiAtitx^  Xeviim, 

world,  and  esUblished  hb  fame  as  a  great  poet.    The  first  two  cantos  of  hb  '*ChildeHmld' 

appeared  in  181a.    Other  poems  succeeded,  which  severally  sustained  hb  poetic 

He  married  in  zBia,  but  the  union  proved  a  singularly  unhappy  one.     ByroA 

abroad,  irritated  l>y  social  misfortune,  and  stung  by  public  rumours.    He  radded  in  Italy  < 

at  Geneva,  and  subsequently  proceeded  to  Greece.    After  a  short  iDness,  he  dted  at 

looghi,  hi  Greece,  on  the  19th  April,  1824.    The  following  are  two  of  Ua  "Hebrsv; 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold  ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  summer  is  green. 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen  ; 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  autunm  hath  blown. 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  withered  and  strown  I 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blast. 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd  ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  waxM  deadly  and  chill. 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaVd,  and  for  ever  grew  stiU  I 

And  there  lay  the  steed,  with  his  nostril  all  widc^ 
But  through  it  there  roU'd  not  the  breath  of  his  ptide ; 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  tui^ 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  sari 
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And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  mail ; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
The  lances  unlilted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Asshur  are  loud  in  their  vrail, 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  the  sword. 
Hath  mdtcd  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  LonL 

OH  !   WEEP  FOR  THOSE  THAT  WEPT  BY  BABEL'S 

STREAM. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream. 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream  ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Jodah*s  broken  shell ; 
Moam — ^where  their  God  hath  dwelt,  the  godless  dwell  I 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet  ? 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet  ? 
And  Jodah's  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  its  heavenly  voice  ? 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast, 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild  dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave, 
ManlrinH  their  countiy — ^Israel  but  the  grave  ! 


ADA  CAMBRIDGE. 

oftwo  ▼oisBes  of  sacrtdlyiics,  Mies  ADA  CAHBRIDGB,  was  born  in  1844.  Her 
ctirtwt,  **  Hymns  on  the  LUaay."  and  "Hymns  on  the  Holy  Communion."  The 
it  prcCsed  with  a  suiuble  pre&ce  by  the  Rer.  Robert  H.  Baynes.  Miss  Cam* 
is  uom  eagaiged  oo  a  volume  of  satred  poetry,  which  will  more  than  fulfil  the  especta- 
r  ker  adnskcn.  The  two  following  hymns  by  Miss  Cambridire  are  transcribed,  the 
tke  **  Hyisas  on  the  Holy  Communion,'*  the  latter  from  the  Rer.  R.  S.  Bayner 
L^rifc**"  ^"Ui  t^  load  pcmisakm  of  Messrs.  Houlston  and  Wright,  the  publUicn. 

ON  THE  ALTAR  STEP. 

Jesu,  great  Redeemer, 

Source  of  life  Divine, 
In  our  souls  for  ever 

Giant  the  life  to  shine  ! 


J 
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Light  of  peace  eternal, 
Prince  of  peace,  restore  ! 

Light  of  life  immortal. 
Shine  for  evermore. 

Bread  for  sinners  broken — 

Bread  of  life  indeed ; 
Manna  for  the  huiigry, 

In  their  sorest  need  : 
Pledge  of  our  salvation. 

How  we  thirst  for  Thee  I 
Cup  of  heavenly  blessing 

Wine  of  charity  I 

Thou,  O  holy  Saviour, 

Come  and  enter  in ; 
Cleanse  away  the  impress 

Of  our  dreadful  sin  ! 
Make  us  pure,  we  pray  Thee, 

Thou  who  art  so  pure  ! 
And  O  let  Thy  likeness 

In  our  heart  endure. 

Spirit,  Holy  Spirit, 

Aid  us  with  Thy  love  ! 
Give  Thy  gentle  presence. 

Ever  blessed  Dove  I 
Father,  O  receive  us 

Now  for  Jesus'  sake» 
And  our  feeble  worship 

Condescend  to  take. 


"  IN  ALL  TIME  OF  OUR  TRIBULATION,  GOOD  LORD 

DELIVER  US." 

Saviour,  by  Thy  sweet  compassion. 

So  unmeasured,  so  Divine, 
By  that  bitter,  bitter  passion  ; 

By  that  crimson  cross  of  Thine  ; 
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By  the  woes  Thy  love  once  tasted 
In  this  sin-niSuT'd  world  below, 
Snccour  those  in  tribulation. 
Succour  those  in  sorrow  now. 

Thou  who  wast  so  sorely  burden*d. 

Help  the  weak  that  are  oppressed  ; 
Sanctify  all  earthly  crosses 

For  the  coming  day  of  rest ; 
Give  the  meek  a  trustful  spirit 

That  will  always  lean  on  Thee, 
And  in  storms  of  deep  affliction 

Still  Thy  gracious  Presence  see. 

Lord,  Thou 'hast  a  holy  purpose 

In  each  suffering  we  bear. 
In  each  throe  of  pain  and  terror. 

In  each  secret,  silent  tear ; 
In  the  weary  days  of  sickness. 

Famine,  want,  and  loneliness. 
In  our  night-time  of  bereavement. 

In  our  soul's  Lent-bitterness. 

All  the  needful  sweet  correction 

Of  this  gentle  Hand  of  Thine, 
All  Thy  wise  and  careful  nurture. 

All  Thy  fi^iultless  discipline ; 
All  to  purge  the  precious  metal. 

Till  it  will  reflect  Thy  face, 
All  to  shape  and  polish  jewels 

Thine  own  diadem  to  grace. 

Lord,  we  know  that  we  must  ever 

Take  our  cross  and  follow  Thee 
All  along  the  narrow  pathway. 

If  we  would  Thy  glory  see  ; 
Then,  O  help  us  each  to  bear  it. 

By  Thine  own  hard  life  of  shame. 
Let  us  suffer  well  and  meekly. 

Let  us  glorify  Thy  name. 


i 
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Cheer  the  weak  ones,  who  are  bending 

*Neath  this  weary  burden  now ; 
Lift  the  pallid  faces  upward. 

Smooth  the  careworn,  ftuTow*d  brow, 
Send  a  bright  and  hopeftd  message 

To  each  tried  and  tempted  heart. 
That  the  thick  and  gloomy  shadovrs 

At  that  sunshine  may  depart. 

Tell  them  Thou  canst  see  all  sorrow 

In  this  world's  rough  wilderness ; 
Tell  them  Thou  art  near  to  succour, 

Near  to  comfort  and  to  bless  : 
Tell  them  of  Thy  cross  and  passion. 

Tell  them  of  Thy  trials  sore, 
Tell  them  of  the  angel-dty, 

Where  is  joy  for  evermore. 


I 


WILLIAM   CAMERON. 

Thb  Rbv.  William  Cameron  was  born  in  1751.  Ilaviag  studied  at  Marischal  Ca8ege^ 
AbcrdecB.  and  obtained  licence,  be  was,  in  178s  ordained  minister  ot  Kirlaiewton.  ia  Ml^ 
l^othlan.  Associated  with  the  Rev.  John  Logan  and  others  in  preparing  tlK  Church  ftiap 
phrases,  he  is  understood  to  have  composed  the  X4th.  17th.  and  66th,  and  to  have  revlaed 
Kxne  others  in  the  scries.  The  roUowiag  hymn.  No.  66  of  the  "  Paraplvases,"  angr  ttt 
dcacribed  as  Cameron's  composition,  thoqgh  it  is  founded  on  Dr.  Walls's  kjna.  Now  41^ 
book  I.  Cameron  died  on  the  17th  November,  181 1.  He  published  "  A  CoBectioo  of  rm— ,* 
S790it  isaao.  He  is  the  reputed  author  of  "  Poetical  DtaloKues  oa  Region ;"  EdUbm^ 
ijtL    la  1813,  a  posthumous  volume  of  his  poems  was  published  bj  sabacii|itkau 


THE  REDEEMED  IN  GLORY. 

How  bright  these  glorious  spirits  shine ! 

Whence  all  their  white  array  ? 
How  came  they  to  the  bUssfdl  seats 

Of  eTerlasting  day  ? 

Lo !  these  are  they  firom  snflTrings  gioiy 
Who  came  to  reafans  of  l^t. 

And  in  the  bkxxl  of  Christ  hare  w«sh'd 
Those  robes  whkk  shine  so  brigbL 
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Now  with  triumpha]  palms  they  stand 

Before  the  throne  on  high. 
And  serve  the  God  they  love,  amidst 

The  glories  of  the  sky. 

His  presence  fills  each  heart  with  joy, 

Tunes  ev'ry  mouth  to  sing : 
By  day,  by  night,  the  sacred  courts 

With  glad  hosannas  ring. 

Hunger  and  thirst  are  felt  no  more, 

Nor  suns  with  scorching  ray; 
God  is  their  Sun,  whose  cheering  beams 

Difiiise  eternal  day. 

The  Lamb  which  dwells  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  o*er  them  still  preside, 
Feed  them  with  nourishment  divine. 

And  all  their  footsteps  guide. 

'Mong  pastures  green,  He'll  lead  His  flock, 

Where  living  streams  appear; 
And  God  the  Lord  from  ev'ry  eye 

Shall  wipe  off  ev'ry  tear. 


THOMAS   CAMPBELL. 

Onm  efche  most  tcxnarkable  of  Bridsh  poets,  Thomas  Campbbxx,  wm  bora  at  Glasgow,  on 
tte  arfA  J^,  'T?7^  a^d  was  educated  at  the  Unhrenity  of  that  dty.  He  wrote  verses  firosn 
hoftnod,  and  produced,  in  his  twenty-second  year,  his  immortal  poem.  "  The  Pleasures  of 
.*  After  some  years'  residence  in  Edinbutigh,  he  proceeded  to  London  in  1803.  A  drll- 
ai  £»io  was  conferred  on  him  during  the  premiership  of  Charles  Fox ;  but  this 
largely  supplemented  by  sums  which  he  continued  to  receive  firom  the  sale  of  Via 
aad  a>  a  cocttribotor  to  the  leading  periodicals.  In  tSas  he  aided  Lord  Brougham  in 
the  London  Unirefsity.  He  waa  in  the  following  year  elected  L(»d  Rector  of 
l/aiircraty  of  Glaagow — an  honour  repeated  on  two  subsequent  occasions.  He  died  at 
the  ijCh  July,  xa44,  in  his  sixty-seventh  year.  His  remains  are  interred  in  West- 
Abbey. 

THE  NATIVITY. 

When  Jordan  hush*d  his  waters  still, 

And  silence  slept  on  Zion  hill ; 

When  Salem's  shepherds  through  the  night 

Watch'd  o'er  their  flocks  by  stany  light :  ^g 
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Hark !  from  the  midnight  hills  around, 
A  voice,  of  more  than  mortal  sound, 
In  distant  hallelujahs  stole. 
Wild  murmuring  o'er  the  raptured  soul. 

Then  swift  to  every  startled  eye. 
New  streams  of  glory  gild  the  sky ; 
Heaven  bursts  her  azure  gates,  to  pour 
Her  spirits  to  the  midnight  hour. 

On  wheels  of  light,  on  wings  of  flame, 
The  glorious  hosts  to  Zion  came ; 
High  heaven  with  songs  of  triumph  rung, 
While  thus  they  smote  their  harps  and  sung : 

O  Zion !  lift  Thy  raptured  eye. 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again, 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign ! 

See  Mercy,  firom  her  golden  urn, 
Pours  a  rich  stream  to  them  that  mourn ; 
Behold,  she  binds  with  tender  care, 
The  bleeding  bosom  of  despair. 

He  comes  to  cheer  the  trembling  heart, 
Bids  Satan  and  his  host  depart ; 
Again  the  day-star  gilds  the  gloom, 
Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom ! 

O  Zion  I  lift  thy  raptured  eye, 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again. 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign ! 
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JOSEPH    DACRE  CARLYLE. 

Oiiottal  scholar,  JOSEPH  DACRE  CARLYLE,  -was  boin  in  1759.   He  accompaBied 

is  his  travds,  and  consequent  on  Ms  celebritj  as  an  oricnOJist,  was  appointed 

of  Arabic  in  the  Unirersity  of  Cambridge.   He  aUo  held  the  ecclesiastical 

of  Vicar  of  Newcastle-opon-Tjme,  Chancellor  of  Carlisle,  and  Chaplain  to  the 

of  Darham.    His  death  took  place  in  1804.    A  posthumoos  volume  from  his  pen, 

sasgested  chiefly  by  Scenes  in  Asia  Minor,"  appeared  in  iSos  tinder  the 

of  his  fluter,  Susanna  Maria  Cariyle.    From  this  work  the  two  following  hymns 


ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Father  of  heaven !  whose  gracious  hand 
Dispenses  good  in  boundless  store, 

May  every  breath  Thy  praise  expand, 
And  every  heart  Thy  name  adore  I 

Great  Lord !  may  all  our  waken*d  powers 
To  spread  Thy  sway  exulting  join. 

Till  we  shall  dare  to  think  Thee  ours, 
And  Thou  shalt  deign  to  make  us  Thine. 

Whate'er  Thy  will,  may  we  display. 
Hearts  that  submit  without  a  sigh ; 

Whate'er  Thy  law,  may  we  obey. 
Like  raptured  saints,  and  feel  its  joy. 

Vouchsafe  us  what  our  wants  require 
This  fleeting  life  in  peace  to  spend, 

But  bid  our  wishes,  Lord,  aspire 
To  grasp  the  life  that  cannot  end. 

Our  countless  crimes  with  mercy  view, 
For  Jesus'  sake  their  guilt  remove, 

And  teach  us.  Lord,  to  pardon  too. 
That  Thou  may'st  see  a  world  of  love. 

Protect  us  when  temptation's  near, 
Keep  us  from  pride  and  passion  free; 

Shield  us  from  sin  and  sorrow  here, 
And  bring  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  Thee. 
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HEARTFELT  WORSHIP. 

Lord,  when  we  bend  before  Thj  throoey 

And  our  confessions  pour. 
Teach  us  to  feel  the  sins  we  own. 

And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

Our  broken  spirits,  pitying,  see. 

And  penitence  impart ; 
Then  let  a  kindling  glance  fh>m  Thee 

Beam  hope  upon  the  heart. 

When  our  responsive  tongues  essay 
Their  grateftd  h3rmns  to  raise ; 

Grant  that  our  souls  may  join  the  lay. 
And  mount  to  Thee  in  praise. 

Then,  on  Thy  glories,  while  we  dwell. 

Thy  mercies  we'll  review. 
Till  Love  divine  transported  tell 

Our  God 's  our  Father  too. 

When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prajrer. 

May  we  our  wills  resign ; 
And  not  a  thought  our  bosom  share 

Which  is  not  wholly  Thine. 

J^t  faith  each  meek  petition  fill. 

And  waft  it  to  the  skies ; 
And  teach  our  hearts  /ds  goodness  still 

That  grants  it  or  denies. 
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Tms  RXV.  John  Cawood  was  boni  at  Matlock,  in  Derbjnhire.  on  the  x6th  March.  177^  His 
Cawood,  was  a  anaO  ftnacr.  and  was  enabled  to  afford  bis  son  only  a  limited 
Through  his  own  exertions,  he  acquired  a  knowledge  of  the  classics,  and  in  1797 
Sc  Edmund's  Hall.  Oxford,  where  he  graduated  in  1801.  He  was  ordained  on  the 
December,  sloo,  00  obtaining  the  curacy  of  Ribbesford  and  Dowles.  In  1814  be  was  pre- 
to  the  Perpctaal  Curacy  of  St.  Anne's  Chapel  of  Ease,  Bewdley.  Worcestershire.  This 
;  o«ly  prcfiermeBt.  He  died  on  the  7th  Norember,  185a.  Mr.  Cawood  was  early  brought 
to  a  kaowtodgc  of  saving  truth,  and  was  a  vigorous  upholder  nf  evangelical  doctrine.  In  1843, 
he  ppMiiJicd  two  volumes  of  discourses,  and  be  has  also  written  a  small  work,  entitled  "  Church 
•f  F't'^'r*  and  Dissent."  He  composed  hymns  for  the  use  of  his  family  and  Sunday  •schools. 
Of  theiee  abooT  twenty  have  appeared  in  diiferent  collections.  Through  the  kindness  of  the 
Bev.  John  Cawiood.  Perpetual  Curate  of  Pensax,  the  author's  son,  we  have  been  privileged 
wiik  aocbcsticafted  copies  of  his  MS.  hymns. 


AN  INFANTS  PRAYER. 

A  CHILD  of  sin  and  wrath  I'm  bom, 
Through  Adam's  fall  and  Satan's  art ; 

Cornipt  and  wretched  and  forlorn. 
And  no  good  thing  within  my  heart. 

O  God,  in  Jesus  reconciled, 

Soon  to  my  soul  Thy  grace  impart. 

And,  pitying  a  little  child, 

Plant  some  good  thing  within  my  heart. 

Speak,  Jesus,  in  Thine  accents  mild  ; 

Command  the  stony  to  depart ; 
And  put  within  a  praying  child 

A  broken,  soft,  and  contrite  heart 

As  through  the  path  of  life  I  stray. 
Let  Thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart. 

But  guide  and  cherish  all  the  way, 
That  "  better  thing  within  my  heart." 

When  life  and  all  its  woes  are  past, 
And  death  shall  soul  and  body  part. 

Then  mayest  Thou,  as  I  breathe  my  last. 
See  some  good  thing  within  my  heart. 


THE  S.WIOURS   HV3CILITY. 
The  Sob  of  God,  in  vorids  oo  h^h. 


The  Son  of  God,  wlien  oome  to  die. 
Was  soom'd,  cast  oat,  and  grieved. 

On  the  cold  groand,  exposed  and  bare. 

Our  blest  Redeemer  ties  ; 
His  pnjers  distiirfo  the  midnigfat  air, 

And  inerce  the  midnigfat  skies. 

The  wild  beast  has  his  secret  lair, 

The  wild  bird  has  her  nest. 
Bat  our  Redeemer  had  not  where 

His  weary  head  to  rest 

That  head  erewhile  so  lowly  laid, 
Once  pierced  and  crownM  with  thorns  ; 

That  sacred  head,  once  bow*d  and  dead. 
Heaven's  brightest  crown  adorns. 

Ah,  see  Him  on  heaven's  highest  throne ; 

Ah,  list  the  kind  and  true  ; 
**  Ye  Christians,  love  these  little  ones, 

As  I  have  lowhd  you." 


HYMN   FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

Blessed  Father  !  great  Creator  ! 

Humbly  at  Thy  feet  we  bend  ; 
To  TTiy  throne  for  all  Thy  favours. 

Youthful  praises  now  we  send. 
Blessed  Father  ! 

To  our  youthful  songs  attend. 
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BlessM  Jesus  !  Great  Redeemer  ! 

Sadly  by  TTiy  cross  we  stand  ; 
On  Thy  cross  Thou  diedst,  to  bring  us 

To  the  jo3rs  of  Thy  right  hand. 
BlessM  Jesus  ! 

Bring  us  to  Thy  heavenly  land. 

Blessed  Spirit !  Great  Consoler  ! 

Make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-place  ; 
Teach  us,  guide  us,  sanctify  us, 

And  console  us  all  our  days. 
BlessW  Spirit  I 

Ever  cheer  us  with  Thy  grace. 

BlessM  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

Glorious  Godhead,  Three  in  One  I 
Guide  us  to  the  heaven  of  heavens, 

Through  the  merits  of  the  Son. 
Guide  and  guard  us, 

Till  we  see  Him  on  the  throne. 


FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Hark  !  what  mean  those  holy  voices 
Sweetly  warbling  in  the  skies  ? 

Sure  th'  angelic  host  rejoices, 
Loudest  hallelujahs  rise. 
HaUelujah ! 

Listen  to  the  wondrous  story. 

Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy — 

**  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory  ; 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high, 
HaUelujah ! 

Peace  on  earth,  good  will  from  heaven, 
Reaching  far  as  man  is  found  ; 

Souls  redeemed  and  sins  forgiven, 
L«oud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound, 
HaUelujah  I 
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Christ  is  bom  ;  the  great  Anointed  ! 

Heaven  and  earth  His  glory  sing  ! 
Glad  receive  Whom  God  appointed 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 
Hallelujah  ! 

Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  Him  ; 

Learn  His  Name,  and  taste  His  JQj, 
Till  in  heaven  you  sing  before  Him, 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high. 
Hallelujah  ! " 

Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 
Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth. 

Spread  the  brightness  of  His.glo^, 
Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 
Hallelujah  ! 


"  COME  OVER  AND  HELP  US." 

Hark  !  what  mean  those  lamentations, 
Rolling  sadly  through  the  sky  ? 

*Tis  the  cry  of  heathen  nations — 
"  Come  and  help  us,  or  we  die." 

Lost  and  helpless  and  desponding, 
Wrapt  in  error's  night  they  lie ; 

To  their  cries  your  hearts  responding. 
Haste  to  help  them  ere  they  die. 

Hark  !  again  those  lamentations 
Rolling  sadly  through  the  sky, 

Louder  cry  the  heathen  nations — 
"  Come  and  help  us,  or  we  die." 

Hear  the  heathen's  sad  complaining ; 

Christians,  hear  their  dying  cry  ; 
And  the  love  of  Christ  constraining. 

Join  to  help  them  ere  they  die. 
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HYMN   AFTER  SERMON. 

ALMiGHTir  God,  Thy  word  is  cast 

Like  seed  into  the  ground  ; 
Oh  may  it  grcfw  in  humble  hearts, 

And  righteous  fruits  abound. 

Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  and  man 

This  holy  seed  remove. 
But  give  it  root  in  praying  souls 

To  bring  forth  fruits  of  love. 

Let  not  the  world's  deceitful  cares 

The  rising  plant  destroy  ; 
Bnt  may  it,  in  converted  minds, 

Produce  the  ihiits  of  joy. 

Let  not  Thy  word,  so  kindly  sent 

To  raise  us  to  Thy  throne, 
Return  to  Hiee,  and  sadly  tell 

That  we  reject  Thy  Son. 

Great  God,  come  down,  and  on  Thy  word 

Thy  mighty  power  bestow. 
That  all  who  bear  the  joyful  sound 

Thy  saving  grace  may  know. 


MISSIONARY    HYMN. 

Christians,  the  glorious  hope  ye  know. 

Which  soothes  the  heart  in  every  woe. 

While  heathens  helpless,  hopeless,  lie. 

No  ray  of  glory  charms  their  eye. 

O  give  to  their  desiring  sight 

The  hope  that  Jesus  brought  to  light 

Christians,  ye  taste  the  heavenly  grace 
Which  cheers  believers  in  their  race  ; 
Uncheered  by  grace,  through  heathen  gloom, 
Millions  of  souls  haste  to  the  tomb  ; 
To  heathen  lands  that  grace  convey. 
Which  trains  the  soul  for  endless  day. 

K  2 
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Christians,  ye  prize  that  precious  blood, 
In  which  the  soul  is  cleansed  for  God  ; 
Millions  of  souls  in  darkness  dwell, 
Uncleansed  from  sin,  exix)sed  to  hell. 
O  strive  that  heathens  soon  may  view 
That  pr  cious  blood  which  cleanseth  you. 


JOHN   CENNICK. 

John  CENNICK  was  born  at  Rcailint:.  Berkshire,  in  the  year  1717.    From  a  youth  speat  Ib  lii^ 
▼olity,  he  was  at  the  aj^e  of  fifteen  impressed  with  serious  convictions ;  at  the  end  of  two ; 
he  experienced  peace  in  the  Saviour.    He  I)eaime  acquainted  with  Wesley  and  Whltefield,  i 
preached  In  the  Meth<^di<it  connection.    W^hen  Wesley  and  Wh:te6cld  separated, 
the  latter.    In  1745  he  attached  himself  to  the  Moravians  or  United  Brethren.    Dnrioff  1 
oriKinal  connection  he  had  ministered  at  Kinf^twnod.  Bristol.    On  joining  the  Moraviaas.  I 
made  a  tour  in  Gemnny,  in  order  fully  to  acquaint  himself  with  their  doctrines.    He 
qu  ntly  ministered  in  Dub'in  and  in  the  north  of  Irvland.    He  died  while  on  a  vifJt  to 
on  the  4th  July,  175$.    tlis  rem-iins  were  interred  in  the  Moravian  Cemetery.  Chdsen. 
published  (1741  -44)  "  Sacred  Hymns  for  the  Chi'drcn  of  God,"  and  in  1743—44.  ' 
Hymns  for  the  use  of  Religious  Sotieties."    In  1752.  an  enlarK'ed  edition  was  published.  1 
taininjf  The  yudgment  Hymn,  respectinif  which  see  article  "  CHARLES  WESLEY."    In  175^ 
he  published  a  volume  of  hymns  for  children,  of  which  no  copy  is  known  to  exist.    In  Iha 
Moravian  collection  (1789),  several  h>-mn.s  not  in  his  published  works,  were  printed  froca  Ml 
MSS. 

REJOICING  IN  HOPE  OF  HEAVEN. 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing  ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise. 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

O  ye  banish'd  seed  l)e  glad, 

Christ  our  advocate  is  made  I 

Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes  ; 

Brother  to  our  souls  becomes !  \ 

Shout,  ye  little  flock  and  blest. 
Ye  on  Jesu's  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared. 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 


( 
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Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land ; 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on- 

Lord,  obediently  we  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below ; 
Only  Thou  our  Leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 


MELCHISEDEC  A  TYPE  OF  CHRIST. 

Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 

I  love  to  hear  of  Thee ; 
No  music  like  Thy  charming  name. 

Is  half  so  sweet  to  me. 

O  let  me  ever  hear  Thy  voice ; 

In  mercy  to  me  speak ; 
And  in  my  Priest  will  I  rejoice, 

My  great  Melchisedec ! 

My  Jesus  shall  be  still  my  theme. 

While  in  this  world  I  stay ; 
1*11  sing  my  Jesu's  lovely  name, 

When  all  things  else  decay. 

When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud 
With  all  Thy  favour'd  throng, 

Then  will  I  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud, 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 


FOLLOWING  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone, 
He  that  I  placed  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

Tlie  way  the  holy  prophets  went. 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment. 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness 
I'll  go,  for  all  the  paths  are  peace. 
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No  stranger  may  proceed  thereuiy 
No  lover  of  the  world,  and  sin ; 
No  lion,  no  devouring  care. 
No  ravenous  tiger,  shall  be  there  ; 

No  ;  nothing  may  go  up  thereon. 
But  travelling  souls,  and  I  am  one; 
Wayfaring  men  to  Canaan  bound. 
Shall  only  in  the  way  be  found. 

Nor  fools,  by  carnal  men  esteem'd, 
Shan  e'er  therein  ;  but  they  redeemed 
In  Jesu's  blood,  shall  show  their  right 
To  travel  there,  till  heaven's  In  sight. 

This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought. 
And  moum'd,  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief,  my  burden,  long  have  been. 
Because  I  could  not  oease  from  sin. 

The  more  I  strove  against  its  pow*r, 
I  sinn'd  and  stumbled  but  the  more ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 
"  Come  hither,  soul,  for  I'm  the  Way." 

Lo  I  glad  I  come,  and  Thou,  dear  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  Thee,  as  I  am ; 
Nothing  but  sin  I  TTiee  can  give, 
Yet  help  me,  and  Thy  praise  111  live. 

1*11  tell  to  all  poor  sinners  round. 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found  ; 
1*11  point  to  Thy  redeeming  blood. 
And  say,  Bdiold  the  way  to  God. 


CHRIST  IS  COME. 

A  GOOD  High-Priest  is  come. 

Supplying  Aaron's  place. 
And  taking  up  his  Room, 
Dispensing  life  and  grace : 
The  law  by  Aaron's  priesthood  came, 
But  grace  and  truth  by  Jesu*s  name. 
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An  q)hod  Aaron  wore, 

A  cov'ring  to  the  knee, 
Sprinkled  with  bullock's  gore; 
A  type  designed  to  be 
Of  Jesu's  robes  washed  in  His  blood. 
My  coy'ring  when  I  go  to  God. 

Down  to  the  foot,  saith  John, 

The  milky  dress  I  saw : 
Hereby  was  plainly  shown 
It  was  not  of  the  law ; 
That  reached  but  to  the  knee,  lo !  this 
Declares  a  perfect  holiness. 

My  Lord  a  priest  is  made, 

As  sware  the  mighty  God 
To  Israel  and  his  seed, 
Ordain'd  to  offer  Blood; 
For  sinners,  who  His  mercy  seek, 
A  priest,  as  was  Melchisedec 

He  once  temptations  knew, 

Of  ev'ry  sort  and  kind. 

That  He  might  succour  show 

To  ev'ry  tempted  mind ; 

In  ev'ry  point  the  Lamb  was  tried 

Like  us,  and  then  for  us  He  died. 

He  dies,  but  lives  again. 

And  by  the  altar  stands. 
There  shows  how  He  was  slain. 
And  op'ning  His  pierc'd  hands, 
He  'bides  a  priest,  and  pleads  our  cause. 
Transgressors  of  His  righteous  laws. 

I  know  I  shall  succeed ;, 

I  shall  not  ever  fail ; 
The  Lamb  for  me  will  plead. 
He  can  with  God  prevail. 
He  undertakes  for  me ;  I  soon 
Shall  hear  Him  say,  **  My  child,  'tis  done." 
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"  *Tis  done,"  my  Saviour  saith. 

His  blood  He  now  applies ;  | 

I  know  the  living  faith,  : 

The  faith  that  justifies ;  | 

I  can  believe  the  Lord,  my  Priest,  \ 

Hath  bought  for  me  eternal  rest 


I  other  priests  disclaim, 

And  laws  and  offerings  too ; 
None  but  the  bleeding  Lamb 
The  mighty  work  can  do ; 
He  shall  have  all  the  praise,  for  He 
Alone  me  loved,  and  died  for  me. 


MRS.  CHARLES. 

Mrs.  Andrew  paton  Charles,  tut  Elizabeth  rundlb.  was  bora  at  Tavlstode. 

Devonshire.    She  is  the  only  daughter  of  the  late  John  Rundle,  Esq.,  «lio  fer 
represented  that  borough  in  Parliament.     Her  publications,  all  of  wtakli  have 
anonymously,  enjoy  a  large  measure  of  popularity.    Her  best  known  worics  are  '*  Tbe  Voloa 
of  Chriiitian  Life  In  song."  "  Tales  and  Sketches  of  Christian  Life.**  "Tlie  Tliree 
with  Hymns  and  Songs,"  "Chronicles  of  the  Schonberg-Cotta  Family.**  "Winifred 
and  the  "  Diary  of  Mrs.  Kitty  Trcvelyn."    The  following  hymns  by  Mrs.  Chaxies  1 
here  printed  tmder  her  revision. 


THE  AGONY  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

Sin  harcUns  ;  all  the  heart  with  ice  encrusting, 
And  narrowing  its  current  evermore  ; 

Therefore,  O  Saviour,  loving,  pitying,  trusting, 
Thy  heart  the  ice  of  sin  ne'er  crusted  o*er, — 

Was  tenderer  to  feel  each  pang  that  tried  Thee, 
Than  any  sinful  heart  that  ever  bled, 

The  timid  love  that  followed,  yet  denied  Thee, 
The  selfish  fear  that  kept  afar,  or  fled. 

But  sin  must  ever  wmkett  while  it  hardens, 
Enfeebling  to  endure,  or  act,  or  dare. 

Till  nothing,  save  the  balm  of  heavenly  pardons, 
Can  nerve  the  heart  again  to  do  or  bear. 
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Tlici^  miist  Thy  heart  be  stronger  far  to  suffer, 
Tliaxi  any  sinful  heart  that  ever  beat ; 
And  if  Thy  path  than  any  path  be  rougher, 

Yet  hast  Thou  strength  unscathed  its  woes  to  meet 

VThat  tide  of  anguish.  Mightiest !  o*er  Thee  rushes, 

Thus  tasking  e'en  Thy  patience  and  Thy  trust  T 
"What  woe  beyond  all  woe  Thy  spirit  crushes. 
Bowing  Thee,  sinless,  spotless,  to  the  dust  ? 

Martyrs  for  Thee  have  gone  to  meet  their  anguish. 
Singing  glad  psalms  e*en  with  their  dying  breath, 

"Sot  all  their  tortures  causing  once  to  languish 
The  hope  that  led  them  forth  for  Thee  to  death. 

Thy  Stephen's  face  shone  like  a  happy  angel's. 
Uplifted  'midst  the  stones  towards  Thy  skies. 

Beaming  from  radiant  brows  Thine  own  evangels. 
And  glowing  with  the  welcome  in  Thine  eyes. 

But  Thou,  Lord,  liftest  not  Thy  face  to  heaven ; 

Thou  bowest  prostrate  on  the  dewy  sod, 
Thy  soul  **  exceeding  sorrowful "  with  death-pangs  riven, 

Thy  sweat  of  anguish  as  great  drops  of  blood  ! 

What  storm  is  this  in  which  Thou  all  but  sinkest. 
Whose  arm  has  borne  so  many  through  the  flood  ? 

What  bitter  cup  is  this  from  which  Thou  shrinkest. 
Strength  of  all  martyrs,  patient  Lamb  of  God  ? 

The  sin  of  all  the  world,  whose  throne  Thou  claimest, 
Hadst  made  so  fair,  so  fallen,  loved  and  sought ; 

The  sin  of  all  Thine  ovm  to  whom  Thou  camest, 
TTiou  camest,  and  Thine  own  received  Thee  not. 

The  sin  of  all  the  saved,  who  dying  bless'd  Thee  ; 

Who  from  the  sting  of  death  hadst  set  them  free  ; 
The  sin  of  all  Thy  martyrs  who  confess'd  Thee, 

And  died,  rejoicing  that  they  went  to  Thee. 

This  is  the  weight  of  agony  unspoken. 

Which  Thee,  oh  Highest !  thus  so  low  hath  laid 

The  corse  of  all  the  law  mankind  had  broken. 
The  sin  of  all  the  world  which  Thou  hast  made. 
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Earth's  serried  woe  and  oirse,  in  one  compressing^ 
Thou  bearest  all  within  Thy  single  breast. 

And  changest  thus  our  every  curse  to  blessing, 
Giving  u»  life  through  death ;  in  labour,  resi! 


"IT  IS  I ;    BE  NOT  AFRAID." 

Toss*D  with  rough  winds,  and  &int  with  fear. 
Above  the  tempest  soft  and  clear« 
What  still  small  accents  greet  mine  ear  ?— - 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

'Tis  I  who  wash  thy  spirit  white  ; 
'Tis  I  who  gave  thy  blind  eyes  sight; 
'Tis  I^  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Light ; 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

These  raging  winds,  this  surging  sea, 
Bear  not  a  breath  of  wrath  to  Thee  ; 
That  storm  has.  all  been  spent  on  me : 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

This  bitter  cup,  I  drank  it  first ; 
To  thee  it  is  no  draft  accurst ; 
The  hand  that  gives  it  thee  is  pierced. 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

Mine  eyes  are  watching  by  thy  bed. 
My  arms  are  underneath  thy  head ; 
My  blessing  is  around  thee  shed  ; 

'Tis  I  ;  be  not  afraid. 

When  on  the  other  side,  thy  feet 
Shall  rest, — 'mid  thousand  welcomes  sweei» 
One  well-known  voice  thy  heart  shall  greet. -i^ 
'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid. 

From  out  the  dazzling  majesty. 
Gently  He  *11  lay  His  hand  on  thee, 
Saying,  **  BelovM,  lovest  thou  me  ? 
'Twas  not  in  vain  I  died  for  thee. 

'TU  I ;  be  not  afraid." 
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"COME  AND  SEE." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

Lamb  of  God,  'tis  Thee  we  seek  ; 
For  the  wants  which  press  us  now 

Other  aid  is  all  too  weak. 
Canst  Thou  take  our  sins  away  ? 

May  we  find  repose  in  Thee  ? 
And  the  gracious  lips  to-day, 

As  of  old,  say,  "  Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

We  would  leave  the  past  behind  ; 
We  would  scale  the  mountain's  bfow, 

Learning  more  Thy  heavenly  mind. 
Still  a  look  is  all  our  lore  1 

The  transforming  look  to  Thee  ; 
From  the  living  Truth  once  more 

Breathes  the  answer,  "  Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

How  shall  we  Thine  image  best 
Bear  in  light  upon  our  brow, 

Stamp  in  love  upon  our  breast  ? 
Still  a  look  is  all  our  might ; 

Looking  draws  the  heart  to  Thee ; 
Sends  us  from  the  absorbing  sight, 

With  the  message,  *'  Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

All  the  springs  of  life  are  low  ; 
Sin  and  grief  our  spirits  bow. 

And  we  wait  Thy  call  to  go. 
From  the  depths  of  happy  rest. 

Where  the  just  abkle  with  Thee  ; 
From  the  voice  which  makes  them  blest. 

Breathes  the  summons,  '*  Come  and  see." 

Christian  !  tell  it  to  thy  brother. 
From  life's  dawning  till  its  end  ; 

Every  hand  may  clasp  another, 
And  the  loneliest  bring  a  friend  ; 
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Till  the  Tc3  is  drawn  aside, 

And  from  where  her  home  shall  be, 

Bursts  npon  the  aifranchised  Bride, 
The  triumphant,  "Come  and  see.** 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 

The  greatest  prodigy  in  EngUsh  literatore.  THOMAS  CHATTERTON.  was  bora  at  Briatal,  < 

the  aoth  November,  1752.    Before  his  sixteenth  year,  he  pnxliiced  a  nomber  < 

in  prose  and  Terse,  whkh  he  attributed  to  an  older  date,  and  which  eqoaOy  a 

delighted  the  world  of  letters.    He  was  apprenticed  to  an  attorney  in  Bristol,  bat  qvUfiaf^UB 

sitoatton.  he  attempted  a  literary  career  in  London.   His  success  in  the  metropolb^ 

to  his  hopes;  while,  in  combination  with  extraordinary  intdlcctual  power,  he 

nature  addicted  to  melancholy.     In  a  state  of  frenzy  he  destroyed  bis  maimscr^itat 

perished  by  his  own  hand,  00  the  asth  Angust,  1770L    He  had  reached  00^  his 


THE  RESIGNATION. 

O  God,  whose  thunder  shakes  the  sky  ; 

Whose  eye  this  atom -globe  surveys  ; 
To  Thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly. 

Thy  mercy  in  Thy  justice  praise. 

The  mystic  mazes  of  Thy  will. 
The  shadows  of  celestial  light. 

Are  past  the  power  of  human  skill — 
But  what  the  Eternal  acts  is  right 

O  teach  me  in  the  trying  hour 
When  anguish  swells  the  dewy  tear, 

To  still  my  sorrows,  own  Thy  power. 
Thy  goodness  love,  Thy  justice  fear. 

If  in  this  bosom  aught  but  Thee, 

Encroaching  sought  a  boundless  way, 

Omniscience  could  the  danger  see, 
And  Mercy  look  the  cause  away. 

Then  why,  my  soul,  dost  thou  complain  ? 

Why,  drooping,  seek  the  dark  recess  ? 
Shake  ofl"  the  melancholy  chain, 

For  God  created  all  to  bless. 
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S\it  all  !  my  breast  is  human  still ; 
The  rising  sigh,  the  falling  tear, 
My  languid  vitals'  feeble  rill, 
The  sickness  of  my  soul  declare. 

"But  yet,  with  fortitude  resign'd, 

111  thank  the  Inflictor  of  the  blow ; 
Forbid  the  sigh,  compose  my  mind, 
Nor  let  the  gush  of  misery  flow. 

The  gloomy  mantle  of  the  night. 

Which  on  my  sinking  spirit  steals. 
Will  vanish  at  the  morning  light. 

Which  God,  my  East,  my  Sun,  reveals. 

A  HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Almighty  Framer  of  the  skies  ! 
Oh  let  our  pure  devotion  rise. 

Like  incense  in  Thy  sight ! 
Wrapt  in  impenetrable  shade 
The  texture  of  our  souls  was  made. 

Till  Thy  command  gave  light. 

The  Sun  of  glory  gleamM  the  ray. 
Refined  the  darkness  into  day. 

And  bid  the  vapours  fly  : 
Impell'd  by  His  eternal  love. 
He  left  His  palaces  above, 

To  cheer  our  gloomy  sky. 

How  shall  we  celebrate  the  day 
When  God  appeared  in  mortal  clay. 

The  mark  of  worldly  scorn  ; 
When  the  archangeFs  heavenly  lays 
Attempted  the  Redeemer's  praise. 

And  hail'd  salvation's  mom  ? 

An  humble  form  the  Godhead  wore, 
The  pains  of  poverty  He  bore. 

To  gaudy  pomp  unknown  : 
Though  in  an  humble  walk  He  trod. 
Still  was  the  man  Almighty  God, 

In  glory  all  His  own. 
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Despised,  oppress*d,  the  Godhead  bears 
The  torments  of  this  vale  of  tesrs, 

Nor  bids  His  vengeance  rise  ; 
He  saw  the  creatures  He  had  made 
Revile  His  power,  His  peace  invade  ; 

He  saw  with  mercy's  ejes. 

How  shall  we  celebrate  His  name, 
Who  groaned  beneath  a  life  of  shame. 

In  all  afflictions  tried  ? 
The  soul  is  raptured  to  conceive 
A  truth  which  being  must  believe, 

The  God  eternal  died. 

My  soul  exert  thy  powers,  adore. 
Upon  devotion's  plumage  soar. 

To  celebrate  the  day  : 
The  God  from  whom  creation  sprung 
Shall  animate  my  grateful  tongue  ; 

From  Him  I'll  catch  the  lay  ! 


1 


INGRAM   COBBIN. 

Ingram  Cobbin  was  born  in  London,  in  the  year  1777.  In  179B,  he  became  a  atudent 
HoztOD  CoDege.  and  in  i8oa,  was  ordained  to  the  pastoral  care  of  a  congregatioo  at  I 
Molten.  He  afterwards  ministdreCl'  at  Banbury  and  other  places,  but  feeble  heatUi  ftrmpiBridl 
him.  in  course  of  a  few  years,  to  abandon  the  pastoral  duties.  In  1819,  he  became  one  of  tha 
founders  of  the  Home  Missionary  Society,  and  undertook  the  duties  of  the  SccictaiyMp. 
He  was  a  voluminous  writer.  His  condensed  "Commentary  of  the  BiMc,"  aaid  Ui 
"  Domestic  Bible."  have  been  often  reprinted.  He  died  at  Camberwell,  on  the  loth  ICardk. 
x8si.  Mged  seventy-four.  He  published,  in  i8ao,  "The  Villaffe  Hymn-Book."  in  which  ara 
several  hymns  of  his  own  composition.  The  following  hymn  by  Mr.  Cobbin  appeared  la 
Dr.  Raffles'  collection. 

GOD'S  FOREKNOWLEDGE. 

Before  the  Almighty  Power  began 
To  form  the  wondrous  frame  of  man  ; 
Before  He  hung  the  lights  on  high. 
And  made  them  sparkle  o'er  the  sky  ; 
Before  He  gave  the  mountains  birth. 
Or  shaped  the  yet  unfounded  earth, — 
God  all  His  ransom'd  people  knew. 
And  in  His  love  He  chose  them  .too. 
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\Tt  Christ,  that  they  should  prove 
-■   *^f  His  dying  love  ; 

gh  faith,  that  precious  grace 

fruits  of  righteimsness  ; 

•.hey  on  earth  should  >hinc, 

^  face  Divine  ; 

jewels,  from  the  world, 

fC  to  ruin  hurl'd. 

ae  can  ever  tell 

unsearchable  ! 
vere  passed  by 

mortals  came  to  die. 
ear  th'  immortal  crown 
brows  of  high  renown  ; 
rs  be  forgiven, 
lest  songs  in  licaven. 
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■  JTTJ  at  Blackhcatli.  Ken*,  "n  \)\<-  14th  A[;ril.  i;".-.  In  his 
i-lcmyat  Hrtnicrton.     When  only  cj^fitit  a,  In;  bc^j.in  to 

Minn  at  Pcckhaiu.  Sunty,  hi.-  w  i  ,  rrcLiiin:'!  t-  it  •  miins- 
-,1801.  He  C^'HtinuC'l  to  (Hm  li.irj^i.  tli,-  p  i>tir:il  dutio  .it 
:  'lied  on  the  9th  J.ininry.  iPja.  ii»  h;--  7.ril  y»-  >r.  Ani(>ni; 
; 'r.  CoUycr  publi'>hci.l  "  Si;ri|;iir<.  li.i-:t^.""  "  l,<..;tur' ■  on 
.  .  ou  I'rcphccy."     In   iSi-,  he  paMij-hud  "  Hyum-.  partly 
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EASTER  HVMX. 

NG  breaks  upon  the  tomb, 
-oi pates  its  gloom  I 
triumph  througH  the  skies  ; 
glorious  Saviour  rise. 

ms,  dr)'  your  flowing  tears, 
lio.se  unbelieving  fears  ; 
1 1  His  deserted  grave  ; 
110  more  His  power  to  save. 
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Ye  who  are  of  death  afraid, 
Triumph  in  the  scattered  shade  : 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  away. 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

So  the  rising  sun  appears, 
Shedding  radiance  o'er  the  spheres  ; 
So  returning  beams  of  light 
Chase  the  terrors  of  the  night. 


"TO  LIVE  IS  CHRIST,  TO  DIE  IS  GAIN." 

When  I  tread  the  mortal  vale 
Where  the  shades  of  death  prevail. 
Saviour,  guide  my  trembling  feet 
Through  this  last,  this  still  retreat ; 
Let  Thy  glory  chase  its  gloom. 
Light  the  feeble  traveller  home  ; 
Never  leave  me  till  I  stand 
Safe  in  yonder  heavenly  land. 

When  I  bow  my  sinking  head. 
Seeking  rest  among  the  dead  ; 
When  my  pulses,  throbbing  slow, 
Tell  the  tide  of  life  runs  low  ; 
Hear  me,  my  Almighty  Friend, 
Watch,  sustain  me  to  the  end  ; 
Smiling  through  my  dying  tears, 
I  will  then  dismiss  my  fears. 

Thee,  Redeemer,  I  pursue. 

All  life's  weary  journey  through  ; 

Other  interests  I.  resign. 

Only  tell  me  Thou  art  mine  ; 

And  when  mortal  agonies 

Break  my  heart-strings,  glaze  mine  eyes, 

Let  me  but  this  prize  obtain, 

I  shall  prove  **To  die  is  gain." 
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JOSIAH   CO>iDER. 

Ohx  ef  tlie  best  of  modem  byno>writen,  JOSIAH  CONDER,  was  bom  in  London,  on  the  zTth 
Sepccaiber.  278^  He  became  a  publisher  in  the  City,  and  in  18x4  obtained  the  proprietM^ip 
of  7>r  EcUctie  Jtniew.  Subsequent  to  1824.  he  composed  a  series  of  descriptive  worics,  wlUch 
ia  thirty  Tcrfomes.  In  x%3.  he  undertook  the  Joint-editorship  of  The  Patriot  news- 
he  asristed  in  conducting  till  the  period  of  his  death.  He  published  "  Sacred 
..  Lowloa.  1814.  zamo ;  **  The  Poet  of  the  Sanctuary."  1851,  lamo ;  and  "  Hymns 
.  itmo.  He  died  at  St.  John's  Wood,  on  the  37th  December,  1855.  Nigh  to 
€d  his  death,  he  was  engaged  in  preparing  for  tlie  pressa  revised  edition  of  his  hymns, 
publisbed  soon  after  his  decease.  From  this  volume,  entitled  "  Hymns  of  Pniae, 
Dttvoak  Meditation,*  we  have  transcribed  the  following  compositioas. 

COMMUNION  WITH  CHRIST. 

Whbn  in  the  hour  of  lonely  woe, 
I  give  my  sorrow  leave  to  flow ; 
And  anxious  fear  and  dark  distrust 
Weigh  down  my  spirit  to  the  dust : 

When  not  e'en  friendship's  gentle  aid 
Can  heal  the  wounds  the  world  has  made, 
Oh  !  this  shall  check  each  rising  sigh, 
That  Jesus  is  for  ever  nigh. 

His  counsels  and  upholding  care 
My  safety  and  my  comfort  are  ; 
And  He  shall  guide  me  all  my  days, 
Till  glory  crown  the  work  of  grace. 

Jesus  !  in  whom  but  Thee  above. 
Can  I  repose  my  trust,  my  love  ? 
And  shall  an  earthly  object  be 
Loved  in  comparison  with  Thee  ? 

My  flesh  is  hastening  to  decay. 

Soon  shall  the  world  have  passed  away  ; 

And  what  can  mortal  friends  avail. 

When  heart  and  strength  and  life  shall  fail? 

But  oh  !  be  Thou,  my  Saviour,  nigh, 
And  I  will  triumph  while  I  die  ; 
My  strength,  my  portion,  is  Divine, 
And  Jesus  is  for  ever  mine  1 


% 
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"LEAD  US  NOT  INTO  TEMPTATION.*' 

Heavenly  Father,  to  whose  eye 
Future  things  unfolded  lie, 
Through  the  desert,  where  I  stray. 
Let  Thy  counsels  guide  my  way. 

I>ead  me  not,  for  flesh  is  frail. 
Where  fierce  trials  would  assail ; 
Leave  me  not,  in  darkened  hour, 
To  withstand  the  tempter's  power. 

Save  me  from  his  treacherous  wiles  ; 
Arm  me  against  pleasure's  smiles; 
Give  me  for  my  spirit's  health 
Neither  poverty  nor  wealth. 

Help  Thy  servant  to  maintain 
A  profession  free  from  stain ; 
That  my  sole  reproach  may  be 
Following  Christ,  and  fearing  Thee. 

Lord  !  uphold  me  day  by  day ; 
Shed  a  light  upon  my  way ; 
Guide  me  through  perplexing  snares  ; 
Care  for  me  in  all  my  cares. 

All  I  ask  for  is,  enough  ; 
Only  when  the  way  is  rough, 
Let  Thy  rod  and  staff  impart 
Strength  and  courage  to  my  heart. 

Should  Thy  wisdom.  Lord,  decree 
Trials  long  and  sharp  for  me. 
Pain  or  sorrow,  care  or  shame. 
Father !  glorify  Thy  name. 

Let  me  neither  faint  nor  fear. 
Feeling  still  that  Thou  art  near  ; 
In  the  course  my  Saviour  trod, 
Tending  still  to  Thee,  my  God. 
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DIVINE  CHASTISEMENT. 

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God, 

In  trial*s  fearful  hour, 
Bow  all  resigned  beneath  His  rod, 

And  bless  His  sparing  power, 
A  joy  springs  up  amid  distress — 
A  fountain  in  the  wilderness. 

Oh  !  to  be  brought  to  Jesus'  feet, 
Though  sorrows  fix  me  there, 

Is  still  a  privilege,  and  sweet 
The  energies  of  prayer, — 

Though  sighs  and  tears  its  language  be. 

If  Christ  be  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 

Then  blessM  be  the  Hand  that  gave, 
Still  blessM  when  it  takes ; 

BlessM  be  He  who  smites  to  save. 
Who  heals  the  heart  He  breaks. 

Perfect  and  true  are  all  His  ways. 

Whom  heaven  adores  and  death  obeys. 


THE  BETTER  COUNTRY. 

Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel,  lead  us, 
Pilgrims  through  this  desert  land  ; 

Thou  who  hast  from  bondage  freed  us. 
Guard  us  by  Thy  mighty  hand  ; 

Daily  feed  us 
Till  we  reach  the  heavenly  strand. 

As  Thou  didst  in  wondrous  manner 

Guide  Thy  chosen  flock  aright. 
Let  Thy  presence  be  our  banner, 
Cloud  by  day  and  fire  by  night ; 

Thy  protection 
Be  onr  shield.  Thy  word  our  lig^t 

L  a 
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When  we  come  to  Death's  dark  riTcr, 
And  should  we  dread  the  swelling  tide. 

Death  of  Death  !  lifers  Source  and  Giver  1 
Bid  the  narrow  stream  divide. 

Joyful  praises 
We  will  sing  on  Canaan's  side. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 
"  The  Lord  hear  thee  in  the  day  of  trouhle.' 


In  the  day  of  thy  distress, 
May  Jehovah  hear  thee  ; 

In  the  hour  when  dangers  press, 
Jacob's  God  be  near  thee  ; 

Send  thee,  from  His  holy  places 

Timely  aid  or  strengthening  grace  ! 

May  thy  prayers  and  offerings  rise. 

By  Thy  God  recorded ; 
Thine  oblations  reach  the  skies, 

Graciously  rewarded ; 
Granted  be  thy  heart's  request ; 
All  Thy  purposes  be  blest  I 

Thy  success  our  hearts  shall  cheer ; 

We,  with  exultation. 
In  Jehovah's  name  will  rear 

Trophies  of  salvation. 
Go  beneath  His  guardian  care. 
And  the  Lord  fulfil  thy  prayer. 

Vain  the  despot's  haughty  boasts. 
Fleets  or  martial  forces  ; 

Be  our  trust  the  God  of  hosts. 
Heavenly  our  resources. 

Theirs  shall  be  defeat  and  shame  ; 

We  shall  triumph  in  Thy  name. 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE, 

Haixelujah  I  nise,  oh,  raise, 
To  ooi  God,  the  song  of  piaiie  ; 
All  His  seivuiti  join  to  aag 
God  ooi  Sa.vloiu  and  our  King. 

BlesiM  be  for  erennore. 
That  dread  Name  which  we  adore  I 
Round  the  world  His  praise  be  3111% 
Through  all  lands,  in  eveiy  tongoe. 

O'er  an  nations  God  alone. 
Higher  than  the  heavens  Hit  throne ; 
Who  ii  like  to  God  Most  High, 
Infioite  in  MBJestjr  I 

Yet  to  view  the  heavens  He  benda. 
Yea,  to  earth  He  condescends  ; 
Paidng  br  the  rich  and  greit 
For  the  low  and  desolate. 

He  can  raise  the  poor  to  stand 
With  the  princes  of  the  land ; 
Wealth  npon  the  needy  shower, 
Set  the  meanest  high  in  power. 

He  the  broken  spirit  cheen ; 
Turns  to  }oj  (he  mourner's  teait ; 
Sadi  the  woodenof  His  ways; 
Tniae  His  name,  for  ever  praise. 
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ELIZA  COOKL 

EUZA  Cook  was  boni  at  Southwark,  about  the  ]rear  xBxj.    At  an  eariy  ag«  Ae 
contributor  to  some  of  the  London  periodicals.    In  1840  she  published  a  Tofauae  of 
nnder  the  title  of  "  Melaia,  and  other  Poems."  which,  four  years  after,  was  reptintcd  fai  Near 
York.    In  September.  1849^  appeared  the  first  number  of  Eliga  Coclts  ytmmmi^ 
published  weekly  till  1854,  when  faOini^  health  obliged  the  accomplished  editor  to  ( 
It.    An  elegant  edition  of  her  "  Poems"  was  published  by  Routledge,  in  1864,  mnO).     Fl 
this  edition  the  two  following  compositions  hare  been  transcribed. 


AN  EVENING  SONG. 

Father  above,  I  pray  to  Thee, 

Before  I  take  my  rest ; 
I  seek  Thee  on  my  bended  knee^ 

With  warm  and  grateful  breast 

First  let  me  thank  Thee  for  my  share 
Of  sweet  and  blessM  health  ; 

It  is  a  boon  I  would  not  spare 
For  worlds  of  shining  wealth. 

And  next  I  thank  Thy  bounteous  hand, 
That  gives  my  "daily  bread  ;" 

That  flings  the  com  upon  the  land. 
And  keeps  our  table  spread. 

I  thank  Thee  for  each  peaceful  nii^t. 
That  brings  me  soft  repose  ; 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  morning's  lig^t. 
That  bids  my  eyes  unclose. 

I  own  Thy  mercy,  when  I  move 
With  limbs  all  sound  and  free. 

That  gaily  bear  me  when  I  rove 
Beside  the  moth  and  bee. 

I  thank  Thee  for  my  many  fxiends, 

So  loving  and  so  kind, 
Who  tell  me  all  that  knowledge  lends 

To  aid  my  heart  and  mind. 
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Ah  !  let  me  value  as  I  ought 

The  lessons  good  men  teach  ; 
To  bear  no  malice  in  my  thought, 

No  anger  in  my  speech. 

Father  above,  O  hear  my  prajrer, 

And  let  me  ever  be 
Worthy  my  earthly  parents'  care, 

And  true  in  serving  Thee ! 


A  SABBATH  EVENING  SONG. 

God  on  earth,  and  God  in  heaven ; 
God  vho  gave  one  day  in  seven 
Unto  man,  that  he  might  rest 
With  Thy  mercy  in  his  breast  ;-^ 
God  of  goodness,  I  am  kneeling^ 
In  my  spirit*s  deep  revealing, 
Fervently  to  give  Thee  praise 
For  the  peace  of  Sabbath-days. 
Calm  and  tranquil  Thou  hast  made 
This  soft  hour  of  twilight  shade ; 
And  I  ask  Thee,  in  Thy  might, 
To  be  "  watchman  of  my  night" 

Let  me  thank  Thee,  let  me  own. 
At  the  footstool  of  Thy  throne, 
All  my  grateful  joy  and  love. 
Drawn  from  hopes  that  point  above  ; 
Let  me  lay  my  heart  before  Thee, 
And  with  holy  trust  implore  Thee 
To  forgive  its  human  blot. 
Gathered  in  its  human  lot 
Listen,  Father  !  to  my  singing. 
Like  a  child  to  Thee  I*m  clinging  ; 
If  I  wander,  guide  me  right. 
Be  Thou  "  watchman  of  my  night" 

Let  me  ask  Thee,  ere  I  sleep, 
To  remember  those  who  weep, — 
Those  who  moan  with  some  wild  sorrow, 
That  shall  dread  to  meet  the  morrow ; 
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Let  me  ask  Thee  to  abide 

At  the  fainting  sick  one's  side, 

Where  the  phiints  of  anguish  rise 

In  smothered  groans  and  weary  sighs  ; 

Give  them  strength  to  brook  and  bear 

Trial  pain  and  trial  care  ;  , 

Let  them  see  Thy  saving  light, 

Be  Thou  **  watchman  of  their  night." 

God  of  all  I  Thou  knowest  well 
Myriads  of  Thy  children  dwell 
Here  among  us,  lone  and  blind 
In  the  midnight  of  the  mind  ; 
Well  Thou  knowest  how  they  need 
Words  to  teach  and  hand  to  lead  ; 
Well  Thou  knowest  that  they  sin. 
For  the  want  of  light  within  ; 
They  grope  and  fall,  and  men  refuse 
To  raise  them  up,  and  **  bind  the  bruise  ;" 
But  Thou,  O  God,  in  judgment  right. 
Be  Thou  **  watchman  of  their  night." 

God  of  mercy  !  God  of  grace  I 
Keep  me  worthy  of  my  place  ; 
Let  my  harp -strings  ne'er  be  heard 
When  they  jar  with  Thy  plain  Word  ; 
Should  the  world's  fair  pitfall  take  me. 
Father  I  do  not  Thou  forsake  me  ; 
Let  repentance  cleanse  the  stain, 
'   And  call  me  back  to  truth  again  ; 
Father,  Infinite  and  Just  I 
Shine  upon  my  path  of  dust  ; 
Lead  me  in  the  noontide  light. 
And  be  Thou  '*  watchman  of  my  night." 


JOSEPH  COTTLE. 
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COTTLS  was  bora  in  tyjo.    la  Us  94th  year  he  became  a  bookseller  and  priatcr  ia 

he  retired  finoen  bnaiBeaa  ia  comae  of  a  few  years.    Bciag  ia  drcumstances  of 

te  BOW  employed  his  tiaie  ia  caltiratinfr  Us  literary  tastes,  aad  ia  cherlsUaf 

of  soiae  of  his  gifted  coateaBporarics.    He  published  aameroas  works  ia  prose 

K.    He  was aa  early  friend  of  Southeyaod  Coleridge:  aad  perceiving  their  respectire 

liaJced  Khc  expense  of  prododag  their  first  poetical  efforts  from  his  printing  ofice.    Ia 

fife  he  pobBabed  several  vYrfanMs  of  reminiscences  of  these  poets.    He  composed 

wUck,  thoogh  generally  meritorioos,  will  only  entitle  him  to  a  secondary  rank  as 

lyrist.    His  death  took  place  at  Us  residence,  near  Bristol,  on  the  7th  June,  iSs3<  la 

rear.    Of  the  two  fbOowiag  hymns,  the  former  has  been  transcribed  from  Us  Tolume 

aad  Sacred  Lyrics,"  itaS,  the  latter  from  Dr.  LeifchOd's  Hymn-Book,  1843.  in 

the  aotbof's  sanctioB. 


"  THY  KINGDOM  COME." 

Mighty  Lord  I  extend  Thine  empire  ! 

Be  the  truth  with  triumph  crowned ! 
Let  the  lands  that  sit  in  darkness 

Hear  the  glorious  gospel's  sound, 
From  oar  borders, 

To  the  world's  remotest  bound. 


By  Thine  arm,  eternal  Father, 
Scatter  hi  the  shades  of  night  I 

Let  the  great  Immanuel's  kingdom 
Open  like  the  morning  light. 

And  the  future 
Realize  our  visions  bright. 

What  are  Satan's  mightiest  barriers. 
Which  a  breath  of  Thine  o'erthrows  ? 

Shall  the  creature,  in  his  frenzy. 
The  Creator's  power  oppose  ? 
Him,  whose  lightning 
Ruin  hurls  upon  His  foes  ? 

Come,  too  long  to  earth  a  stranger. 
Once  again  Thy  reign  restore ! 

In  Thy  strength,  ride  forth  and  conquer, 
Still  advancing  more  and  more, 

Till  the  heathen 
Shan  the  Lord  supreme  adore. 


b 
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On  their  cruel  habitations 

May  the  dawn  celestial  break ! 

May  they  from  the  sleep  of  ages» 
To  the  blaze  of  day  awake  I 

Spurn  their  idols, 
And  the  Lord  their  portion  make. 

Nor,  in  breathings  for  Thy  kingdom. 
Would  we  banish  from  our  prayer, 

Men  renouncing  home  and  kindred. 
Tidings  of  the  cross  to  bear  ; 

Ease  disdaining, 
Burning  suns  and  poisonous  air  I 

Such,  of  high  and  noble  daring. 
Venturing  thus  the  truth  to  spread ; 

Bounteous  Father,  good  and  gracious, 
On  their  path  Thy  blessings  shed  1 

And,  in  danger. 
Cheer  their  heart  and  shield  their  head. 

Oh,  what  crowns  await  the  faithful. 
When  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease  I 

Mansions  fair  for  every  pilgrim, 
Joys  untold,  that  still  increase  ; 

Thought  exceeding. 
Cloudless  skies  and  perfect  peace, 

If  afflictions  press  us  downward. 
While  as  strangers  here  we  roam. 

Comforts  rich  are  in  reversion. 
When  we  reach  our  Father's  home. 

And  no  longer 
Cry,  O  Lord,  **  Thy  kingdom  come." 


ONWARD  AND  UPWARD. 

From  every  earthly  pleasure^ 
From  every  transient  joy. 

From  every  mortal  treasure 
That  soon  will  fade  and  doy  ; 


NATHANIEL  COTTON,  If.D.  155 

No  longer  these  desiring^ 

Upward  oar  wishes  tend, 
To  nobler  bliss  aspiring, 

And  joys  that  never  end« 

From  every  piercing  sorrow 

That  heaves  our  breast  to-day. 
Or  threatens  us  to-morrow, 

Hope  turns  our  eyes  away  ; 
On  wings  of  fiuth  ascending, 

We  see  the  land  of  light. 
And  feel  our  sorrows  ending 

In  infinite  delight 

*Tis  true  we  are  but  strangers 

And  sojourners  below. 
And  countless  snares  and  dangers 

Surround  the  path  we  go. 
Though  painful  and  distressing, 

Yet  there's  a  rest  above. 
And  onward  still  we*re  pressing. 

To  reach  that  land  of  love. 


NATHANIEL  COTTON,  M.D. 
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lamo,  1791. 


AFFLICTION  SANCTIFIED. 

Amidst  these  various  scenes  of  ills, 
Kach  stroke  some  kind  design  fulfils  ; 
And  shall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 
When  sovereign  love  directs  the  rod  T 
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Peace,  rebel  thoughts  ! — I'll  not  complain, 
My  Father's  smiles  suspend  my  pain, — 
Smiles  that  a  thousand  joys  impart. 
And  pour  the  balm  that  heals  the  smart 

Though  heaven  afHicts,  I'll  not  repine, 
Each  heartfelt  comfort  still  is  mine, — 
Comfort  that  shall  o'er  death  prevail. 
And  journey  with  me  through  the  vale. 

Dear  Jesus,  smooth  that  rugged  way, 
And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day  ; 
To  milder  skies,  and  lighter  plains. 
Where  everlasting  sunshine  reigns. 


AFFLICTION  SANCTIFIED. 

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep. 
Where  wave  resounds  to  wave  ; 

Though  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

The  Hand  that  now  withholds  my  joys 

Can  reinstate  my  peace  ; 
And  He  who  bade  the  tempest  roar. 

Can  bid  that  tempest  cease. 

In  the  dark  watches  of  the  night, 
I'll  count  His  mercies  o'er  ! 

I'll  praise  Him  for  ten  thousand  past. 
And  humbly  sue  for  more. 

When  darkness  and  when  sorrows  rose^ 

And  press'd  on  every  side, 
The  Lord  has  still  sustain'd  my  steps, 

And  still  has  been  my  guide. 

Here  will  I  rest  and  build  my  hopes. 

Nor  murmur  at  His  rod  ; 
He's  more  than  all  the  world  to  me^ 

My  health,  my  life,  my  God. 
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A  LORD*S-DAY  HYMN. 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  of  life 

Ascended  to  the  skies  ; 
My  thoughts  pursue  the  lofty  theme, 

And  to  the  heaven  arise. 

Let  no  vain  cares  divert  my  mind 

From  this  celestial  road  ; 
Nor  all  the  honours  of  the  earth 

Detain  my  soul  from  God. 

Think  of  the  splendours  of  that  place, 

The  joys  that  are  on  high ; 
Nor  meanly  rest  contented  here. 

With  worlds  beneath  the  sky. 

Heaven  is  the  birthplace  of  the  saints, 

To  heaven  their  souls  ascend  ; 
Th'  Almighty  owns  His  favourite  race, 

As  Father  and  as  Friend. 

O  may  these  lovely  titles  prove 

My  comfort  and  defence. 
When  the  sick  couch  shall  be  my  lot. 

And  death  shall  call  me  hence  ! 


WILLIAM   COWPER. 
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LIGHT  SHINING  OUT  OF  DARKNESS. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 
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Deep  in  nnfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs. 

And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take : 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dr^id 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head« 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense^ 
But  trust  Him  for  His  grace  ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  last, 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 
And  scan  His  work  in  vain  : 

God  is  His  own  interpreter. 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 


WELCOME  CROSS. 

• 

*Tls  my  happiness  below, 
Not  to  live  without  the  cross  ; 

But  the  Saviour's  power  to  know, 
Sanctifying  every  loss. 

Trials  must  and  will  befal. 
But  with  humble  faith  to  see 

Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, — 
This  is  happiness  to  me. 

God,  in  Israel  sows  the  seeds 
Of  affliction,  pain,  and  toil ; 

These  spring  up  and  choke  the  weeds, 
Which  would  else  o'erspread  the  soiL 
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Trials  make  the  promise  sweet ; 

Trials  give  new  life  to  prayer  ; 
Trials  bring  me  to  His  feet ; 

Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 

Did  I  meet  no  trials  here, 

No  correction  by  the  way, 
Might  I  not  with  reason  fear, 

I  should  prove  a  castaway  ? 

Worldlings  may  escape  the  rod, 

Smik  in  earthly  vain  delight ; 
But  the  true-bom  child  of  God, 

Must  not, — would  not,  if  he  mig^t 

rHE  FUTURE  PEACE  AND  GLORY  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

Hea&  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken  : 

"  O  my  people,  faint  and  few  ; 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you  : 
Thorns  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways  ; 
Yon  shall  name  your  walls  Salvation, 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  Praise. 

*' There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden. 

Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow. 
For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding, 

All  His  bounty  shall  bestow  : 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession. 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression, 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 


«< 


Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending, 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see, 
But  your  griefs  for  ever  ending, 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me  : 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to-day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

Cody  your  everlasting  light." 


d 
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RETIREBfENT. 

Fas.  from  the  wodd,  O  Lon!,  I  flee^ 

From  stiife  and  tnmalt  iiur ; 
From  scenes  wliere  Satan  wages  still 

His  most  soocessfal  war. 

The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade 
With  prayer  and  praise  agree. 

And  seem  by  Thy  sweet  boontj  made 
For  those  who  follow  Thee. 

There,  if  Thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul. 

And  grace  her  mean  abode^ 
Oh,  with  what  peace  and  joy  and  lore 

She  communes  with  her  God ! 

There  like  the  nigfatingsde  she  poors 

Her  solitary  lays ; 
Nor  asks  a  witness  of  her  song. 

Nor  thirsts  for  human  praise. 

Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life, 
Sweet  Source  of  light  Divine, 

And  all  harmonious  names  in  one^ 
My  Saviour,  Thou  art  mine. 

What  thanks  I  owe  Thee,  and  what  love, 

A  boundless,  endless  store 
Still  echo  through  the  realms  above 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 


SUBMISSION, 

O  Lord,  my  best  desire  fulfil, 

And  help  me  to  resign 
Life,  health,  and  comfort  to  Thy  will. 

And  make  Thy  pleasure  mine. 
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Why  should  I  shrink  at  Thy  command. 

Whose  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 
Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 

That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prize  to  Thee, 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld. 

Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

Thy  favour  all  my  journey  through. 

Thou  art  engaged  to  grant ; 
What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 

'Tis  better  still  to  want 

Wisdom  and  mercy  guide  my  way, 

Shall  I  resist  them  both  ? 
A  poor,  blind  creature  of  a  day. 

And  crush'd  before  the  moth  ! 

But  ah  !  my  inward  spirit  cries. 

Still  bind  me  to  Thy  sway ; 
Else  the  next  cloud  that  veils  the  skies, 

Drives  all  these  thoughts  away. 


"LOVEST  THOU  ME?" 

Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord. 
•Tis  thy  Saviour ;  hear  His  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee  ; 
"  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov*st  thou  me  ? 

**  I  delivered  thee  when  boimd. 
And  when  bleeding,  heal'd  thy  wound  ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right ; 
Tum'd  thy  darkness  into  light 

**  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 


I 
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**  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  heights  aboye^ 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath. 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

"  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon. 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done  ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ?" 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint. 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  Thee  and  adore ; 
Oh  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more  I 


LONGING  TO  BE  WITH  CHRIST. 

To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope. 
My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone  ; 

O  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up. 
And  wait  me  away  to  His  throne  I 

My  Saviour,  whom  absent,  I  love ; 

Whom  not  having  seen,  I  adore  ; 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 

All  glory,  dominion,  and  power. 

Dissolve  Thou  these  bonds,  that  detain 
My  soul  from  her  portion  in  Thee  ; 

Ah  !  strike  off  this  adamant  chain. 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

When  that  happy  era  b^ins, 

When  array*d  in  Thy  glories  I  shine^ 

Nor  grieve  any  more,  by  my  sins. 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline. 

0  then  shall  the  veil  be  removed. 

And  round  me  Thy  brightness  be  poar'd; 

1  shall  meet  Him,  whom  absent  I  loved^ 
I  shall  see  whom,  unseen,  I  adored. 
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Aikfthen  never  more  shall  the  fears. 

The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes, 
Which  darken  this  valley  of  tears, 

Intmde  on  my  blissful  repose. 

Or,  if  yet  rcmember'd  above. 

Remembrance  no  sadness  shall  ndse ; 
They  will  be  but  new  signs  of  Thy  love. 

New  themes  for  my  wonder  and  praise. 

Thus  the  strokes  which  from  sin  and  from  pain 

Shall  set  me  eternally  free, 
Will  but  strengthen  and  rivet  the  chain 

Which  binds  me,  my  Saviour,  to  Thee. 


PRAYER. 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer. 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there. 

Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdraw ; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw  ; 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love  ; 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

WhUe  Moses  stood  with  arms  spread  wide. 
Success  was  found  on  Israel's  side  ; 
But  when,  through  weariness  they  fail'd. 
That  moment  Amalek  prevailed. 

Have  you  no  words  ?  Ah  I  think  again. 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain. 
And  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 


M  2 
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Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent. 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent. 
Your  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be, 
"  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me." 


WALKING  WITH  GOD. 

0  FOR  a  closer  vralk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame  ; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  ! 

Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew. 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus,  and  His  word? 

What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoy'd  I 
How  sweet  their  memory  still  1 

But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

Return,  O  Holy  Dove,  return. 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 

1  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  moam. 

And  drove  Thee  from  my  breasL 

The  dearest  idol  I  have  known. 

Whatever  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  thraiM^ 

And  worship  only  Thee. 

So  shall  my  walk  be  dose  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  mv  frame  ; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  rond 
That  Wads  me  to  the  Lamb^ 


FRAISE  R^R  THE  FOUNTAIN  OPEXED. 

Thsu  i$  a  foontatn  filfd  wi^  bfaod» 
l^wn  from  EmmantKl's  vos  ; 

And  ^inuBCTS  plitn^ed  benead!k  that 
Lgt$e  all  tfabou:  gtnlCy  stuD& 
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The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 
And  there  may  I,  as  vile  as  he,  ' 

Wash  all  my  sins  away  ! 

Dear  dying  Lamb  !  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransom'd  Church  of  God 

Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

£*er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save  ; 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

Lord,  I  believe  Thou  hast  prepared 

(Unworthy  though  I  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought,  free  reward, 

A  golden  harp  for  me. 

*Tis  strung  and  tuned  for  endless  years, 

And  formed  by  power  Divine, 
To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears 

No  other  name  but  Thine. 


LOOKING  UPWARDS  IN  A  STORM. 

God  of  my  life,  to  Thee  I  call ; 
Afflicted,  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
When  the  great  water-floods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail ! 

Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the  faint, 

Where  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint  ? 

Where  but  with  Thee,  whose  open  door 

Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor  ?  ^ 
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Did  ever  mourner  plead  with  Thee, 
And  Thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea  ? 
Does  not  the  word  still  fix*d  remain. 
That  none  shall  seek  Thy  face  in  vain  ? 

That  were  a  grief  I  could  not  bear, 
Didst  Thou  not  hear  and  answer  prayer  ; 
But  a  prayer-hearing,  answering  God, 
Supports  me  under  every  load. 

Fair  is  the  lot  that's  cast  for  me  ; 
I  have  an  Advocate  with  Thee  ; 
They  whom  the  world  caresses  most 
Have  no  such  privilege  to  boast 

Poor  though  I  am,  despised,  forgot. 
Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not ; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must  succeed. 
For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plead. 
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fourteenth  year,  he  was  apprenticed  to  a  surgceon.  Renoond^  medkal  porsnits,  he  pra* 
ceeded  to  London  in  1780.  with  the  view  of  following  the  literary  professioa.  He  endBrad 
much  privation  at  first,  but  was  fortunate  in  staining  the  patronage  of  Edmnad  Bwke.  He 
was  enabled  to  take  cmlers,  and  became  domestic  chaplain  to  the  Dnke  of  Rnttand.  Urn 
obtained  a  living  and  married.  In  18x3,  he  was  preferred  to  the  living  of  Trowbtidgc,  WII»> 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  PILGRIM.* 

Pilgrim,  burden'd  with  thy  sin, 

Come  the  way  to  Zion's  gate  ; 
There,  till  Mercy  let  thee  in. 

Knock,  and  weep,  and  watch,  and  wait. 
Knock — He  knows  the  sinner's  cry  ; 

Weep — He  loves  the  mourner's  tears  ; 
Watch — for  saving  grace  is  nigh  ; 

Wait — till  heavenly  light  appears. 

*  These  verses  form  the  hyma  sung  hy  the  preacher  in  Crabbe's  poem  of  & 
Eustaoe  Grey. 
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Hark  !  it  is  the  Brid^joom*s  Toice : 

"  Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rest" 
Now  within  the  gate  rejoice. 

Safe,  and  sealed,  and  bought,  and  blest 
Safe — from  all  the  lures  of  vice  ; 

SealM — by  signs  the  chosen  know  ; 
Bought — by  love,  and  life  the  price ; 

Blest — the  mighty  debt  to  owe  I 

Holy  pilgrim  !  what  for  thee 

In  a  world  like  this  remain  f 
From  thy  guarded  breast  shall  flee 

Fear,  and  shame,  and  doubt,  and  pain. 
Fear — ^the  hope  of  heaven  shall  fly  ; 

Shame — from  glory's  view  retire  ; 
Doubt — in  certain  rapture  die  ; 

Pain — in  endless  bliss  expire. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

The  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow, 
And  trembling  leaves  appear ; 

And  fairest  flowers  succeed  the  snow, 
And  hail  the  infant  year. 

So  when  the  world  and  all  its  woes 

Are  vanished  far  away. 
Fair  scenes  and  wonderful  repose 

Shall  bless  the  new-bom  day. 

"When  from  the  confines  of  the  grave 

The  body  too  shall  rise  ; 
No  more  precarious  passion's  slave, 

Nor  error's  sacriBce. 

'Tis  but  a  sleep— and  Sion's  King 

Will  call  the  many  dead  ; 
'TIS  but  a  sleep— and  then  we  sing 

O'er  dropns  of  sorrow  fled. 
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Yes !  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow. 
And  trembling  leaves  appear. 

And  Nature  has  her  types  to  show 
Throughout  the  varying  year. 


GEORGE  CROLY,  LL.D. 


CBORGB  CROLY  wu  born  in  Dublin,  in  1781,  and  was  educated  at  Tiiidtjr  Odiecc    He  took     ** 
orders  in  the  Church,  but  was  for  many  years  devoted  to  Hterary  porsoits.    He  wss  am.  earff     J. 
contributor  to  BUukwood't  Magajn'tu.    His  more  considerable  poems  are  **  Paris  in  itss**      1 
and  the  "  Angel  of  the  World ;"  his  more  popular  works  of  fiction  are  **  Tales  of  die  Gfcat  SL      •, 
Bernard,"  "Sahithiel,"  and  "Marston."     His  other  principal  poblicatloos  are  a  **Life  «f 
Edmund  Burke."  "  Life  of  King  George  IV.."  and  a  work  00  the  Apocalypce.     Ib  183$.  LaHL      < 
Brougham  secured  for  Dr.  Croiy  the  united  living  of  St  Bene't  SherelMK  ^'^^  SL  StcplKs*i; 
Walbrook.    His  death  took  place,  suddenly,  in  London,  on  the  34th  Norember.  t9ba,  ia  Ua      I 
8oCh  year.    In  1854,  Dr.  Croly  published  "  Psafans  and  Hymns  for  Public  WoKh^**  xftMb 
Of  these  compositions,  ten  psalms  and  an  equal  number  of  hyoms  were  swiuea  bgr  M^ 
self: 

THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Teach  us,  Almighty  Lord,  this  day 

Thy  mercies  to  proclaim  ; 
Teach  us  with  heart  and  lip  to  pray, 

"All  hallow'd  be  Thy  Name." 

Grant  that  as  we  our  wrongs  forgive. 

Our  faults  may  be  forgiven  ; 
And  daUy  may  our  souls  receive 

The  bread  that  comes  from  heaven. 

Grant  that  our  hearts  no  more  may  jfield 

To  sin  and  Satan's  power ; 
But  make  Thy  word  our  sword  and  shidd. 

In  dark  temptation's  hour. 

Grant  that  Thou  mayst  be  worshipped  here 

As  angels  worship  Thee, — 
In  love  that  casteth  out  all  fear. 

Till  earth  shall  bow  the  ki^fe. 
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When  shall  we  see  the  coining  sign  ? 

VThen  hear  the  trampet  blown, 
Which  makes  earth's  kingdoms  all  be  Thine, 

The  nnivcrsc  Thy  throne  ? 


SPIRITUAL  GUIDANCE. 

Burst  be  the  day,  all  gracious  Lord, 
Which  Thou  to  man  hast  given. 

To  sing  Thy  praise,  and  hear  Thy  word. 
And  fix  his  heart  on  heaven. 

And  while  beneath  Thy  sacred  roof 

We  join  in  humble  prayer. 
May  every  thought  be  kept  aloof 

Unfit  to  enter  there. 

Teach  us  on  earth,  however  tried, 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  still ; 

To  make  Thy  law  our  only  guide, — 
Thy  will  our  only  will. 

Teach  us  to  keep  our  conscience  pure. 

Our  heart  without  a  stain  ; 
Our  hope  unclouded,  faith  secure, 

Till  death  dissolves  our  chain. 


SUPPLICATION. 
If  we  hre  in  the  Spirit,  let  us  also  walk  in  the  Spirit.  — Go/,  v.  as. 


Spirit  of  God  !  descend  upon  my  heart ; 

Wean  it  from  earth ;  through  all  its  pulses  move ; 
Stoop  to  my  weakness,  mighty  as  Thou  art. 

And  make  me  love  Thee  as  I  ought  to  love. 

I  ask  no  dream,  no  prophet-ecstasies  ; 

No  sudden  rending  of  the  veil  of  clay  ; 
No  angel-visitant,  no  opening  skies  ; 

Bat  take  the  dimness  of  my  sool  away. 
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Hast  Thou  not  bid  us  love  Thee,  God  and  King  ! 

All,  all  Thine  own — soul,  heart,  and  strength,  and  mi 
I  see  Thy  cross — ^there  teach  my  heart  to  ding : 

O  let  me  seek  Thee,  and  O  let  me  find  ! 

Teach  me  to  feel  that  Thou  art  always  nigh  ; 

Teach  me  the  struggles  of  the  soul  to  bear  ; 
To  check  the  rising  doubt,  the  rebel  sigh  ; 

Teach  me  the  patience  of  unanswered  prayer. 

Teach  me  to  love  Thee  as  Thine  angels  love^ 
One  holy  passion  filling  all  my  frame  ; 

The  baptism  of  the  heaven-descended  Dove^ 
My  heart  an  altar,  and  Thy  love  the  flame. 


A  DIRGE. 

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 
Here  the  evil  and  the  just. 
Here  the  youthful  and  the  old. 
Here  the  fearful  and  the  bold. 
Here  the  matron  and  the  midd. 
In  one  silent  bed  are  laid  ; 
Here  the  vassal  and  the  king 
Side  by  side  lie  withering ; 
Here  the  sword  and  sceptre  rust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 

Age  on  age  shall  roll  along 
O'er  this  pale  and  mighty  throng  ; 
Those  that  wept  them,  those  that  weep^ 
All  shall  with  these  sleepers  sleep ; 
Brothers,  sisters  of  the  worm. 
Summer's  sun,  or  winter's  storm. 
Song  of  peace,  or  battle's  roar, 
Ne'er  shall  break  their  slumbers  more  ; 
Death  shall  keep  his  solemn  trust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  I 
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Bat  a  day  b  coming  fast. 
Earth,  thy  mightiest  and  thj  last ; 
It  shall  come  in  fear  and  wonder. 
Heralded  by  trump  and  thunder  ; 
It  shall  come  in  sdife  and  toil ; 
It  shall  come  in  blood  and  spoil ; 
It  shall  come  in  empire's  groans, 
Boming  temples,  trampled  thrones. 
Then,  Ambition,  rue  thy  lust ! 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 

Then  shall  come  the  judgment  sign, — 
In  the  east  the  King  shall  shine  ; 
Flashing  from  heaven's  golden  gate. 
Thousand  thousands  round  His  state  ; 
Spirits  with  the  crown  and  plume. 
Tremble  then,  thou  sullen  tomb  I 
Heaven  shall  open  on  our  sight. 
Earth  be  tum'd  to  living  light. 
Kingdoms  of  the  ransom'd  just — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 

Then  shall,  gorgeous  as  a  gem. 
Shine  thy  mount,  Jerusalem  ; 
Then  shall  in  the  desert  rise 
Fruits  of  more  than  Paradise  ; 
Earth  by  angel-feet  be  trod, 
One  great  garden  of  her  God  ; 
Till  are  dried  the  martyr's  tears 
Through  a  glorious  thousand  years. 
Now  in  hope  of  Him  we  trust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  I 


172 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


SAMUEL  GROSSMAN. 

Samuel  Grossman  wu  son  of  Samuel  Crossman,  of  Bradfidd  Monadiaran. 
was  bora  in  1634.    He  became  Bachelor  of  Divinity  at  CambridKe,  and  obtained  a 
stall  in  Bristol  Cathedral.    He  is  author  of  a  number  of  separate  discourses,  aad 
volume  of  counsels  addressed  to  young  men.  He  published  nine  hymns,  which  have  laldlf  1 
reprinted  by  Mr.  Sedgwick.    His  death  took  place  on  the  4th  Febmafy.  xtSi,  aad  Ma  1 
were  interred  in  the  south  aisle  of  Briiitol  CathedraL 


HEAVEN.* 

FIRST  PART. 

Sweet  place  !  sweet  place  alone  ! 

The  court  of  God  most  high  ; 
The  heaven  of  heavens,  the  throne 
Of  spotless  Majesty : 

Oh,  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face  ? 

The  stranger  homeward  bends. 

And  sigheth  for  his  rest : 
Heaven  is  my  home,  my  friends 

Lodge  there  in  Abraham's  breast 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

Earth's  but  a  sorry  tent, 
Pitched  for  a  few  frail  days, 

A  short -leased  tenement ; 
Heaven's  still  my  song,  my  praise. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc 


No  tears  from  any  eyes 
Drop  in  that  holy  choir  ; 

But  death  itself  there  dies. 
And  sighs  themselves  expire. 

Oh,  happy  place  I  etc 

*  The  first  edidon  contained  an  additional  stanza,  but  it 
author  in  all  subsequent  editions. 
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There  should  temptations  cease, 

My  frailties  there  should  end  ; 
There  should  I  rest  in  peace. 

In  th'  arms  of  my  best  Friend. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 


SECOND  PART. 

Jerusalem  on  high. 

My  song  and  dty  is  ; 
My  home  whenever  I  die, 

The  centre  of  my  bliss. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

Thy  walls,  sweet  city  !  thine 
With  pearls  are  garnish^  ; 

Thy  gates  with  praises  shine. 
Thy  streets  with  gold  are  spread. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc 

No  sun  by  day  shines  there, 
Nor  moon  by  silent  night ; 

Oh,  no  !  these  needless  are  ; 
The  Lamb's  the  city's  light. 

Oh,  happ'y  place !  etc. 

There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  King, 
Judged  here  unfit  to  live  ; 

7*here  angels  to  Him  sing. 
And  lowly  homage  give. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease  ; 
The  prophets  there  behold 

Their  long'd-for  Prince  of  peace. 
Oh,  happy  place  1  etc 

The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  might  with  joy  behold  ; 

The  harpers  I  might  hear 
Harping  on  harps  of  gold. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc 
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The  bleeding  martyrs,  they, 
Within  those  courts  are  found  ; 

ClothM  in  pure  array. 
Their  scars  with  glory  crown'cL 
Oh,  happy  place  I  etc. 

Ah,  me  !  ah,  me  !  that  I 

In  Kedar's  tents  here  stay  ; 
No  place  like  this  on  high  ; 
Thither,  Lord,  guide  my  way. 
Oh,  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  fecc  ? 


THOMAS  DALE. 

AN  •ccompUihed  poet  tad  doquent  preacher,  THOMAS  Dalb, 
London,  on  the  »nd  Atq^ust.  1797.  He  was  educated  at  Christ's  Hospital,  and  ia  iti7,  < 
Corpus  Christi  College,  Cambridge.     In  x8i8.  he  published  his  "Widow  of  Naia;* 
poems  followed.    He  graduated,  and  in  x8aa  took  orders.    He  tangiit  at  Greenwidk 
Beckenham.    His  ftrst  preferment  was  to  the  curacy  of  St.  Michael'a,  ComhlU,  I.^adftiL 
iSse,  he  became  Professor  of  English  Literature  in  the  London  University.    Frooi  li^  1 
he  held  a  similar  office  in  King's  College,  London.    He  was  appointed,  in  1835,  to  the  Tk«^f     1 
of  St  Bride,  Fleet  Street.    In  1843,  he  obtained  a  canonry  in  St.  Paul's^  and  ia  other  thrae  yean     1 
he  was  preferred  to  the  vicarage  of  St.  Pancras.  In  x86x,  he  resigned  this  living,  on  hbaccqidK 
the  Rectory  of  Theifield,  Herts.    He  is  now  Canon  Residentiary  of  St.  Plaad^    C^Ma  Oalt 
has  published  three  volumes  of  poems,  numerous  discourses,  a  timaslatiaii  of  *^Tphffi:lp^  aai     * 
other  worka. 


WEEP  NOT  FOR  ME. 

When  the  spark  of  life  is  waning. 

Weep  not  for  me  ; 
When  the  languid  eye  is  straining. 

Weep  not  for  me. 
When  the  feeble  pulse  is  ceasing^ 
Start  not  at  its  swift  decreasing, 
'Tis  the  fettered  souFs  releasing ; 

Weep  not  for  me. 
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VTben  the  pangs  of  death  assail  me, 

Weep  not  for  me ; 
Christ  is  mine,  He  cannot  fail  me, 

Weep  not  for  me. 
Yes,  though  sin  and  doabt  endeavour 
From  His  love  my  sool  to  sever, 
Jesus  is  my  strength  for  ever ; 

Weep  not  for  me. 


WEEP  NOT  FOR  HIM.* 

Dear  as  thoa  wert,  and  justly  dear. 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee  ; 
One  thought  shall  check  the  starting  tear, — 

It  is,  that  thou  art  firee. 
And  thus  shall  faith's  consoling  power 

The  tears  of  love  Restrain  ; 
Oh,  who  that  saw  thy  parting  hour 

Could  wish  thee  here  again  ? 

Triumphant  in  thy  closing  eye 

The  hope  of  glory  shone ; 
Joy  breathed  in  thine  expiring  sigh 

To  think  the  fight  was  won. 
Gently  the  passing  spirit  fled. 

Sustained  by  grace  Divine ; 
Oh,  may  such  grace  on  me  be  shed. 

And  make  my  end  like  thine  ! 

HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 
{Contr^uted,) 

Think  is  the  spacious  earth,  O  God, 

And  Thine  the  boundless  sea  ; 
By  Thee  the  heavens  were  stretched  abroad, 

The  mountains  fix*d  by  Thee. 
Thou  speakest — and  the  whirlwinds  rise  ; 

Thou  speakest— all  is  still ; 
And  lightnings  glance  along  the  skies. 

Or  vanish  at  Thy  will. 

A  difge,  soBC  by  the  viOiige  mtnstrel  in  Mr.  Dak'f  "  Widow  of  Main.'^ 
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What  then  is  man,  and  what  are  we 

That  thus  we  seek  to  raise 
An  altar  in  our  hearts  to  Thee, 

And  from  our  lips  Thy  praise  ? 
Can  there  be  room  for  infant  strains 

Where  kindling  seraphs  flame  ? 
There  can — there  will,  for  Jesus  reigns, 

And  bids  us  bear  His  name. 


Meekly  in  that  blest  name  we  bow 

To  Thee,  Almighty  Lord  ; 
Nor  dread  avenging  lightnings  now. 

Nor  fear  the  flaming  sword. 
He  lived  to  bless,  and  died  to  save ; 

And  light  by  Him  is  given 
To  guide  our  passage  to  the  grave. 

And  through  the  grave  to  heaven. 

And  they,  by  whom  the  wisdom  came 

That  raised  our  hopes  above  ; 
They,  who  fulfillM  in  Jesus'  name 

A  ministry  of  love  ; 
May  they  unite  in  that  glad  strain  ; 

With  those  bright  eyes  adore ; 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 

But  lives  for  evermore." 


^ 
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THOMAS  DAVIS,  M.A. 


THB  RBV.  Thomas  Davis  is  a  natire  of  Worcester,  of  which  city  his  Cither,  Richard 
FiaaiJi*  Darls.  D.D.,  wm&  rector.  He  sttidied  at  Queen's  CoUeg^e,  Oxford,  where  he  graduated 
ia  c^x  In  tike  (oUktmag  year,  he  was  ordained  to  the  curacy  of  All  Saints,  Worcester.  In 
he  was  preferred  to  the  office  of  perpetual  curate  of  St.  John's,  Roundhay.  Yorkshire,  an 
which  he  still  retains.  Mr.  Daris  has  published  "  Devotional  Verse  for  a  Month." 
jBss,  39bk>  ;  "  Songs  for  the  Suffering,"  London,  1859,  8vo. ;  and  "  Hymns  Old  and 
Kcw.'  coiuistii^  ot  a>3  selected  and  a6o  original  hymns,  London,  1864,  33mo.  The  following 
lyrick  are  tzanscribcd  from  "Songs  for  the  Suffering,"  by  the  kind  permission  of 
Psvker,  the  pnblishers.  The  proof  sheets  have  been  revised,  and  an  alteration  made 
I  the  •ecoad  hyam,  by  the  author. 


LOVE  AND  FEAR. 

The  mighty  God  who  rules  above, 
He  is  thy  Father  :  oh,  with  love, 

Confiding  love,  draw  near  : 
Thy  Father  is  the  mighty  God 
Who  spread  the  firmament  abroad  : 

Approach  with  holy  fear. 

Thy  love  should  be  the  child's,  that  knows 
The  sweetness  of  secure  repose 

Upon  a  father's  breast ; 
Thy  fear,  the  feeling  pure  and  deep. 
That  prompts  him  watchfully  to  keep 

Meet  for  that  place  of  rest. 

Oh,  watch  and  pray  that  both  may  be 
In  holy  union  found  in  thee  ; 

And  thou  shalt  soon  adore 
Thy  God  and  Father  face  to  face. 
Where  love,  in  its  own  native  place, 

Reveres  for  evermore. 


DEATH  CONQUERED. 

Shall  I  fear,  O  earth,  thy  bosom. 
Shrink  and  faint  to  lay  me  there. 

Whence  the  fragrant,  lovely  blossom 
Springs  to  gladden  earth  and  air  ? 

1^ 
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Whence  the  tree,  the  brook,  the  river. 
Soft  clouds  floating  in  the  sky. 

All  fair  things  come  whispering  ever. 
Of  the  love  Divine  on  high  ? 

Yea,  whence  One  arose  victorious, 
0*er  the  darkness  of  the  grave; 

His  strong  arm  revealing,  glorious 
In  its  might  Divine  to  save. 

No,  fair  earth  !  a  tender  mother 

Thou  hast  been,  and  yet  canst  be  ; 
And  through  Him,  my  Lord  and  Brother, 
Sweet  shall  be  my  rest  in  thee  ! 


SAMUEL  DAVIES. 

Samuel  DAVIBS  was  born  at  Newcastle.  Delaware,  U.  S.,  on  the  yrA  Norembcr,  1724.   i 
exercising  Us  gitts  for  some  years  /is  a  preacher  of  the  Presbjrterian  Church,  be  was,  in 
appointed  President  of  New  Jersey  Collef^e.    He  died  on  the  4th  February.  1761.    His  hj 
were  published  in  1769,  under  the  care  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  T.  Gibbons. 


THE  PARDONING  GOD. 
Micah  vii.  x8. 

Great  God  of  wonders  !  all  Thy  ways 
Are  matchless,  godlike,  and  Divine  ; 

But  the  fair  glories  of  Thy  grace 
More  godlike  and  unrivall*d  shine  : 

Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

Crimes  of  such  horror  to  forgive, 
Such  guilty,  daring  worms  to  spare  ; 

This  is  Thy  grand  prerogative. 

And  none  shall  in  the  honour  share  : 

Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 
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Angels  and  men  resign  your  claim 

To  pity,  mercy,  love,  and  grace  ; 
These  glories  crown  Jehovah's  name 

With  an  incomparable  blaze  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

In  wonder  lost,  with  trembling  joy, 

We  take  the  pardon  of  our  God, 
Pardon  for  crimes  of  deepest  dye  ; 

A  pardon  bought  with  Jesu*s  blood  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

O  may  this  strange,  this  matchless  grace, 

This  godlike  miracle  of  love, 
Fill  the  wide  earth  with  grateful  praise, 

And  all  the  angelic  choirs  above  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 


JAMES  GEORGE  DECK. 

jfES  GEORGE  JXBCK  is  the  eldest  son  of  the  late  John  Deck,  Esq.,  of  Bury  St.  Edmunds. 
;  i»f4{|  a  coBUBissioa  is  the  army.  For  some  ycar«  he  has  been  settled  in  New  Zealand.  He 
aatfeor  <^  a  rr^gioos  memoir,  entitled  "  Joy  in  Departing;."  He  has  written  a  number  of 
BOL  Sereral  of  these  are  contained  in  "  Hymns  for  the  Poor  of  the  Flock,"  1838,  a  collec- 
a  ai  the  Plymoiith  Brethren,  to  which,  it  is  understood,  they  were  contributed  by  the 

HYMN  TO  JESUS. 

O  Lord,  when  we  the  path  retrace 

Which  Thou  on  earth  hast  trod, 
To  man  Thy  wondrous  love  and  grace, 

Thy  fSuthMness  to  God  :— 

Thy  love  by  man,  so  sorely  tried. 
Proved  stronger  than  the  grave  ; 

The  very  spear  that  pierced  Thy  side 
Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save. 

N  2 
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Faithful  amidst  onfiiithfulness, 
*  Midst  darkness  only  light. 

Thou  didst  Thy  Father's  name  confess, 
And  in  His  will  delight 

Unmoved  by  Satan's  subtle  wiles, 
Or  suffering,  shame,  and  loss  ; 

Thy  path  imcheer'd  by  earthly  smiles. 
Led  only  to  the  cross. 

O  Lord,  with  sorrow  and  with  shame, 
We  meekly  would  confess, 

How  little  we  who  bear  Thy  name. 
Thy  mind.  Thy  ways  express. 

Give  us  Thy  meek,  Thy  lowly  mind  : 

We  would  obedient  be ; 
And  all  our  rest  and  pleasure  find. 

In  fellowship  with  Thee. 


FAITH  AND  COMMUNION. 

When  first  overwhelmed  with  sin  and  shame, 
To  Jesus'  cross  I  trembling  came, 
Burden'd  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fear, 
Yet  drawn  by  love,  I  ventured  near, 
Pardon  I  found,  and  peace  with  God, 
In  Jesu's  rich,  atoning  blood. 

My  sin  is  gone,  my  fears  are  o'er, 
I  shun  His  presence  now  no  more  ; 
He  sits  upon  the  throne  of  grace. 
He  bids  me  boldly  seek  His  face  ; 
Sprinkled  upon  the  throne  of  God, 
I  see  that  rich,  atoning  blood. 

Before  His  face  my  Priest  appears  ; 
My  Advocate,  the  Father  hears : 
That  precious  blood,  before  His  eyes. 
Both  day  and  night,  for  mercy  cries  ? 
It  speaks,  it  ever  speaks  to  God — 
The  voice  of  that  atoning  blood. 
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By  fiuth  that  voice  I  also  hear  ; 
It  answers  doubt,  it  stills  each  fear  : 
Th*  accuser  seeks  in  vain  to  njove 
The  wrath  of  Him  whose  name  is  Love ; 
£ach  charge  against  the  sons  of  God 
Is  silenced  by  th'  atoning  blood. 

Here  I  can  rest  without  a'  fear  ; 

By  this,  to  God  I  now  draw  near ; 

By  this,  I  triumph  over  sin, 

For  this  has  made,  and  keeps  me  dean ; 

And  when  I  reach  the  throne  of  God, 

Til  praise  that  rich,  atoning  blood. 


THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

Lamb  of  God  !  our  souls  adore  Thee,' 

While  upon  Thy  face  we  gaze  : 
There  the  Father's  love  and  glory 

Shine  in  all  their  brightest  rays  : 
Thine  Almighty  power  and  wisdom 

All  creation's  works  proclaim  : 
Heaven  and  earth  alike  confess  Thee, 

As  the  ever  great  "  I  AM." 

Lamb  of  God  I  Thy  Father's  bosom 

Ever  was  Thy  dwelling-place  ; 
His  delight  in  Him  rejoicing. 

One  with  Him,  in  power  and  grace  ; 
Oh,  what  wondrous  love  and  mercy  ! 

Thou  didst  lay  Thy  glory  by, 
And  for  us  didst  come  from  heaven 

As  the  Lamb  of  God  to  die. 

Lamb  of  God  I  when  we  behold  Thee 

Lowly  in  the  manger  laid  ; 
Wandering  as  a  homeless  stranger. 

In  the  world  Thy  hands  had  made  ; 
When  we  see  Thee  in  the  garden 

In  Thine  agony  of  blood — 
At  Thy  grace  we  are  confounded. 

Holy,  spotless,  Lamb  of  God ! 
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When  we  see  Thee  as  the  victim. 

Bound  to  the  accursM  tree. 
For  our  guilt  and  sorrow  stricken. 

All  our  judgment  borne  by  Thee  : 
Lord,  we  own,  with  hearts  adoring, 

Thou  has  loved  us  unto  blood  ; 
Glory,  glory,  everlasting. 

Be  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God  ! 


SIR   EDWARD   DENNY,  BART. 


Sir  Edward  Denny,  Bart.,  of  Tralee  Castle,  county  Kerry,  Irdand.  was  born  oa  tfiea 
October,  1796.  On  the  death  of  his  father,  he  succeeded  as  fourth  baronet,  in  August,  t^ 
Sir  Edward  is  the  author  of  several  publications  on  Scripture  prophecies,  chiefly  in  lefeicw 
to  the  millennial  period.  In  1848,  he  published  "  Hymns  and  Poems,"  T.^oadon,  ubbki.  Til 
work  has  passed  into  a  second  edition.    Sir  Edward  resides  chiefly  in  T/ntdffn, 


THE  HEART  WATCHING  FOR  THE  MORNING. 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim^s  heart. 

Star  of  the  coming  day  I 
Arise,  and  with  Thy  morning  beams, 

Chase  all  our  griefs  away. 

Come,  blessM  Lord  !  bid  every  shore 

And  answering  island  sing 
The  praises  of  Thy  royal  name. 

And  own  Thee  as  their  King. 

Bid  the  whole  earth,  responsive  now 

To  the  bright  world  above. 
Break  forth  in  rapturous  strains  of  joy. 

In  memory  of  Thy  love. 


Lord,  Lord,  Thy  fair  creation  groans , 
The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea. 

In  unison  with  all  our  hearts, 
And  calls  aloud  for  Thee. 
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Come,  then,  with  all  Thy  quickening  power, 

With  one  awakening  smile. 
And  bid  the  serpent's  trail  no  more 

Thy  beauteous  realms  defile. 

Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  fruit 

Of  grace  and  peace  divine  ; 
Be  Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now. 

The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 


THE  MAN  OF  SORROWS. 

A  PILGRIM  through  this  lonely  world, 

The  blessed  Saviour  pass'd  ; 
A  mourner  all  His  life  was  He, 

A  dying  Lamb  at  last 

That  tender  heart  that  felt  for  all. 

For  all  its  life-blood  gave ; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place, 

Save  only  in  the  grave. 

Such  was  our  Lord — and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross  with  all  its  scorn. 
Or  love  a  faithless,  evil  world 

That  wreathed  His  brow  with  thorn  ? 

No ;  ^dng  all  its  frowns  or  smiles. 

Like  Him  obedient  still. 
We  homeward  press,  through  storm  or  calm, 

To  yon  celestial  hilL 

In  tents  we  dwell  amid  the  waste. 

Nor  turn  aside  to  roam 
In  folly's  paths,  nor  seek  our  rest 

Where  Jesus  had  no  home. 

Dead  to  the  world,  with  Him  who  died 

To  win  our  hearts,  our  love  ; 
We,  risen  with  our  risen  Head, 

In  spirit  dwell  above. 
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By  faith,  His  boundless  glories  there. 
Our  wondering  eyes  behold ; 

Those  glories  which  eternal  years 
Shall  never  all  unfold. 

This  fills  our  hearts  with  deep  desire 
To  lose  ourselves  in  love, 

Bears  all  our  hopes  from  earth  away. 
And  fixes  them  above. 


\ 


THE  HEART  BIDDING  FAREWELL  TO  THE  WORLl 

Thou  vain,  deceitfiU  world,  farewell  I 

Thine  idle  joys  no  more  we  love ; 
By  faith  in  brighter  worlds  we  dwell. 

In  spirit  find  our  home  above. 

Jesus,  we  go  with  Thee,  to  taste 

Of  joy  supreme  that  never  dies ; 
Our  feet  still  press  the  weary  waste, 

Our  heart,  our  home  are  in  the  skies. 

And  oh  I  while  unto  heaven's  high  hill 
The  toilsome  path  of  life  we  tread. 

Around  us,  loving  Father,  still 
Thy  circling  wings  of  mercy  spread. 

From  day  to  day,  from  hour  to  hour, 

Oh,  may  our  rising  spirits  prove 
The  strength  of  Thine  almighty  power. 

The  sweetness  of  Thy  saving  love. 


THE  CHURCH  CHEERED  WITH  THE  HOPE  OF 
HER  LORD'S  RETURN. 

Bride  of  the  Lamb,  awake  !  awake  ! 

Why  sleep  for  sorrow  now  ? 
The  hope  of  glory,  Christ  is  thhie, 

A  child  of  glory  thou. 
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Thy  spirit,  through  the  lonely  night 

From  earthly  joy  apart. 
Hath  sigh*d  for  one  that's  far  away, — 

The  Bridegroom  of  thy  heart 

Bat  see,  the  night  is  waning  fast. 

The  breaking  mom  is  near, 
And  Jesus  comes  with  voice  of  love 

Thy  drooping  heart  to  cheer. 

He  comes,  for  oh.  His  yearning  heart 

No  more  can  bear  delay. 
To  scenes  of  full  unmingled  joy. 

To  call  His  Bride  away. 

This  earth,  the  scene  of  all  His  woe, 

A  homeless  wild  to  thee. 
Full  soon  upon  His  heavenly  throne 

Its  rightful  King  shall  see. 

Thou  too  shalt  reign,  He  will  not  wear 

His  crown  of  joy  alone; 
And  earth  His  royal  Bride  shall  see 

Beside  Him  on  the  throne. 

Then  weep  no  more ;  'tis  all  thine  own — 

His  crown.  His  joy  Divine ; 
And,  sweeter  far  than  all  beside. 

He,  He  Himself  is  thine. 


REST  FOR  THE  WEARY. 

Where,  in  this  waste,  unlovely  world, 
May  weary  hearts,  opprest 

With  thoughts  of  sorrows  yet  to  come, 
In  calm  assurance  rest  ? 

In  Him  who,  of  the  Father's  love, 

The  gracious  herald  came, 
Of  mercy  to  a  guilty  world. 

Of  blessing  through  His  name. 
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In  Him  who,  with  unsullied  feet 

And  guileless  spirit,  trod 
The  paths  of  this  unquiet  eaith. 

In  solitude  with  God. 

In  Jesus  who,  ascended  now. 
Looks  backward  on  the  past. 

Feels  for  His  suffering  members  here, 
And  loves  us  to  the  last 

'Tis  only  in  His  changeless  love, 

Our  waiting  spirits,  blest 
With  the  sweet  hope  of  glory,  find 

Their  dwelling-place  of  rest 

In  the  same  track  where  He  of  old 

The  dreary  desert  trod. 
Led  onward  by  His  grace,  we  Lam 

The  fulness  of  our  God. 


k 


LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

Children  of  light,  arise  and  shine ! 
Your  birth,  your  hopes  are  all  divine ; 

Your  home  is  in  the  skies  ; 
Oh,  then,  for  heavenly  glory  bom. 
Look  down  on  all  with  holy  scorn 

That  earthly  spirits  prize. 

With  Christ,  with  glory  full  in  view. 
Oh,  what  is  all  the  world  to  you  ? 

What  is  it  all  but  loss  ? 
Come  on,  then,  cleave  no  more  to  earth, 
Nor  wrong  your  high  celestial  birth. 

Ye  pUgrims  of  the  cross  ! 

The  cross  is  ours  ;  we  bear  it  now ; 
But  did  not  He  beneath  it  bow. 

And  suffer  there  at  last  ? 
All  that  we  feel  can  Jesus  tell  ; 
His  gracious  soul  remembers  well 

The  SOI  rows  of  the  past. 
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O  blessM  Lord,  we  yet  shall  reign, 
RedeemM  from  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain. 

And  walk  with  Thee  in  white. 
We  suffer  now,  but  oh,  at  last 
We'll  bless  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  the  past. 

And  own  our  cross  was  light. 


DAVID  DICKSON. 

k  SISTDSCUISHED  Presbyterian  minister,  Davio  Dickson,  was  born  at  Glasgow,  in  1583. 
fm  ifidL  be  was  ordaiiKd  minister  of  Irrine ;  in  1640,  he  became  Professor  of  Divinity  at 
rianilin  ;  aad,  after  an  interval  of  tea  years,  he  was  preferred  to  the  Chair  of  Theology  in  the 
CWveniry  of  Edinburgh.  He  was  deprived  of  his  office  at  the  Restoration,  for  refusing  the 
■Bk  of  supfcniacy.  'His  death  took  place  in  1663.  DtckMin  published  conunentaries  on 
iKioas  portkas  of  Scripttire.  and  other  theological  works.  The  weU-lcnown  hymn,  "  O  Mother 
Aear.  Jerttsaleai,'  presented  here  in  an  abridged  form,  was  adapted  by  him  from  an  older 
■OEiioa,  of  which  the  aathor^hip  is  unknown. 


THE  NEW  JERUSALEM. 

O  MOTHER  dear,  Jerusalem  ! 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end, 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 
O  happy  harbour  of  God's  saints  ! 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil  ! 
In  thee  no  sorrow  may  be  found, 

No  grief,  no  care,  no  toil ! 

In  thee  no  sickness  is  at  all, 

No  hurt,  nor  any  sore  ; 
There  is  no  death,  nor  ugly  sight, 

But  life  for  evermore. 
No  dimmish  clouds  o'ershadow  thee, 

No  dull  nor  darksome  night  I 
But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun. 

For  God  Himself  gives  light. 
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The  houses  are  of  ivory, 

The  windows  crystal  clear. 
Thy  streets  are  laid  with  beaten  gold. 

Where  angels  do  appear. 
Thy  walls  are  made  of  predous  stones, 

Thy  bulwarks  diamond  square  ; 
Thy  gates  are  made  of  orient  pearl, 

O  God !  if  I  were  there. 


There  love  and  charity  do  reign. 

And  Christ  is  all  in  all ; 
Whom  they  most  perfectly  behold 

In  glory  spiritual. 
They  love,  they  praise,  they  praise,  they  love, 

They  "Holy,  holy,"  cry  ; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  faint,  nor  end. 

But  laud  continually. 


O  passing  happy  were  my  state 
Might  I  be  worthy  found. 

To  wait  upon  my  God  and  King, 
His  praises  there  to  sound  ! 


With  cherubim  and  seraphim. 

And  holy  souls  of  men. 
To  sing  Thy  praise,  O  God  of  hosts. 

For  ever,  and  amen  I 


^ 


The  preceding  hymn  is  better  known  in  the  altered  form  which  we  subjoin.  Into  this  si 
h  has  been  rendered  through  the  instrumentality  of  different  hands,  several  of  which  art 
precisely  known.  In  its  modem  form,  the  hymn  first  appeared  in  a  little  work,  entitled 
Help  and  Guide  to  Christian  Families,"  published  in  1693,  by  the  Rev.  William  Bm 
Burkitt  was  bom  on  the  asth  July,  X651X  He  became  Vicar  of  Dedham,  Essex,  and 
in  I703. 

HEAVENLY  JERUSALEM. 

Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  ! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me  ! 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end. 

In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 
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When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls 

And  pearly  gates  behold  ? 
Thy  bulwarks,  with  salvation  strong, 

And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

O  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend. 
Where  congregations  ne*er  break  up, 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 

There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom. 

Nor  sin,  nor  sorrow  know  ; 
Blest  seats  !  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 

I  onward  press  to  you. 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there. 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  I 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee  ; 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 
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WILLIAM   CHATTERTON   DIX. 

William  ChaTTERTON  DiX  was  born  at  Bristol  In  June,  1837.  His  Iktber,  Jobs  Dl^ 
originally  a  surgeon  in  that  city,  was  a  persoa  of  much  ingenuity  and  litenry  tasf«e.  He  p^ 
Ushed  a  life  of  Chatterton,  the  *'  Local  I^egends  of  BriNtol,"  "  Lays  of  Rome,"  and  odNT 
works ;  he  died  lately  in  America.  The  subject  of  this  notice  was  educated  at  BrkMl 
Grammar  School,  and  was  bred  to  mercantile  pumiits.  During  the  last  foor  years,  be  !■• 
resided  in  Glasgow ;  he  holds  a  respectable  appointment  in  a  Marine  Insurance  OflSce.  Mb 
Dix  has  published  a  number  of  sacred  and  other  lyrics  in  Tfu  Wrttem  Dotty  Press  ac«»> 
paper,  and  is  author  of  a  small  poetical  volume.  The  following  hymn  was  coatribatcd  by  Ub 
to  "  Hymns  Andent  and  Modem  ;**  it  is  here  reproduced  with  the  penoisskia  of  the  ediftorsf 
that  work. 

EPIPHANY. 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old 
Did  the  guiding  star  behold  ; 
As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light, 
Leading  onward,  beaming  bright : 
So,  most  gracious  Lord,  may  we 
Evermore  be  led  to  Thee. 


As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped 
To  that  lowly  manger-bed  ; 
There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Him  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet. 
Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat. 

As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 
At  that  manger  rude  and  bare ; 
So  may  we  with  holy  joy, 
Pure,  and  free  from  sin's  alloy. 
All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ,  to  Thee,  our  heavenly  King. 

Holy  Jesus  !  every  day 
Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
And,  when  earthly  things  are  past. 
Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide, 
Where  no  clouds  Thy  glory  hide. 
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^^    >  vv7^^"^^°^y  country  bright 
^^VT^  no  created  light ; 
**^         T^  ^ig^t.  Its  joy,  its  crown, 
*^        ^^  sun  which  goes  not  down  ; 
'^y  •»  ^^  ever,  mav  we  sing 
^^^^^'^^  to  our  King. 


PHILIP  DODDRIDGE,  D.D. 

noi>DKtI>GE  "s  i>ora  h  London,  on  the  a6th  June.  170a.    Educated  In  an  ucademj 
'^"l^T         ill   aaul  a/lei  wards  at  Hinckley,  he  entered  the  ministry  In  1722.    In  the  foDowing' 
settled  at  Kibworth.    In  1739.  he  removed  to  Northampton.    Having  contracted 


0  I>eceinber,  1750,  be  proceeded  to  the  south  of  Europe  to  try  the  benefits  of  a 
He  died  at  Lisbon,  on  the  26th  October.  1751.    Dr.  Doddridge  is  well  known 
of  **  The  Rise  and  Proin«ss  of  Religion  in  the  Soul,"  the  "  Family  Expositor  of 
Testamcntt"  sod  the  "  Life  of  Colonel  Gardiner."    His  hymns,  numbering  375.  were 
sobseqoent  to  his  decease,  by  Mr.  Job  Orton,  his  friend  and  bio^^pher.    The 
lorre  been  transcribed  from  an  edition  of  Dr.  Doddridge's  hynms.  published  by  his 
Jcdio  Doddridge  Humphreys,  Esq.,  Loiadon,  1819,  36mo. 


SALVATION. 

Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes. 

And  lift  your  voices  high  ; 
Awake,  and  praise  that  sovereign  love. 

That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies  ; 

Each  moment  brings  it  near  ; 
Then  welcome  each  declining  day  ! 

Welcome  each  closing  year ! 

Not  many  years  their  round  shall  run, 

Nor  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  revealed 

To  our  admiring  eyes. 

Yc  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  course  ; 

Ye  mortal  powers  decay  ; 
Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death. 

Ye  bring  eternal  day.  j 
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GRACE. 

Grace  !  'tis  a  charming  sound. 

Harmonious  to  mine  ear ; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound. 

And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 

Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Through  everlasting  days ; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone. 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  RACE. 

Awake,  my  soul !  stretch  every  nerve. 
And  press  with  vigour  on  : 

A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

A  cloud  of  witnesses  around, 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey  : 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod. 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

'Tis  God*s  all-animating  voice, 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high  ; 

'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright. 
Which  shall  new  lustre  boast, 

When  victors'  wreaths  and  monarchs'  gems 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 
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Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Hive  I  my  race  begun  ; 
And  crown'd  with  victory,  at  Thy  fo 

I'll  lay  my  honoiin  down. 


FOR  NEW-YEAR'S  DAY. 

Eteknal  Source  of  every  joy  1 
Well  may  Thy  praise  our  lips  employ. 
While  in  Thy  temple  we  appear. 
Whose  goodness  crowtis  the  circling  year. 

While,  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll. 
Thy  band  supports  the  steady  pole  ; 
The  sun  is  taught  by  Thee  to  rise. 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

The  flowery  spring  at  Thy  command 
Embalms  (he  air.  and  paints  the  land  ; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigour  shine, 
To  raise  the  com  and  cheer  ihe  vine. 

"Thy  hand  In  autumn  richly  pouts 
Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores  ; 
And  winter,  soften'd  by  Thy  cares, 
No  more  a  face  of  honor  wears. 

Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and  days. 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise  ; 
Still  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid 
With  opening  light  and  dosing  shade. 

Here  in  Thy  house  shall  incense  rise. 
As  circling  Sabliaths  bless  our  eyes  ; 
And  dill  we  make  Thy  mercies  known. 
Around  Thy  board,  and  round  our  own. 

O  viM-f  our  more  harmonious  tongues 
In  worlds  unknown  pursue  these  songs  ; 
And  in  those  brighter  courts  adore, 
Where  dap  aad  jre«rs  revolve  no  more. 
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OX  OPEXIXG  A  PLACE  OF  WORSHIP. 

AxD  will  the  great  eternal  God 
On  earth  estahiish  His  abode? 
And  will  He  from  His  radiant  throne 
Avow  our  temples  for  His  own  ? 

We  bring  the  tribute  of  our  praise. 
And  sing  that  condescending  grace, 
\\'hich  to  our  notes  ^ill  lend  an  car. 
And  caU  sueh  sinful  mortals  near. 

Our  Father's  watchful  care  we  bless, 
Which  guards  our  Churches  here  in  peace. 
That  no  tumultuous  foes  invade. 
To  make  our  trembling  souls  afraid. 

These  walls  we  to  Thine  honour  raise  ; 
Long  may  they  echo  with  TTiy  praise  ; 
And  Thou,  descending,  fill  the  place 
With  choicest  tokens  of  Thy  grace. 

Here  let  the  great  Redeemer  reign 
With  all  the  virtues  of  His  train  ; 
While  power  di>-ine  His  word  attends. 
To  conquer  foes,  and  cheer  His  friends. 

And  in  the  great  decisive  day, 
When  God  the  nations  shall  survey. 
May  it  before  the  world  appear 
That  crowds  were  born  to  glory  here. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

God  of  my  life,  through  all  its  days 
My  grateful  powers  shall  sound  Thy  praise  ; 
The  song  shall  wake  with  opening  light. 
And  warble  to  the  silent  night. 

When  anxious  cares  would  break  my  rest, 
And  griefs  would  tear  my  throbbing  breast. 
Thy  tuneful  praises  raised  on  high 
Shall  check  the  murmur  and  the  sigh. 
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When  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail, 
And  all  the  powers  of  language  fail, 
Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall  break. 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 

But  oh  !  when  that  last  conflict's  o'er, 
And  I  am  chain'd  to  flesh  no  more. 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise. 
To  join  the  music  of  the  skies  ! 

Soon  shall  I  learn  the  exalted  strains 
Which  echo  o'er  the  heavenly  plains  ; 
And  emulate,  with  joy  unknown. 
The  glowing  seraphs  round  Thy  throne. 

The  cheerful  tribute  will  I  give. 
Long  as  a  deathless  soul  can  live  ; 
A  work  so  sweet,  a  theme  so  high. 
Demands  and  crowns  eternity. 


DIVINE  MERCY. 

Great  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame. 
We  own  Thy  power  divine  ; 

We  hear  Thy  breath  in  every  storm. 
For  all  the  winds  are  Thine. 

Wide  as  they  sweep  their  sounding  way 
They  work  Thy  sovereign  will ; 

And,  awed  by  Thy  majestic  voice. 
Confusion  shall  be  stilL 


Thy  mercy  tempers  every  blast 
To  them  that  seek  Thy  face. 

And  mingles  with  the  tempest's  roar 
The  whispers  of  Thy  grace. 

Those  gentle  whispers  let  me  hear, 
Till  all  the  tumult  cease  ; 

And  gales  of  paradise  shall  lull 
My  weary  soul  to  peace. 


o  2 
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GOD  IN  PROVIDENCE. 

O  God  of  Jacob,  by  whose  hand 

Thine  Israel  still  is  fed. 
Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 

Hath  all  our  ftithers  led  ; 

To  Thee  our  humble  vows  we  raise, 
To  Thee  address  our  prayer, 

And  in  Thy  kind  and  faithful  breast 
Dep>osit  all  our  care. 

If  Thou,  through  each  perplexing  path. 
Wilt  be  our  constant  guide  ; 

If  Thou  wilt  daily  bread  supply. 
And  raiment  wilt  provide  ; 

If  Thou  wilt  spread  Thy  shield  aronnd. 
Till  these  our  wanderings  cease. 

And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode. 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace  : 

To  Thee,  as  to  our  covenant  God, 

We  will  ourselves  resign  ; 
And  count,  that  not  our  tenth  alone. 

But  all  we  have  is  Thine. 


OUR  GREAT  HIGHPRIEST. 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 
Our  great  High-Priest  above, 

And  celebrate  His  constant  care, 
His  sympathy  and  love. 

Though  raised  to  a  superior  throne. 
Where  angels  bow  around. 

And  high  o*er  all  the  heavenly  host. 
With  matchless  honour  crowned, — 

The  names  of  all  His  saints  He  bears. 
Deep  graven  on  His  heart ; 

Nor  shall  the  meanest  Christian  say. 
That  he  hath  lost  his  part 
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Those  characters  shall  fair  abide 

Our  everlasting  trust, 
When  gems  and  monuments  and  crowns 

Are  moolder'd  down  to  dnst 

So,  gracious  Saviour,  on  my  breast 

May  Thy  dear  name  be  worn, 
A  sacred  ornament  and  guard, 

To  endless  ages  borne. 


GOD  THE  LIGHT  OF  HIS  SAINTS. 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell. 

With  all  your  feeble  light ; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon. 

Pale  empress  of  the  night 

And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day. 

In  brighter  flames  arrayed  ; 
My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere. 

No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  Divine  abode. 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

The  Father  of  eternal  light 
Shall  there  His  beams  display. 

Nor  shall  one  moment^s  darkness  mix 
With  that  unvaried  day. 

No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes. 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amidst  those  brighter  skies. 

There  all  the  millions  of  His  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite. 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view 

With  infinite  delight. 
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THE  WISE  CHOICE. 

Beset  with  snares  on  every  hand. 
In  life's  uncertain  path  I  stand  : 
Saviour  Divine,  diffuse  Thy  light 
To  guide  my  doubtful  footsteps  right 

Engage  this  roving,  treacherous  heart 

To  fix  on  Mary's  better  part ; 

To  scorn  the  trifles  of  a  day 

For  joys  that  none  can  take  away. 

Then  let  the  wildest  storms  arise  ; 
Let  tempests  mingle  earth  and  skies  ; 
No  fatal  shipwreck  shall  I  fear, 
But  all  my  treasures  with  me  bear. 

If  Thou,  my  Jesus,  still  be  nigh. 
Cheerful  I'll  live,  and  joyful  die  : 
Secure,  when  mortal  comforts  flee. 
To  find  ten  thousand  worlds  in  Thee. 


REJOICING  IN  OUR  COVENANT  WITH  GOD. 

O  HAPPY  day  that  fix'd  my  choice 
On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  : 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice. 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

O  happy  bond  that  seals  my  vows 
To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love  ! 

Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

'Tis  done  !  the  great  transaction's  done  ; 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine  : 
He  drew  me,  and  I  follow'd  on, 

Charm'd  to  confess  the  voice  Divine. 

Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ! 

Fix'd  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest  ! 
O  who  with  earth  would  grudge  to  part 

When  call'd  with  angels  to  be  bless'd  ? 
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High  heaven  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear ; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


CHRISrS  MESSAGE. 

Hark  the  glad  sound  !  the  Saviour  comes. 

The  Saviour  promised  long ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 

And  every  voice  a  song. 

On  ftim  the  Spirit,  largely  pour'd, 

Exerts  its  sacred  fire  ; 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  zeal,  and  love. 

His  holy  breast  inspire. 

He  comes  the  prisoners  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst. 

The  iron  fetters  yield. 

He  comes  from  thickest  films  of  vice. 

To  clear  the  mental  ray. 
And  on  the  eyeballs  of  the  blind 

To  pour  celestial  day. 

He  comes  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure. 
And  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace, 

T*  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

His  silver  trumpets  publish  loud 

The  jubilee  of  the  Lord ; 
Our  debts  are  all  remitted  now. 

Our  heritage  restored  I 

Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  peace. 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim  ; 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 

With  Thy  beloved  name. 
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CHRISTIAN    PERFECTION. 

Father  of  peace,  and  God  of  love. 

We  own  Thy  power  to  save. 
That  power  by  which  our  Shepherd  rose 

Victorious  from  the  grave. 

We  triumph  in  that  Shepherd's  name. 

Still  watchful  for  our  good. 
Who  brought  the  eternal  covenant  down. 

And  seal'd  it  with  His  blood. 

So  may  Thy  Spirit  seal  my  soul. 
And  mould  it  to  Thy  will ;         ^ 

^hat  my  fond  heart  no  more  may  stray. 
But  keep  Thy  covenant  stilL 

Still  may  we  gain  superior  strength. 

And  press  with  vigour  on, 
Till  full  perfection  crown  our  hopes. 

And  fix  us  near  Thy  throne. 


^ 


THE  LAW  OF  LOVE. 

Far  from  Thy  servants,  God  of  grace 
The  unfeeling  heart  remove  ; 

And  form  in  our  obedient  souls 
The  image  of  Thy  love. 

O  may  our  sympathising  breasts 
Thy  generous  pleasure  know, 

Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joy, 
And  weep  for  others*  woe  ! 

Where'er  the  helpless  sons  of  grief 

In  low  distress  are  laid. 
Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel. 

And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 

O  be  the  law  of  love  fulfiU'd 
In  every  act  and  thought : 

Each  angry  passion  far  removed. 
Each  selfish  view  forgot. 
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Be  thou,  my  heart,  dilated  wide 

With  this  kind,  social  grace ; 
And  in  one  grasp  of  fervent  love 

All  earth  and  heaven  embrace. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN.* 

H£R  heart  was  in  heaven^nd  she  cared  not  for  earth, 

Nor  all  that  its  pleasures  afford  ; 
And  death  was  to  her  but  a  life-giving  birth. 

For  she  lived  in  the  joy  of  her  Lord. 

In  this  valley  she  walk'd  like  an  angel  of  love. 

Sent  to  lighten  our  sorrowful  shade, 
Yet  glad  to  revisit  that  region  above, 

Where  it  first  was  in  glory  array'd. 

A  seal  was  impress'd  on  her  sweet-beaming  brow, 

That  mark'd  her  for  saintly  repose — 
Tbe  hope  that  enraptured  her  life,  and  is  now 

Fulfill'd  at  life's  dark-seeming  close. 

A  doud  of  deep  trouble  encompassed  her  frame, 
And  her  day  was  soon  tum'd  into  night  ; 

But  the  cross,  like  a  heaven -pointing  pillar  of  flame, 
Fill'd  the  eye  of  her  spirit  with  light. 

•  Mrs.  W.  W.  Duncan,  of  Clciah. 
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As  from  a  dark  prison  she  struggled  away 
To  a  mansion  of  God  in  the  sky  ; 

And  her  light  is  now  lost  in  the  brightness  of  day, 
In  the  glory  that  never  shall  die. 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  sanctified  rest  in  the  skies. 
Her  life  was  a  Sabbath  of  peace  ; 

And  the  day  that  beheld  her  dear  Saviour  arise, 
Was  the  day  of  her  spirit's  release. 


HYMN. 

(Contributed,) 

O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace, 
How  lovely  is  Thy  dwelling-place  I 
The  temple  where  Thou  art  adored 
As  universal  King  and  Lx)rd  ; 
Where  meet  the  simple-hearted  just 
In  holy  awe  and  childlike  trust. 
To  catch  devotion^s  kindling  flame, 
And  sing  the  glory  of  Thy  name. 

Nor  yet  alone  in  sacred  fane. 
Dost  Thou  in  sovereign  greatness  reign — 
From  the  earth's  plains  and  mountains  bold 
Firm  fix'd  on  their  foundations  old  ; 
From  oceans  that  obey  Thy  will. 
Thy  kingdom  stretches  wdening  still ; 
Far  as  the  astonish'd  eye  can  pierce 
The  grand  and  glowing  universe. 

And  when  the  eye  of  science  foils. 
And  her  own  region  faith  unveils. 
Ascending  to  her  heavenly  goal» 
What  glories  burst  upon  the  soul  f 
The  visible  creation  fades, 
The  sun  and  stars  are  dimmM  in  shades 
Before  that  boundless  vision  bright. 
That  blaze  of  uncreated  light. 
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O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace, 

How  spadous  is  Thy  dwelling-place  ! 

From  low-roofd  churches,  towers  sublime, 

From  minsters  sanctified  by  time, 

And  homes  where  humble  Christians  dwell, 

"What  songs  of  spiritual  gladness  swell  1 

Joining  the  hymn  of  earth  and  sea. 

And  starry  heavens,  that  mounts  to  Thee. 
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«'  CHRIST  SHALL  GIVE  THEE  LIGHT." 

Thou  earth,  o'er  which  the  curse  of  sin 

Has  flung  the  shroud  of  night, 
On  thee  the  day-spring  hath  appeared, 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

O  sinner  !  on  whose  soul  hath  dwelt 

Sin*s  deep  and  deadly  blight. 
Arise  !  hope  dawns  upon  the  tomb. 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

Christian  !  does  thy  pathway  seem 

Dark  to  thy  feeble  sight  ? 
Direct  thine  eyes  to  Christ  on  high, 

For  He  shall  give  thee  light. 

Soldier  !  does  the  shadowy  foe 

Darken  the  field  of  fight  ? 
Dauntless  hold  up  the  shield  of  faith^ 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 


i 
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Mourner !  has  sorrow  bow'd  thy  heart 
In  sad  and  dreary  night  ? 

Smile  through  thy  tears,  the  day  is  nigh 
When  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

Thou  trembling  one,  who  must  appear 
Before  Christ  in  His  might ! 

He  is  thy  Judge,  but  He  is  love, 
And  He  shall  give  thee  light. 

Bless*d  heir  of  glory  !  hast  thou  reach'd 
Thy  home  so  pure  and  bright  ? 

Thy  heritage  is  sure,  for  Christ 
For  ever  gives  thee  light. 


"GOD  IS  LOVE." 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Survey  the  world, 

Each  hill,  each  vale,  each  stream,  each  grove ; 

From  every  rock,  and  field,  and  tree, 
A  voice  replies,  that  "God  is  love  I" 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Gaze  through  the  skies 
On  yon  bright  orbs  which  ceaseless  move 

In  glorious  maze — still  as  they  roll 

They  chant  the  song  that  **  God  is  love  ! 


^ 
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What  is  the  Lord  ?  Look  to  the  place 
Where  glory  sits  enthroned  above ; 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  there 
Cry,  with  one  voice,  that  **God  is  love  !'* 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Search  Nature's  store, 
Her  length  and  breadth,  below,  above — 

There's-  not  an  atom  but  appears 
Stamp'd  with  the  record,  **  God  is  lore  ! 


)f 


Yet  amid  all,  behold  yon  tree  ! 

One  glance  of  faith  will  sweetly  prove, 
That  there  the  brightest  ray  descends. 

Which,  beaming,  tells  that  "  God  is  love  ! 


f> 
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Duk  it  Ihe  wood,  and  stain'd  with  blood. 
Vet  o'er  it  broods  the  holy  Dove, 

UHeiing,  to  all  eternity, 
TIk ttill,  anal) Toicc,  that  "God  is  love!" 


HEAVEN. 

OVi  ^rlous  home  above. 
Tie  atj  of  our  Cod, 
The  resting-place  of  peace  and  lov«i 
ILe  pilgrim's  aweet  abode. 

Oh  br  an  an^jel's  wing. 
To  soar  above  (he  skies. 
And  join  the  angelic  choir  who  sinj; 
Their  hallowM  symphonies ! 

Pure  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Prepared  by  Jesus'  hand, 
That  all  Hb  own  may  sweetly  rest 
Safe  in  Emmanuel's  land. 

May  each  we  love  be  there, 
From  death  and  darkness  free  ; 
Oar  joy  unspeakable  to  share 
Thronghont  eternity. 


CBlW''- 
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j^ise  abroad, 
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Ere  these  received  their  name  or  birth, 
She  dwelt  in  heaven,  she  smiled  on  earth  ; 
Of  all  celestial  graces  blest. 
The  first — ^the  last — the  greatest — best 

i  When  Faith  and  Hope,  from  earth  set  free, 

I  Are  lost  in  boundless  ecstasy, 

Eternal  daughter  of  the  skies, 
[  She  moants  to  heaven,  and  never  dies. 


THE  COMING  OF  THE  LORD. 

A  VOICE  from  the  desert  comes  awful  and  shrill : 
•*  The  Lord  is  advancing — prepare  ye  the  way ; 

The  word  of  Jehovah  He  comes  to  fulfil, 

And  o'er  the  dark  world  pour  the  splendour  of  day. 

Bring  down  the  proud  mountain,  though  towering  to  heaven, 

And  be  the  low  valley  exalted  on  high  I 
The  rough  path  and  crooked  be  made  smooth  and  even, 

For,  Sion,  your  King,  your  Redeemer,  is  nigh." 

The  beams  of  salvation  His  progress  illume. 
The  lone,  dreary  wilderness  sings  of  her  God ; 

The  rose  and  the  m)nrtle  shall  suddenly  bloom. 
And  the  olive  of  peace  spread  its  branches  abroad. 


VICTORY  THROUGH  CHRIST. 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord  1 

The  victory  is  ours  ; 
And  hell  is  overcome 

By  Christ's  triumphant  powers. 
The  monster  sin 

In  chains  is  bound, 
And  death  has  felt 
His  mortal  wound. 
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Oppress*d  by  guilt  and  woe, 
In  darkness  long  we  lay  ; 
Till  Christ  on  earth  appeared. 
Then  all  was  boundless  day. 
With  terror  struck, 
The  host  of  night 
Fled  in  despair, 
To  shun  the  light 

Now  o'er  the  vanquished  tomb, 

Behold  the  trophy  blaze  ; 
The  banner  of  the  Cross, 
That  pours  its  streaming  rays. 
To  mark  the  path 

Where  Jesus  trod. 
And  upward  guide 
Our  steps  to  God. 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord ! 

The  victory  is  won  ; 
And  up  the  path  to  heaven 
Our  march  is  now  begun. 
The  hymn  of  joy 
Exulting  raise, 
And  shout  aloud 
The  Saviour's  praise. 

RETIREMENT. 

O  HAD  I  the  wings  of  a  dove. 
To  the  desert  afar  I  would  flee. 

To  the  solitude  sweet  th&t  I  love. 
From  discord  and  misery  free. 

There  'mid  the  lone  wilds  of  creation. 
By  folly  and  faction  untrod. 

On  the  bright-beaming  ray  of  salvation. 
My  soul  should  oft  mount  to  my  God. 

No  passion  with  swift -scorching  levin. 
Should  flash  on  the  bower  of  my  rest. 

But  the  sweet,  tranquil  aspect  of  heaven 
Its  image  reflect  in  my  breast 
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While  sounds,  with  high  ecstasy  filling 
My  soul,  all  around  me  should  rise ; 

From  harps  of  blest  seraphim  thrilling 
Unseen  as  they  float  through  the  skies. 


JOHN   DRYDEN. 


of  tSfee  sreateit  of  Britlih  poets.  JOHN  Dryden.  was  bora  at  Aldwlnkle,  NorthampCon- 
,  oi  die  9ch  Aosrnst,  X63X.  He  was  educated  at  Westminster  School,  and  Trinity  CoDege. 
He  porMJcd  the  career  of  a  poet  and  man  of  lettcn,  under  a  Tariety  of  external 
His  poems,  plays,  and  prose  works  hare  been  edited  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  In 
octxvo  vdamea^  Dryden  died  on  the  ist  May,  170a  He  was  interred  in  Westminster 
His  neat  w«xk  is  lus  translation  of  Vix]K^ 


CREATOR  SPIRIT  1  BY  WHOSE  AID. 

Creator  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid. 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind ; 
Come,  pour  Thy  joys  on  human  kind  ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 
And  make  Thy  temples  worthy  Thee. 

O  Source  of  uncreated  light  ! 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire  ; 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring. 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 
Rich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy  ! 
Thou  strength  of  His  Almighty  hand. 
Whose  power  doth  heaven  and  earth  command. 
Proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence. 
Who  dost  the  gift  of  tongues  dispense, 
And  crown'st  Thy  gift  with  eloquence, — 

Jtefine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts, 

3ut  oh !  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts  I  | 
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Our  frailties  help,  and  vice  coatrcd^ 
Submit  the  senses  to  the  soul ; 
And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown. 
Then  lay  Thy  hand  and  hold  them  down. 

Chase  from  our  minds  the  infernal  foe, 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  bestow  ; 
And  lest  our  feet  should  step  astray, 
Protect  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 

Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe  ; 
Give  us  Thyself,  that  we  may  sec 
The  Father  and  the  Son  by  Thee 

Immortal  honours,  endless  fame 
Attend  th'  Almighty  Father's  name  j 
The  Saviour-Son  be  glorified. 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died  ; 
And  equal  adoration  be. 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  Thee. 


JAMES  EDMESTON. 


THB  author  of  nearly  two  thousand  hymns,  JAMES  EDMSSTON  was  bora  at  Wapfk 
Lonion,  on  the  loth  September,  1791.  Hi.s  youth  was  ^iicnt  at  Hackney.  He  wasartidad 
an  architect  in  Ms  sixteenth  year.  In  1816,  he  commenced  business  as  an  architect,  oa  bis0i 
account.  He  now  resides  at  Humerton,  a  suburb  of  the  metropolis  In  xtxft,  ke 
small  volume  of  poems.  Ills  subsequent  lutblications  are  "  Sacred  Lyrics,'  x8ao — if 
two  volumes;  the  "Cottage  Minstrel,"  ifox,  inno ;  "Missionary  Hymns,**  xtla4 ;  "HyaH 
XB44;  "Sonnets,"  1845;  "Hymns  for  the  Chamber  of  Sickness;**  "Ctoaet  Hyiaut  « 
Toctas,"  and  "  Infant  Breathintfs,"  1846.  In  1847,  the  spreater  portion  of  Mr.  Edaanai 
lyrical  compositions  were  cuUccted  in  a  slnj^le  volume.  The  following  coaiposiliQU  If 
been  here  printed  tmdcr  Mr.  Edmeston's  revision. 


EVENING  HYMN. 

Saviovr,  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal  ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing. 

Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst  heal. 
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Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreaxj, 

Daricness  cannot  hide  fix>m  Thee ; 
Thoa  art  He,  who,  never  weaiy, 

Watchest  where  Thy  people  be. 

Though  destmction  walk  around  us. 

Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly, 
Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  ns  ; 

We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 

Should  svrift  death  this  night  overtake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  mom  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 


THE  SABBATH  EVENING. 

Is  there  a  time  when  moments  flow 

More  lovelily  than  all  beside  ! 
It  is,  of  all  the  times  below, 

A  Sabbath  eve  in  summer  tide. 

Oh,  then  the  setting  sun  smiles  fair ; 

And  all  below,  and  all  above 
The  different  forms  of  nature  wear 

One  universal  garb  of  love. 

And  then  the  peace  that  Jesus  beams, 
The  life  of  grace,  the  death  of  sin, 

With  nature's  placid  woods  and  streams, 
Is  peace  without,  and  peace  within. 

Del^tful  scene  ! — a  world  at  rest, 
A  God  all  love,  no  grief  nor  fear  : 

A  heavenly  hope,  a  peaceful  breast, 
A  smile,  unsullied  by  a  tear  1 

If  heaven  be  ever  felt  below, 

A  scene  celestial  as  this 
May  cause  a  heart  on  earth  to  know 

Some  fioretaste  of  unmingled  bliss. 
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Delightful  hour !  how  soon  will  night 
Spread  her  dark  mantle  o'er  thy  reign  I 

And  morrow's  quick  returning  light 
Must  call  us  to  the  world  again. 

Yet  will  there  dawn  at  last  a  day — 
A  sun  that  never  sets  shall  rise  ; 

Night  will  not  veil  its  ceaseless  ray  I 
The  heavenly  Sabbath  never  dies  I 


AS  OFT,  WITH  WORN  AND  WEARY  FEET. 

As  oft,  with  worn  and  weary  feet. 
We  tread  earth's  rugged  valley  o'er, 

The  thought  how  comforting  and  sweet, 
Christ  trod  this  very  path  before  ! 

Our  wants  and  weaknesses  He  knows, 

From  life's  first  dawning  to  its  dose. 


Do  sickness,  feebleness,  or  pain. 
Or  sorrow  in  our  path  appear  ? 

The  recollection  will  remain — 
More  deeply  did  He  suffer  here  : 

His  life,  how  truly  sad  and  brief^ 

Fill'd  up  with  suffering  and  grief. 

If  Satan  tempt  our  hearts  to  stray. 
And  whisper  evil  things  within. 

So  did  he,  in  the  desert  way. 
Assail  our  Lord  with  thoughts  of  sin, 

When,  worn,  and  in  a  feeble  hour 

The  tempter  came  with  all  his  power. 

Just  such  as  I,  this  earth  He  trod. 
With  every  human  ill  but  sin  ; 

And,  though  indeed  the  very  God, 
As  I  am  now  so  He  has  been. 

My  God,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me 

With  pity,  love,  and  sympathy. 
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SPIRITUAL  PEACE. 

Come,  sacred  peace,  delightful  guest. 
Diffuse  thy  heaven  within  my  breast ! 
Thy  soothing  power,  thy  gladdening  ray 
God  gires,  and  none  can  take  away. 

A  stormy  world,  a  heart  of  sin 
Make  strife  without  and  fear  within  ; 
But  God  can  give  the  soul  repose, 
Though  toss'd  by  storms  and  pressed  by  foeg. 

Perpetual  summer,  cloudless  skies, 
A  gashing  spring  which  never  dies, 
A  table  in  the  desert  spread, 
A  pillow  for  the  weary  head, — 

Such  is  the  peace  which  God  can  give, 
My  sweetest  portion  while  I  live  ; 
And  when  the  last  dark  hour  draws  nigh. 
My  sweetest  solace  as  I  die. 


TRUST  IN  GOD  IN  ANXIETY. 

Why  should  I,  in  vain  repining, 

Mourn  the  clouds  that  cross  my  way  ? 

Since  my  Saviour's  presence  shining 
Turns  the  darkness  into  day. 

Earthly  honour,  earthly  treasure^ 
All  the  warmest  passions  win. 

And  the  silken  wings  of  pleasure, 
Only  waft  us  on  to  sin. 

But  within  the  vale  of  sorrow. 
Ail  with  tempests  over-blown. 

Purest  light  and  joy  we  borrow 
From  the  face  of  God  alone. 

Welcome,  then,  each  darker  token  ; 

Mercy  sent  it  from  above  : 
So  the  heart,  subdued,  not  broken. 

Bends  in  fear,  and  melts  with  love. 
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SIR  ARCHIBALD   EDMONSTONE,  BART, 


Sir  Archibald  Edmonstonb,  Baronet,  of  Duntreath.  Sdrii&gdiire;  is  the  i 

of  an  ancient  Scottish  family.    He  was  born  in  179s  and  succeeded  to  the  Baronetcy  ia  i 

Sb-  Archibald  is  author  of  "  A  Journey  to  the  Oasis  of  Upper  Ecypt,"  and  other  < 

of  a  relij^ous  character.    The  following  coiiqx>sttions  are,  under  his  rerlsioo.  traascrSwd  Aat 

a  duodecimo  volume  from  his  pen,  entitled  "  Meditations  in  Verse  for  the  Smdays  aad  VUlf 

Days  throughout  the  Year."  London,  1858. 


••FOLLOW  THOU  ME." 

Strange  that,  through  grace,  in  one 
Such  diverse  characters  combined  ; 
Son  of  thunder,  voice  of  love, 
Eagle  strength  in  gentle  dove. 


And  while  he  on  his  Saviour's 
Found  his  place  of  surest  rest. 
Burst  on  his  prophetic  eye 
Depths  of  wondrous  mystery. 


And  so  with  us,  when  once  we  place 
Our  trust  in  Christ's  sustaining  grace. 
The  spirit,  erst  how  fierce  and  wild. 
Turns  to  Him  as  confiding  child. 

Prospective  breaks  a  brighter  day  ; 
And  as  scenes  present  pass  away. 
The  soul,  'mid  noise  and  strife  set  firee^ 
Hears  one  voice  only,  "  Follow  me." 


find 


TRUST  IN  CHRIST. 

The  Christian's  voice  is  low  and  meek. 
The  Christian's  strength  is  faint  and  weak  ; 
Yet  that  meek  voice  to  heaven  will  rise. 
That  feeble  strength  may  win  the  skies. 

For  voice  and  strength  are  not  his  own. 
They  issue  from  God's  grace  alone  ; 
That  grace  the  faltering  tongue  sets  fine^ 
And  breathes  a  living  energy. 
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The  foremost  of  the  warrior  band. 
Who  bore  the  cross  o'er  sea  and  land  ; 
The  first  in  perils,  toils,  and  woes, 
'Midst  stripes  and  deaths  and  fiercest  foes ; — 

He  boasts  bnt  of  infirmities, 

In  those  his  chiefest  glory  lies  : 

So  doth  our  all  on  God  depend. 

Our  Strength,  our  Guardism,  and  our  Friend. 


CHARLOTTE  ELIZABETH. 

tixyTTH  Elizabeth  was  bom  at  Norwich,  on  the  ist  October,  1790.  She  was  the  only 
Her  ^  tike  Rer.  Michael  Browne,  rector  of  St.  Cues'  parish  in  that  city.  At  an  early 
1,  sbe  accepced  the  haikd  of  Captain  George  Fhclan.  of  the  60th  Rifles,  but  this  onion 
d  aa  aahappy  one.  Thrown  upon  her  own  resources,  she  contributed  to  the  Dublin 
Society,  aad  otherwise  sotig^ht  a  Hvetihood  by  lettered  industry.  She  resided  suc- 
rdy  in  DoUki,  CHftoo,  Sandhurst,  and  Loodoo.  In  1S34,  she  became  editor  of  7*A« 
rttaiB  Ixtditjf  MagaMtme,  Her  husband.  Captain  Phelau,  who  had  sought  to  deprive  her 
r  lit<T»T  earnings,  died  in  1837.  After  three  years  of  widowhood,  she  married  Mr.  L.  H. 
a,  bat  «J«^  tontiniTf**  to  retain  her  two  Christian  names  as  her  literary  designation.  She 
m  m****  hapfriness  with  her  second  husband,  at  Blackheath.  Kent,  till  her  death,  which 
pfat^^  00  the  zath  July,  X841&    Her  worlu  are  veiy  numerous. 

THE  ROSE  OF  SHARON.' 

Rose  of  Sharon,  far  excelling 

Every  flower  of  mortal  birth, 
From  the  glories  of  Thy  dwelling, 

Look  upon  us  plants  of  earth. 
Here  Thou  once  didst  suffer  anguish, 

Drought,  and  floods,  and  darkened  sky ; 
Here  beneath  the  tempest  languish, 

When  the  storm  of  wrath  was  high. 

Rose  of  Sharon  !  then  debased, 

None  can  now  with  Thee  compare  ; 
In  seraphic  anthems  praised, 

Fairest  plant  of  all  the  fair. 

^wMJ  the  two  following  hymns  are  transcribed  from  "  Posthumous  and 

^"^  hf  Chftriocse  Elizabeth.    London,  1846.  . 
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Ever  fragrant  and  unfading, 
Thou  dost  in  perfection  grow, 

Though  destruction  all-pervading 
Devastate  the  world  below. 

Rose  of  Sharon  !  may  we  never 

Blush  the  deep-red  tint  of  shame, 
If  the  world  in  scorn  should  sever 

From  the  plants  that  bear  Thy  name  ; 
Us,  Thy  feeble  saplings,  nourish 

By  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ; 
May  we  blossom  here,  and  flourish 

In  Thy  paradise  above. 


EARTHLY  TRIALS.  AND  HEAVENLY  GLORY. 

Tribulation,  pain,  and  woe 
Are  the  Christian's  lot  below  ; 
Glory,  triumph,  peace,  and  love 
Are  the  Christian's  crown  above. 

Shall  we  sport  a  little  while 
In  the  world's  deceitful  smile, — 
Careless  how  we  waste  our  breath. 
Thoughtless  of  eternal  death  ? 

No  ;  if  Christian  souls  we  be, 
Saviour,  we  must  live  to  Thee  ; 
Trusting  in  Thy  mighty  name, 
We  can  welcome  grief  and  shame. 

Jesus,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  come  ; 
Short,  though  rough,  the  journey  home  ; 
Let  Thy  grace  but  now  be  given. 
Glory  will  be  ours  in  heaven. 


PARTING. 

While  to  several  paths  dividing. 
We  our  pilgrimage  pursue, 

May  Jehovah,  safely  guiding, 
Keep  His  scattered  flock  in  view. 
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May  the  bond  of  sweet  communion 

Every  distant  soul  embrace, 
Till,  in  everlasting  union. 

We  attain  our  resting-place. 

Oh,  'tis  sweet,  each  other  aiding, 

In  companionship  to  move  ; 
One  pure  flame  and  heart  pervading. 

One  our  Lord,  our  faith,  our  love. 
Sweet  when  each  can  bend,  imploring, 

Soothing,  for  his  brother's  pain ; 
And,  the  stumbling  foot  restoring, 

Cheer  him  to  the  race  again. 

Here  a  passing  breath  may  sever 

Friends  in  dearest  union  tied ; 
But  created  power  shall  never 

Tear  us  from  our  Shepherd's  side. 
Life,  and  death,  and  hell  combining. 

Present  things,  and  things  to  come. 
Cannot  cloud  the  promise  shining. 

Cannot  bar  us  from  our  home. 

Now  we  part  in  tearful  sadness. 

Bearing  forth  the  precious  grain  : 
^We  shall  yet,  in  mirth  and  gladness. 

Bring  our  harvest  sheaves  again. 
Thus,  while  fond  affection  weepeth, 

Faith  exalts  her  cheering  voice ; 
He  that  soweth,  he  that  reapeth 

"Will  together  soon  rejoice. 


THE  TRUE  PROTECTOR.' 

Holy  Saviour,  mighty  King, 
O'er  me  spread  Thy  guardian  wing : 
'    When  by  trembling  fears  distress'd. 
Let  me  flee  to  Thee  and  rest. 

*  Fram  "The  Minor  Poems  of  Charlotte  Elizabeth,  written  especially  for 
xcadera."     Dublin,    aamo,  pp.  ga. 
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Call  me,  keep  me  by  Thy  side, 
Teach  me  there  alone  to  hide : 
Where  for  safety  should  I  flee. 
If  my  footsteps  stray 'd  from  Thee  ? 

Warn  me  with  Thy  gentle  voice  ; 
Point  my  path,  and  guide  my  choice  ; 
Let  me,  Lord,  in  Thee  possess 
Wisdom,  peace,  and  righteousness. 


CHARLOTTE  ELLIOTT. 

CHARLOTTB  Elliott  is  grand-dau(;hter  of  the  celebrated  preadier,  the  Rer.  Joba  Va 
Her  brother,  the  Rev.  Edward  Bishop  EUiott.  incumbent  of  St.  Mark's  Chapel.  Bnchtoa. 
the  well-known  author  of  "  Hor<e  Apocalypticae."  Miss  Elliott  has  pttt>Ushed  '*  Moniiaf  ai 
Evening  Hymns  for  a  Week,  by  a  Lady."  36  pp..  "  Hoiu-k  of  Sorrow  Cheered  and  Comforted 
and  "Poems  by  C.  E.,"  1863.  lamo.  She  publishes  annually  a  small  volume,  entitled  "Tl 
Christian  Remembrancer."  She  has  contributed  117  hymns  to  various  ^tions  of  **  H 
Invalid's  Hymn-Book,"  and  edited  the  last  edition  of  that  comptlatfan. 
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SUNDAY   EVENING. 

The  Sabbath  day  has  reached  its  close  1 
Yet,  Saviour,  ere  I  seek  repose, 
Grant  me  the  peace  TTiy  love  bestows  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 

O  heavenly  Comforter,  sweet  Guest ! 
Hallow  and  calm  my  troubled  breast ; 
Weary,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 

If  ever  I  have  found  it  sweet 
To  worship  at  my  Saviour's  feet. 
Now  to  my  soul  that  bliss  repeat ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 

Let  not  the  Gospel  seed  remain 
Unfruitful,  or  be  lost  again  ! 
Let  heavenly  dews  descend  like  rain  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 
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Oh,  ever  present,  ever  nigh, 
JesnSy  on  Thee  I  fix  mine  eye ; 
Thoa  hear'st  the  contrite  spirit's  sigh  : 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 

My  only  Intercessor  Thoo, 
Mingle  Thy  fragrant  incense  now 
With  every  prayer  and  every  vow ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 

And  oh  I  when  life's  short  course  shall  end. 
And  death's  dark  shades  around  impend. 
My  God,  my  everlasting  Friend, 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet. 

From  blush  of  mom  to  evening  star. 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet — 
The  hour  of  prayer  ! 

Bkst  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  mom. 

And  blest  th2it  solemn  hour  of  eve. 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne,      1 
The  world  I  leave. 

For  then  a  Day-spring  shines  on  me. 

Brighter  than  mom's  ethereal  glow ; 
And  richer  dews  descend  from  Thee, 
Than  earth  can  know. 

Tlien  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renew'd  ; 
Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven ; 
Then  dost  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

^o  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

Here  for  my  every  want  I  find. 
What  strength  for  war£ure,  balm  for  grief ! 
What  peace  of  mind  1 
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Hush*d  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear. 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay  ; 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissfiil  shore, 

No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be. 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 


PRAYER  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

O  HOLY  Saviour,  Friend  unseen  I 
The  faint,  the  weak  on  Thee  may  lean  ; 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  varying  soene^ 
By  faith  to  cling  to  Thee. 

Blest  with  communion  so  Divine, 
Take  what  Thou  wilt,  shall  I  repine. 
When,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine. 
My  soul  may  cling  to  Thee  ? 

Far  from  her  home,  fatigued,  oppiess'd. 
Here  she  has  found  a  place  of  rest ; 
An  exile  still,  yet  not  unblest. 
While  she  can  cling  to  Thee. 

Without  a  murmur  I  dismiss 
My  former  dreams  of  earthly  bliss: 
My  joy,  my  recompense  be  this. 
Each  hour  to  cling  to  Thee. 

What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove. 
And  earthly  friends  and  jojrs  remove ; 
With  patient  uncomplaining  love. 
Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee. 

Oft  when  I  seem  to  tread  alone 
Some  barren  waste,  with  thorns  o'eigrown, 
A  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone, 
Whispers,  "  Still  cling  to  me." 
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Though  faith  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 
I  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside ; 
How  safe,  how  cahn,  how  satisfied 
The  souls  that  cling  to  Thee  ! 

They  fear  not  life's  rough  storms  to  brave, 
Since  Thou  art  near,  and  strong  to  save ; 
Kor  shudder  e'en  at  death's  dark  wave^ 
Because  they  cling  to  Thee. 

Blest  is  my  lot,  whate'er  befall ; 
What  can  disturb  me,  who  appal. 
While  as  my  strength,  my  rock,  my  all. 
Saviour,  I  cling  to  Thee  ? 


JUST  AS  I  AM. 

Just  as  I  am, — ^without  one  plea 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me^ 
And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

Just  as  I  am, — and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  1 

Just  as  I  am, — ^though  toss'd  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

Jnst  as  I  am, — poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
Sif^t,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
Yea  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am, — ^Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe  ; 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 
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Just  as  I  am, — Thy  love  tinknotm 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea  Thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

Just  as  I  am,— of  that  free  love 
**  The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height "  to  pro^ 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above, — 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 


"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

My  God  and  Father !  while  I  straj 
Far  from  my  home,  on  life*s  rough  way, 

0  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 

Though  dark  my  path,  and  sad  my  lot, 
Let  me  **be  still"  and  murmur  not  ; 
Or  breathe  the  prayer,  Divinely  taught, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved,  no  longer  nigh, 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 
"  Thy  wUl  be  done." 

Though  Thou  hast  calPd  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prized,  it  ne'er  was  mine  ; 

1  have  but  yielded  what  was  Thine ; 

"Thy  will  be  done." 

Should  grief  or  sickness  waste  away 
My  life  in  premature  decay  ; 
My  Father,  still  I  strive  to  say, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 

Let  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  Guest, 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 
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my  will  firom  day  to  day ; 
Slend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
Ail  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done." 


RALPH  ERSKINE. 

gjm  HltSKTSTB  was  bom  at  MmiUaws.  Northumberland,  on  the  zsth  March,  z66^  He 
■jfS^  at  the  University  of  EdfatbarKh,  where  he  graduated  In  f704.  He  was  licenced  to 
eadi  in  1709^  and  in  X7zx  was  ordained  to  the  ministry  at  Dunfermline.  In  Z733  he  adhered 
hu  bcwtber  Ebenecer,  and  two  other  ministers,  when  they  constituted  the  Associate  Pres- 
fterj.  He  formally  seceded  in  1737,  and  in  the  year  following  was  deposed  by  the  General 
jHcmbly.  His  death  took  place  on  the  6di  November,  175a.  Ralph  Er&kine  composed  a 
y^eM-^i  ParaphxaLac  at  the  Song  of  Solomon,  the  Book  of  Lamentations,  and  portions  of  the 
loekafJ<^  His  "Gospel  Sonnets  "have  been  often  reprinted.  Many  of  them  are  variations 
f  the  hymns  of  Dr.  Watts. 

GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  CHRIST.* 

All  nature  spreads,  with  open  blaze, 

Her  Maker's  name  abroad  ; 
And  every  work  of  His  displays 

The  power  and  skill  of  God. 

But  in  the  grace  that  rescued  man 

His  brightest  glory  shines  ; 
Here,  on  the  cross,  'tis  fairest  drawn, 

In  precious  bloody  lines. 

Here  His  whole  name  appears  complete  ', 

And  who  can  guess  or  prove. 
Which  of  the  letters  best  are  writ. 

The  wisdom,  power,  or  love  ? 

Justice  and  mercy,  truth  and  grace, 

In  all  their  sweetest  charms. 
Here  met,  and  joined  their  kind  embrace 

With  everlasting  arms. 

*  Fioan  a  comf^te  edition  of  Ralph  Ersklne's  poetical  works,  8vo.  The  preface 
u  ikti^ri  (Hassow,  Sept.  34, 1778. 
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PROSPECT  OF  GLORY. 

Oh,  send  me  down  a  draught  of  love. 
Or  take  me  hence  to  drink  above  ! 
Here  Marah's  water  fills  my  cup  ; 
But  there  all  griefs  are  swallow*d  up. 

Love  here  is  scarce  a  faint  desire  ; 
But  there  the  spark's  a  flaming  fire  ; 
Joys  here  are  drops  that  passing  flee. 
But  there  an  overflowing  sea. 

My  faith,  that  sees  so  darkly  here. 
Will  there  resign  to  vision  clear  ; 
My  hope,  that's  here  a  weary  groan. 
Will  to  fruition  yield  the  throne. 

Here  fetters  hamper  freedom's  vring. 
But  there  the  captive  is  a  king  ; 
And  grace  is  like  a  buried  seed, 
But  sinners  there  are  saints  indeed. 

My  portion  here's  a  crumb  at  best. 
But  there  the  Lamb's  eternal  feast ; 
My  praise  is  now  a  smother'd  fire. 
But  then  I'll  sing  and  never  tire. 

Now  dusky  shadows  cloud  my  day. 
But  then  the  shades  will  flee  away  ; 
My  Lord  will  break  the  dimming  glass, 
And  show  His  glory  face  to  face. 

My  numerous  foes  now  beat  me  down. 
But  then  I'll  wear  the  victor's  crown  ; 
Yet  all  the  revenues  I'll  bring 
To  Zion's  everlasting  King. 


*  We  have  followed  Sir  Roundell  Palmer  in  adapting  as  a  sqp«iate  l 
last  seven  of  twenty  verses  of  one  of  Erskine's  Gospel  sonnets,  entitli 
Deserted  Believer  longing  for  perfect  Pardon  from  Sin.** 
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JOHN   FAWCETT. 


mat  FAWCETT  was  bora  at  Lid^et  Green,  near  Bradford,  Yorkshire,  on  the  i8th  January 
3^  1b  ha  sazteenth  year,  he  was  awakened  to  senous  convictions  by  listening  to  a  discourse 
f  WteieSeld.  In  1763,  he  entered  the  ministry  of  the  Baptist  Church,  and  after  two  years, 
tMiiDed  the  change  ol*  a  congregation  at  Wainsgate.  He  removed  to  Hebden  Bridge,  in  the 
■Be  ocighbourhood,  fai  1777.  In  1783.  his  volume  of  "  Hymns  adapted  to  the  cinnimstancea 
r  pabbc  Wonhip  and  Private  Devotion,"  was  published  at  Leeds.  A  second  edition  was 
by  Mr.  Fawcett  shortly  before  his  death.  He  died  on  the  85th  July,  1817.  He  composed 
thedogical  wozlu.    His  memoirs  have  been  published. 


SUPPORT  IN  AFFLICTION. 

Afflicted  soul,  to  Jesus  dear, 
Thy  Saviour's  gracious  promise  hear  ; 
His  faithful  word  declares  to  thee, 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 


Let  not  thy  heart  despond  and  say, 
"  How  shall  I  stand  the  trying  day  ?" 
He  has  engaged  by  firm  decree 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Thy  faith  is  weak,  thy  foes  are  strong  ; 
Yet  sure  the  conflict  shan't  be  long  : 
TTiy  Lord  shall  make  the  tempter  flee, 
For  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

The  Christian  race  with  patience  run. 
Till  grace  complete  the  work  begun  ; 
Wrestle  and  strive  for  victory, 
For  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Should  persecution  rage  and  flame. 
Still  trust  in  thy  Redeemer's  name ; 
In  fiery  trials  thou  shalt  see, 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

When  called  to  bear  the  weighty  cross, 
Or  sore  afflictions,  pain,  or  loss. 
Or  deep  distress,  or  poverty, 
Still  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 
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*  When  ghastly  death  appears  in  view, 

Christ's  presence  shall  thy  fears  subdue  ; 

He  comes  to  set  thy  spirit  free. 

And  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 


THE  BIBLE. 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine. 

By  inspiration  given  ! 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 

To  guide  our  souls  to  heave^d. 

Its  light,  descending  from  above. 
Our  gloomy  world  to  cheer, 

Displays  a  Saviour's  boundless  love, 
And  brings  His  glories  near. 

It  shows  to  man  his  wand'ring  ways. 
And  where  his  feet  have  trod  ; 

And  brings  to  view  the  matchless  grace 
Of  a  forgiving  God. 

When  once  it  penetrates  the  mind. 

It  conquers  ev'ry  sin  ; 
Th'  enlighten'd  soul  begins  to  find 

The  path  of  peace  divine. 

It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears  ; 
Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  impaxts, 

And  quells  our  rising  tears. 

This  lamp  thro'  all  the  tedious  night 

Of  life  shall  guide  our  way. 
Till  we  behold  the  dearer  light 

Of  an  eternal  day. 
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DEUGHT  IN  GOD. 

Pakent  of  good,  TTiy  works  of  mighl 
I  trace  wilh  wonder  and  ddight ; 

Thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 
There's  nought  in  earth,  or  sea,  or  air, 
Oi  heaven  itselli  that's  good  or  iair. 

But  what  U  wholly  Thine. 

InuDcnsely  high  Thy  glories  rise. 
They  strike  rny  soul  with  sweet  snrpiise. 

And  sacred  pleasure  yield  ; 
An  ocean  wide,  without  a  bound, 
Where  every  noble  wish  is  drown'd, 

And  every  want  is  fill'd. 

The  riches  of  Tity  matchless  grace, 
Display'd  in  my  Redeemer's  face, 

Aiuact  my  wond'riug  mind  ; 
Here  wisdom,  love,  and  mercy  meet. 
In  alt  their  various  rays  complete. 

With  truth  and  justice  join'd. 

To  Thee  my  warm  aflictions  move 
In  sweet  astonishment  and  love. 

While  at  Thy  feet  I  fail ; 
I  pant  for  nought  beneath  the  sides. 
To  Thee  my  ardent  wishes  rise, 

0  my  eternal  All, 

Were  I  deprived  of  ill  below,— 
iVouId'st  Thou  Thy  gracious  smile  bestow, 

1  should  be  richly  blest ; 
Thy  love  is  my  unfailing  slore; 
In  darkness  I  Thy  light  implore. 

To  set  my  heart  at  rest. 

This  all  my  gloomy  path  shall  che^. 
And  banish  every  painful  fear 

That  can  my  soul  invade  ; 
Should  earth  and  hell  against  me  joh>. 
The  beamings  of  Thy  love  divine 

Woiild  give  me  soVreign  aid. 
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What  shall  I  do  to  spread  Thy  praise. 
My  God,  thro*  my  remaining  days  ? 

Or  how  Thy  name  adore  ? 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  breath  ; 
Let  me  be  Thine  m  life  and  death. 

And  Thine  for  evermore. 

Ami  thro*  a  blest  eternity 

I'll  raise  a  humble  song  to  Thee, 

In  yon  divine  abode  ; 
Oh  hasten  on  the  happy  day  ; 
Ye  tedious  hours,  fly  swift  away. 

And  bring  me  to  my  God. 

My  thoughts  with  vast  delight  shall  rove 
O'er  all  the  wonders  of  Thy  love, — 

A  most  divine  employ  ; 
In  Thee  alone  th'  enlarged  mind 
Shall  constant  entertainment  find. 

And  everlasting  joy. 


A  BIRTH-DAY  HYMN. 

I  MY  Ebenezer  raise 
To  my  kind  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
With  a  grateful  heart  I  own. 
Hitherto  Thy  help  I've  known. 

As  my  years  successive  roll, 
Still  Thy  goodness  to  my  soul. 
As  a  stream,  for  ever  flow^s. 
And  no  intermission  knows. 

May  my  constant  study  be, 
WTiile  I  live,  to  live  to  Thee  ; 
Let  it  be  my  steady  aim 
Still  to  glorify  Thy  name. 

What  may  be  my  future  lot. 
Well  I  know  concerns  me  not  : 
This  should  set  my  heart  at  rest,- 
What  Thy  will  ordains  is  best. 
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I  my  all  to  Thee  resign  ; 
Father,  let  Thy  will  be  mine  ; 
May  but  all  Thy  dealings  prove 
Fruits  of  Thy  paternal  love. 

Danger  everywhere  attends, 
Yet  my  hope  on  Thee  depends  ; 
When  supported  by  Thy  arm, 
I  can  boldly  face  the  storm. 

Guard  me.  Saviour,  by  Thy  power. 
Guard  me  in  the  trying  hour  ; 
Let  Tliy  unremitted  care 
Save  me  from  the  lurking  snare. 

On  Thy  bounty  I  rely. 
That  shall  all  my  wants  supply  ; 
"Why  should  doubts  my  faith  assail  ? 
Never  will  Thy  promise  faiL 

Let  my  few  remaining  days 
Be  directed  to  Thy  praise  ; 
So  the  last,  the  closing  scene 
Shall  be  tranquil  and  serene. 

To  Thy  will  I  leave  the  rest : 
Grant  me  but  this  one  request, — 
Both  in  life  and  death  to  prove 
Tokens  of  Thy  special  love. 
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MRS.  ANNE  FLOWERDEW. 

Mrs.  ANNB  FLOWERDEW  published  by  subscription,  in  1803.  >  duodecimo ' 

<*  Poems  on  Moral  and  Religious  Subjects."    This  woilc  reached  a  second  edition  in  i 

x8ii,  the  volume  was  re-issued,  with  the  addition  of  the  "  Harvest  Hymn."  which 

subjoined.    Mrs.  Flowerdew  kept  a  boarding  and  educational  establishment  for  yooa 

first  at  Islington,  and  afterwards  at  Bury  St.  Edmunds.    In  the  preface  to  the  first  ed 

writes,  "The  poems  which  are  now  presented  to  the  public  eye  were  written  at 

periods  of  life ;  some,  indeed,  at  a  very  early  age,  and  others  under  the  severe  pre  mm  ■  iff!  ] 

misfortune,  when  my  pen  has  frequently  given  that  relief  which  could  not  be  derived : 

other  employments." 
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HARVEST  HYMN. 

Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of  love  ! 

How  rich  Thy  bounties  are  ! 
The  rolling  seasons,  as  they  move. 

Proclaim  Thy  constant  care. 

When,  in  the  bosom  of  the  earthy 

The  sower  hid  the  grain, 
Thy  goodness  mark'd  its  secret  birth. 

And  sent  the  early  rain. 

The  spring's  sweet  influence,  Lord,  was  Thine  : 

The  plants  in  beauty  grew  ; 
Thou  gav*st  refulgent  suns  to  shine, 

And  mild,  refreshing  dew. 

These  various  mercies  from  above 

Matured  the  swelling  grain  ; 
A  yellow  harvest  crowns  Thy  love, 

And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 

Seed-time  and  harvest,  Lord,  alone 

Thou  dost  on  man  bestow  ; 
Let  him  not  then  forget  to  own 

From  whom  his  blessings  flow  I 

Fountain  of  love  !  our  praise  is  Thine  ; 

To  Thee  our  songs  we'll  raise, 
And  all  created  nature  join 

In  sweet,  harmonious  praise. 
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CHARLES  LAWRENCE  FORD. 


Ford  is  the  sod  of  a  disdnguished  artist  in  Bath.    He  was  educated 
is  B.  A.  of  tlie  University  of  London.  Six  hymns,  from  hb  pen,  are  inserted  in  the 
r  ^iSSiUA  by  the  Rev.  Robert  H.  Baynes.     He  has  also  cootriboted  to  Mr. 
of  -  Eaglisb  Lyrics." 


MARAH.* 

Exodus  xv.  23. 

OoD  sends  ns  bitter,  that  the  sweet. 

By  absence  known,  may  sweeter  prove ; 
As  dark  for  light,  as  cold  for  heat 
Brings  greater  love. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  as  to  show 

He  can  both  sweet  and  bitter  send  ; 
That  both  the  might  and  love  we  know 
Of  our  great  Friend. 

He  sends  us  bitter,  lest  too  gay 

We  wreathe  around  our  heads  the  rose, 
And  count  our  right  what  Heaven  each  day 
As  alms  bestows. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  lest  we  fiail 

That  bitterest  grief  aright  to  prize, 
Which  did  for  all  th^  world  avail 
In  His  o\*Ti  eyes. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  all  our  sins 

Embittering  ;  yet  so  kindly  sends, 
The  path  that  bitterness  begins 
In  sweetness  ends. 

He  sends  us  bitter,  that  heaven's  sweet. 

Earth's  bitter  o*er,  may  sweeter  taste,— 
As  Canaan's  ground  to  Israel's  feet, 
For  that  great  waste. 

♦  From  "  English  Lyrics."    London,  1865,  8vo. 
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Our  passions  murmur  and  rebel. 

But  faith  cries  out  unto  the  Lord, 
And  prayer  by  patience  worketh  well 
Its  own  reward  : 

For  if  our  heart  the  lesson  draws 

Aright,  by  bitter  chastening  taught. 
And  keep  His  statutes  and  His  laws. 
Even  as  we  ought, 

He  openeth  our  eyes  to  see 

(Eyes  that  our  pride  of  heart  had  sealed), 
The  sweetness  of  life's  heavenly  tree, 
Ajid  grief  is  healed  ; 

And  lo  before  us  in  the  way 

We  view  the  fountains  and  the  palms. 
And  drink,  and  pitch  our  tents,  and  stay 
Singing  sweet  psalms. 


STRENGTH  IN  WEAKNESS.* 

Father,  for  Thy  kindest  word 
Thankful  songs  to  Thee  I  sing  ; 

Sick  at  heart  with  hope  deferred. 
All  my  cause  to  Thee  I  bring. 

Sweet  the  sound  I  hear  from  Thee, — 

Cast  thy  burden  upon  Me. 

As  a  father,  bending  low. 

Listens  to  a  lisping  child, 
So  to  me  Thy  pity  show, 

By  the  world  and  sin  beguiled  ; 
Holy  is  Thy  law  and  just ; 
Yet  remember  I  am  dust. 

Spare  me.  Thou  who  lov'st  to  spare  ! 

Gently  on  me  lay  Thy  hand  ; 
Grasp  the  bruised  reed  with  care  ; 

Let  the  smoking  flax  be  fanned  ; 
Firm  my  faltering  steps  uphold  ; 
Tried,  let  me  come  forth  like  gold. 

From  "  Lyra  Anglicazuu"    London,  1865,  8to. 
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O  remember  Him  who  died, 
With  His  life  my  soul  to  save  ; 

L«t  me  clasp  the  Crucified, 
Till  I  reach  the  awful  grave  ; 

Then,  the  light  affliction  o'er, 

Heaven  is  mine  for  evermore. 


CHRISTINA  FORSYTH. 


FOSSYTH  was  tbe  sixth  daughter  of  the  late  Thomas  and  Jane  Hamilton  For- 
boni  at  Lhrerpool,  in  2805,    From  her  childhood,  she  was  deeply  impressed 
troth,  and  devoted  to  her  Saviour.    Possessed  of  a  delicate  constitution,  she  was 
oonfined  to  her  bed-chamber.    Latterly  her  illness  was  attended  with  much 
but  she  bore  her  affliction  not  only  without  a  murmur  but  with  unvaryinfj^ 
She  seemed  to  think  always  of  others,  and  never  of  herself,  and  by  the  singular 
at  her  dispoaitioo  she  won  the  love  of  all  who  knew  her.    Gifted  with  superior 
sbe  cooposcd  a  omsiderable  number  of  sacred  lyrics,  which  were  collected  into  a 
aiMl  pabUshed  after  her  decease,  under  the  title  "  Hymns  by  C.  F.,"  London,  x86x. 
of  the  owner  of  the  copyright,  Mr.  C.  Caswell,  of  Birmingham,  we  have  trans- 
of  Che  compositions  to  our  pages. 
Fonsyth  (fied  at  Hastings  on  the  z8th  March,  1859.    Of  her  brothers,  the  late  Rev. 
Fbnyth  is  known  by  his  sermons  and  interesting  memoir.    Her  two  surviving 
hcdd  poets  of  honour.    The  eldest,  William  Forsyth.  Esq.,  Q.C.,  lately  sat  in  Parlia- 
as  Member  for  Cambridge ;  and  the  youngest,  Douglas  Forsyth,  Esq.,  C.B.,  is  a  com> 
of  die  Ponjab  in  India. 


"  HIMSELF  HATH  DONE  IT." 

" Himself  hath  done  it"  all. — Oh  how  those  words 
Should  hush  to  silence  every  murmuring  thought  I 

•*  Himself  hath  done  it," — He  who  loves  me  best, 
He  who  my  soul  with  His  own  blood  hath  bought. 

"  Himself  hath  done  it :"  Can  it  then  be  aught 
Than  full  of  wisdom,  full  of  tenderest  love  ? 

Not  one  unneeded  sorrow  will  He  send. 

To  teach  this  wandering  heart  no  more  to  rove. 

"  Himself  hath  done  it :"  Yes,  although  severe 
May  seem  the  stroke,  and  bitter  be  the  cup, 

*Tis  His  own  hand  that  holds  it,  and  I  know 
He*ll  give  me  grace  to  drink  it  meekly  up. 


234  LVRA  BRITANNICA. 

"  Himself  hath  done  it :"  Oh,  no  arm  but  His 
Could  e*er  sustain  beneath  earth's  dreary  lot ; 

But  while  I  know  He's  doing  all  things  well. 
My  heart  His  loving-kindness  questions  not. 

**  Himself  hath  done  it  :"  He  who's  searched  me  through 
Sees  how  I  cleave  to  earth's  ensnaring  ties  ! 

And  so  He  breaks  each  reed  on  which  my  soul 
Too  much  for  happiness  and  joy  relies. 

**  Himself  hath  done  it  :"  He  would  have  me  see 
WHiat  broken  cisterns  human  friends  must  prove  ; 

That  I  may  turn  and  quench  my  burning  thirst 
At  His  own  fount  of  ever-living  love. 

"Himself  hath  done  it  :"  then  I  fain  would  say, 
**  Thy  will  in  all  things  evermore  be  done  ;" 

E'en  though  that  will  remove  whom  best  I  love^ 
While  Jesus  lives  I  cannot  be  alone. 

**  Himself  hath  done  it  :"  precious,  precious  words  ; 

**  Himself,"  my  Father,  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
Whose  faithfulness  no  variation  knows, — 

Who,  having  loved  me,  loves  me  to  the  end. 

And  when,  in  His  eternal  presence  blest, 

I  at  His  feet  my  crown  immortal  cast, 
I'll  gladly  own  with  all  His  ransomed  saints 

**  Himself  hath  done  it" — all,  from  first  to  last. 
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THOMAS  GIBBONS,  D.D. 


WOMMS  GOUHMS  was  bora  In  the  ndghboarfaood  of  Swaffbam  Prior.  Cambridgeshire,  on 
i^at  Mxf,  1700.  In  1743,  he  became  assistant  minister  at  Silver  Street,  and  in  the  following 
r  ■■■  elected  "^i?<<g«'r  of  the  Inde}>eDdcnt  congregation  at  Haberdashers'  Hall,  London. 
:  a  Mfe  of  Dr.  Watts,  and  other  btoj^phicol  and  philosophical  works,  in  acknow. 
:  of  wliidi  the  degree  of  D.D.  was  conferred  on  him  by  the  University  of  Aberdeen. 
'.  pablUbed  in  vft^    Dr.  GiU>oos  died  on  the  aaad  Fefaniaiy,  1785. 


GOODNESS  OF  GOD. 

Thy  goodness,  Lord,  onr  souls  confess^ 

Thy  goodness  we  adore  ; 
A  spring  whose  blessings  never  fail, 

A  sea  without  a  shore. 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  Thy  Yove  attest, 

In  every  cheerful  ray  ; 
Love  draws  the  curtains  of  the  nighty 

And  love  restores  the  day. 

Thy  bounty  every  season  crowns 
With  all  the  bliss  it  yields  ; 

With  jo3rful  clusters  bend  the  vinesi 
With  harvests  wave  the  fields : 

But  chiefly  Thy  compassions,  Lord, 

Are  in  the  Gospel  seen ; 
There,  like  the  sun.  Thy  mercy  shines 

Without  a  cloud  between. 

Thy  Son,  Thy  noblest,  richest  gift. 
Was  from  Thy  bosom  sent. 

To  bear  from  off  our  guilty  world 
Its  load  of  punislmient. 

Pardon,  acceptance,  peace,  and  joy 
Are  published  in  His  name  : 

Ours  is  the  life,  the  glory  ours. 
And  His  the  death  and  shame. 


A 
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Of  sovereign  grace  how  wide  the  reign  ; 

How  strong  the  current  rolls 
That  bears  to  heav'ns  unbounded  bliss 

Our  hell-deserving  souls ! 


PLEADING  WITH  GOD  IN  AFFLICTION. 

To  Thee,  my  God,  whose  presence  fills 

The  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies. 
To  Thee,  whose  name,  whose  heart  is  love. 

With  all  my  powers  I  rise. 

Troubles  in  long  succession  roll. 

Wave  rushes  upon  wave  ; 
Pity,  oh  pity  my  distress  ! 

Thy  child,  Thy  suppliant  save  ! 

Oh  bid  the  roaring  tempest  cease  ; 

Or  give  me  strength  to  bear 
Whatever  Thy  holy  will  appoints. 

And  save  me  from  despair. 

To  Thee,  my  God,  alone  I  look, 

On  Thee  alone  confide  ; 
Thou  never  hast  deceived  the  soul 

That  on  Thy  grace  relied. 

Though  oft  Thy  wa)rs  are  wrapt  in  clouds 

Mysterious  and  unknown. 
Truth,  righteousness,  and  mercy  stand. 

The  pillars  of  Thy  throne. 


k 
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MRS.  GILBERT. 

GiUiEKT,  nee  ANN  Taylor,  b  connected  with  a  s^ed  famOy.  Her  grandfather,  Isaac 
Tajlor.  wms  a  cdebntted  eagraTer.    He  educated  his  sons,  Charles  and  Isaac,  to  his  own 
Tbe  former  is  to  t>e  remembered  as  the  industrious  editor  of  Calmet ;  the  latter 
art.  and.  directinii^  himself  towards  the  ministry,  accepted,  in  1796,  the  charge  of  an 
U  comer egat ion  at  Colchester,  afterwards  at  Ongar,  in  Hssex.    His  wife,  whose 
;  Ann  Martin,  composed  several  works  for  the  domestic  circle,  which  enjoyed 
a  vWie  popvdaricy.    Their  children,  Ann,  Jane.  Isaac,  and  Jeffreys  were  intended  as  en- 
and  were  early  employed  in  acquiring  a  knowled|;c  of  the  art,     Isaac  became  a 
phikwophical  writer ;  he  died  in  1864.    Jeffreys  composed  many  small  works  of 
and  hmoaax;  he  died  in  1853.     The  sisters  obtained  reputation  for  their  poetical 
Jane  is  iKXiced  subsequently  in  the  present  work.    Ann.  the  subject  of  the  present 
bom  at-lslingtMi.  in  178a.    She  married  the  Rev.  Joseph  Gilbert,  successively 
of  Independent  congregations  at  Hull  and  Nottingham.  Mr.  Gilbert  died  at  Notting- 
in  xftsB.  Mrs.  Gilbert  continues  to  reside  at  Nottingliam.    Conjointly  with  her  sister, 
•ke  poMahcd  early  in  the  century,  "  Original  Poems,"  "  Hymns  for  Infant  Minds,"  and 
"RkyiBCft  for  die  Nursery."     She  has  contributed  x8  hymns  to  Dr.  Leifchild's  collection. 
Her  last  pohiished  work  is  a  memoir  of  her  husband,  which  appeared  in  1853.    The  following 
have  been  contributed  by  Mrs.  Gilbert  to  the  present  work. 


THE  CURSE  AND  THE  BLESSING. 
(Contributed.) 

Scatter'd  to  every  wind  they  roam, 
The  seed  of  Abraham,  Thy  friend  I 

Call,  gracious  God,  Thy  wanderers  home, 
Thine  outcasts  to  their  Zion  send  ! 

How  long,  O  Lord  ?    How  long,  till  they 

With  Gentiles  share  the  gospel  day  ? 

True, — as  the  fathers,  so  the  sons, — 
Stiflf-neckM  and  rebellious  found ; 

Yet  are  they  not  Thy  chosen  ones, 
Once  heirs  of  Palcstina's  ground, — 

Possessors  there,  by  gift  Divine, 

Of  temple,  promise,  rite,  and  sign  ? 

And  is  there  in  those  hearts  a  stone 
Too  hard,  almighty  Love,  for  Thee? 

Can  they  be  harder  than  our  own. 
Ere  steep'd  in  mercy's  crimson  sea  t 

Oh,  if  from  them  we  differ  now. 

Who  made  us  differ?    WhobutThou? 
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Lord,  is  not  mercy  Thy  delight  ? 

Dost  Thou  the  sinner's  death  enjoy  ? 
Are  not  souls  precious  in  Thy  sight  ? 

Thy  strange  work,  surely,  to  destroy  1 
We  plead  that  mercy's  boundless  scope^ 
On  whidi  Thou  causest  us  to  hope. 

Have  not  the  ages  rolled  away 

O'er  which  the  curse  of  heaven  ma^' brood? 
Now  shed  abroad  the  melting  ray. 

And  be  the  stubborn  heart  subdued. 
Haste,  Lord  !  the  promised  grace  ^ilfi]. 
And  be  tA^  Cod  of  Israel  still  I 


A  RANSOMED  CHURCH. 
(Contributed.) 

We,  sitting  roimd  the  Saviour's  board. 
With  bread  from  heaven  supplied. 

The  rich  provision  would  not  hoard. 
But  with  the  world  divide. 

The  world  of  many-coloured  tribfs, 

The  living  world,  can  be 
The  only  line  that  circumscribes 

The  Christian's  sympathy. 

But  while  in  many  a  leafy  glen. 

On  many  a  golden  strand. 
Or  'mid  the  haunts  of  polish'd  men, 

The  needy  millions  stand. 

Behold, — a  wanderer  on  its  fece, 

A  heir  to  all  its  pains, 
Forlorn,  heart-broken, — IsraeTs  race 

Heaven's  blighting  curse  sustains. 

O  Thou,  who  didst  the  woe  predict, 
Th'  opprobrium,  scorn,  and  grleli 

Who  dost  not  willingly  aMict, 
Come  Thou  to  their  relief ; 
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Thy  ransom'd  Church  sends  up  its  cry. 

Nor  rest  would  take  or  give, 
TUl  Love  shall  pass  in  mercy  by, 

And  say  to  Israel,  Live ! 


MRS.  GODWIN. 

Godwin,  net  Elizareth  Avton  Etheridce,  U  the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  W. 
E.  Etheridge,  Thorpe  Hamlet,  Norfulk.    In  XS49,  !>lio  'Kd:^  niarricil  \\>  Mr.  Cluistophcr  Godwin. 
has  wiinen  many  tnterestln((  sacred  I>Tics,  some  of  which  luivc  api>cared  in  different 
Mr.  and  Mrv  Godwin  reside  at  Clifton,  Gloucesten>hirc.     The  following  lyrics 
:  been  coatributed  Xty  Mrs.  Godwin  at  oiir  rcquc&t. 


THE  CROSS. 

^Contributed,) 

"Lord,  I  would  follow  Thcc  ;  but  must  I  take 
The  weary  cross,  and  bear  it  for  Thy  sake  ? 
Is  there  no  other  path,  no  smoother  way  ? 
Pity  my  weakness,  Jesus  !  Master,  say  I 

I  have  bright  hopes ;  miLst  they  be  laid  aside — 
My  soul's  ambition,  and  my  restless  pride  ? 
But  I  have  dearer  joys  ;  and  must  they  fly. 
Like  a  pale  meteor  in  the  evening  sky? 

Nay,  spare  them  to  me  :  sure  'tis  death  to  part 
With  the  deep  love,  the  treasure  of  my  heart ; 
Life  would  be  dark  :  oh,  any  cross  but  this, 
And  I  will  follow  Thee  to  heaven  and  bliss." 

*Twas  thus  I  murmur'd,  thus  I  held  my  will: 
I  could  not  give,  and  cheerfully  be  still  ; 
Binding  my  treasures  close,  I  sought  the  way, 
The  narrow  patli  to  heaven  and  endless  day. 

But  soon  I  found  that  I  was  left  alone 
To  win  my  way  to  an  immortal  crown : 
My  hopes  were  darken'd  ;  those*  I  cast  aside. 
And  parted  quickly  with  ray  spirit's  pride. 
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But  still  I  bound  my  love  around  my  breast, 
I  cared  not  for  the  storm  that  took  the  rest ; 
This  was  my  oitm,  my  idol ;  could  I  spare 
The  single  flower  that  made  my  life  so  Bsdr  ? 

It  faded,  like  the  tints  of  evening's  sky. 

And  left  me  all  alone  to  weep  and  die. 

But  then  a  voice  rose  sweetly — **  I  am  here  ; 

Take  up  thy  cross,  and  dry  the  murmuring  tear." 

I  clasp'd  it  to  me  !  *twas  no  cross  I  found. 
No  burden  held  me,  and  no  fetters  bound  : 
Gladly  I  followed  in  His  steps,  who  trod 
The  path  of  sorrows  to  His  Father  God. 


^ 


"SAVE,  LORD,  OR  I  PERISH." 
{Contributed,) 

My  Saviour,  'mid  life's  varied  scene. 

Be  Thou  my  stay  ; 
Guide  me,  through  each  perplexing  path. 

To  perfect  day. 
In  weakness  and  in  sin  I  stand. 
Still  faith  can  clasp  Thy  mighty  hand. 
And  follow  at  Thy  dear  command. 

My  Saviour,  I  have  nought  to  bring 

Worthy  of  Thee  ; 
A  broken  heart  Thou  wilt  not  spurn  : 

Accept  of  me. 
I  need  Thy  righteousness  divine, 
I  plead  Thy  promises  as  mine^ 
I  perish,  if  I  am  not  Thine. 

My  Saviour,  wilt  Thou  turn  away 

From  such  a  cry  ? 
My  refuge,  and  wilt  Thou  forget, 

And  must  I  die  ? 
Faith  trembles ;  but  her  glance  of  light 
Has  pierced  through  regions  dark  as  night. 
And  enter'd  into  realms  of  light. 
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My  Saviour,  'mid  heaven's  glorious  throng 

I  see  Thee  there, 
Pleading  with  all  Thy  matchless  love, 

And  tender  care. 
Not  for  the  angel-forms  around, 
But  for  lost  souls  in  fetters  bound. 
That  they  may  hear  salvation's  sound. 

My  Saviour,  thus  I  find  my  rest 

Alone  with  Thee ; 
Beneath  Thy  wing  I  have  no  fear 

Of  what  may  be. 
Strengthened  with  Thy  all-glorious  might, 
I  shall  be  conqueror  in  the  fight, 
Then  give  to  Thee  my  crown  of  light. 


BENJAMIN  GOUGH. 


GOUCH  «■•  bora  at  Southboroagh,  Kent,  in  1805.    For  many  yean  engaged  in 

in  Loodoo,  be  bas  latterly  retired,  and  now  resides  on  his  estate  of  Monnl- 

Mr.  Googfa  pabHsbed,  in  1833,  "  An  Indian  Tale,  and  otber  Poems." 

Ut  **  Lyra  Sabbatica.*  a  vohtme  of  hymns  and  poems.    He  occasionally 

to  the  avangellcal  periodicals,  and  is  a  local  preacher  among  the  Wcslcyani. 


TO  AN  AFFLICTED  CHILD. 


Gentlest  lamb  of  Jesu's  fold, 

Called  to  suffer  from  thy  birth. 
Take  of  heaven  a  firmer  hold. 

Since  thou  art  not  made  for  earth  ; 
Only  lie  at  Jesu's  feet. 
Then  afiliction  will  be  sweet. 

Clasp  thy  tiny  hands  in  prayer  ; 

Tell  the  Saviour  all  thy  heart ; 
Trust  Him  with  thy  every  care. 

Every  grief  to  Him  impart ; 
Bow  to  Him  the  suppliant  knee. 
Once  He  was  a  child  like  thee. 
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Take  thy  refuge  in  His  arms. 
Nestle  in  His  loving  breast, 

Fly  to  Him  in  all  alarms, 
Fly  for  safety,  peace,  and  rest : 

Weep  not,  darling,  at  His  will ; 

Love  Him,  trust  Him,  praise  Him  still. 

Meekly  learn  thy  cross  to  bear. 
Never  murmur  or  complain  ; 

Cheerful  songs  and  holy  prayer 
Ease  and  sanctify  thy  pain. 

Sing  of  Jesus  and  His  love  : 

So  the  angels  sing  above. 

Gentlest  lamb  of  Jesu*s  fold. 
Called  to  suffer  from  thy  birth. 

Take  of  heaven  a  firmer  hold. 

Since  thou  art  not  made  for  earth  ; 

Only  lie  at  Jesu*s  feet, 

Then  affliction  will  be  sweet. 


FOR  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

Chafed  and  worn  with  worldly  care. 
Sweetly,  Lord,  my  heart  prepare  ; 
Bid  this  inward  tempest  cease, 
Jesus,  come  and  whisper  peace. 
Hush  the  whirlwind  of  my  will ; 
With  Thyself  my  spirit  fill ; 
End  in  calm  this  busy  week. 
Let  the  Sabbath  gently  break. 

Sever,  Lord,  these  earthly  ties, 
Fain  my  soul  to  Thee  would  rise  ; 
Disentangle  me  from  time, 
Lifl  me  to  a  purer  clime. 
Let  me  cast  away  my  load, 
Let  me  now  draw  nigh  to  God. 
Gently,  loving  Jesus,  speak. 
End  in  calm  this  busy  week. 
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Draw  the  curtain  of  repose, 

While  my  wearie4  eyelids  close  ; 

Seal  my  spirit  while  I  rest. 

Give  me  dreamings  pure  and  blest. 

Raise  me  with  a  cheerful  heart ; 

Holy  Ghost,  Thjrself  impart ; 

Then  the  Sabbath-day  will  be 

Heaven  brought  down  to  earth  and  me. 


FOR  THE  CONVERSION  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner, 

Unsheath  the  Spirit's  sword  ; 
Put  on  the  Christian's  armour— 

The  armour  of  the  Lord  : 
The  helmet  of  salvation. 

And  Pith's  victorious  shield  ; 
Go  forth  with  acclamation. 

The  world  your  battle-field. 

Every  battle  of  the  warrior. 

Who  fights  by  land  or  flood, 
Is  with  confused  noise. 

And  garments  rolled  in  blood  ; 
But  this  shall  be  with  burning. 

From  heaven  its  light  shall  shine, 
God's  Spirit  overturning : 

The  fire  of  love  Divine. 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner, 

And  shout  with  trumpet's  sound 
Deliverance  to  the  captive, 

And  freedom  to  the  bound  ; 
£artb's  jubilee  of  glory, 

The  year  of  full  release  : 
O  tell  the  wondrous  story, 

Go  forth  and  publish  peace. 

Go  forth,  confessors,  martyrs. 
With  zeal  and  love  unpriced. 

And  preach  the  blood  of  sprinkling, 
And  live  or  die  for  Christ. 

R  2 
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For  Christ  daim  every  nation. 
Your  banner  wide  unfarl*d  ; 

Go  forth,  and  preach  salvation- 
Salvation  for  the  world. 


JAMES  GRANT. 


Jambs  Grant  liaiiderBtood  to  luTe  been  a  nadye  of  Edinbargh.  He 
in  tluit  dty.    TtKNigh  of  most  unobtntsiTe  dispositioQ.  he  was  frequeatif 
the  Town  CoundL    In  1746-^471  he  held  the  municipal  oAce  of  City 
wards  dected  one  of  the  maKistratet,  and  Dean  of  Gttfld.    Of  the  rcWffloui 
institutions  in  tlie  city  he  was  a  zealous  promoter.    In  the  prosperity  of  die 
he  was  especially  concerned.    For  the  benefit  of  this  institutioa  he  was  led 
natunl  diffidence  by  publishing  a  small  Totunie  of  hymns,  which  he  had 
private  use.  The  little  volume  appeared  in  1784 ;  it  was  reprinted  in  ilnw  It 
by  Mr.  Sedgwick  in  his  "Ubrary  of  Spiritual  Songs.**    Mr.  Gnat  died  a 
1785. 
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GOD'S   UNCHANGEABLE  LOVE. 

O  ZiON,  afflicted  with  wave  upon  wave, — 
By  no  man  comforted,  whom  no  man  can  save ; 
By  darkness  surrounded,  by  terrors  undone  ; 
In  toiling  and  rowing  thy  strength  almost  gone. 

Thy  en*mies  are  many,  thy  fears  overwhelm^ 
But  thy  blessed  Pilot,  He  sits  at  the  helm  ; 
His  wisdom  conducts  thee.  His  pow'r  thee  defends, 
In  safety  and  quiet  Thy  warfare  He  ends. 

"O  fearful  I  O  faithless,"  in  mercy  He  cries, 
"My  kindness  thou  doubts  of,  my  promise  denies; 
Yet  I  am  still  with  Thee,  my  promise  shall  stand. 
Thro*  tossing  and  tempest  I'll  bring  thee  to  land. 


Forget  thee  I  will  not,  I  cannot ;  thy  name 
Engraved  on  my  heart  it  does  ever  remain. 
On  the  palms  of  my  hands,  while  looking,  I 
The  wounds  I  received  in  dying  for  thee. 
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I  fieel  at  mj  heait  all  thy  sighs  and  thy  groans^ 
For  thoa  art  most  near  me,  my  flesh  and  my  bones ; 
In  all  thy  distresses,  thy  Head  knows  the  pain ; 
Yet  all  are  most  needfiil,  not  one  is  in  vain. 

Then  trust  me,  and  fear  not ;  thy  life  is  secure ; 
My  wisdom  is  perfect,  supreme  is  my  power ; 
In  love  I  correct  thee,  thy  soul  to  refine. 
To  make  thee  at  length  in  my  likeness  to  shine. 

The  foolish,  the  fearful,  the  weak  are  my  care ! 
The  hopeless,  the  helpless  I  hear  their  sad  prayer; 
From  all  their  afflictions  my  glory  shall  spring; 
And  the  deeper  their  sorrows,  the  louder  they'll  sing.'* 


SUFFICIENCY  IN  CHRIST. 

Infinitx  wisdom,  power,  and  grace 

In  our  Redeemer  shine  ; 
O  let  me,  by  a  lively  faith. 

Make  these  perfections  mine. 

In  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  grief^ 

My  steps  I  can't  direct ; 
Nor  can  I  from  surrounding  foes 

My  £seble  heart  protect. 

By  force,  or  firaud,  they  enter  here. 
And  lead  my  thoughts  astray ; 

Poor  captive  !  I  forsake  my  God, 
And  wander  from  His  way. 

This  poor  diseasH,  treacherous  heart. 
Thus  wandering  from  the  road. 

All  nature's  skill  can  never  heal. 
Nor  turn  my  face  to  God. 

But  since  in  Thine  eternal  word. 
Wisdom  and  power  and  grace 

In  wondrous  love  are  there  bestowed 
On  mankind's  helpless  race, — 
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Since  wretched,  sinful  men  as  I 
The  promise  have  believed. 

And  hence  in  every  time  of  need 
A  fit  supply  received, — 

I,  too,  will  on  Thy  record  rest. 

On  faithfulness  divine ; 
For  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  1*11  trust 

The  promise  makes  them  mine. 


SIR   ROBERT  GRANT. 

Sir  Robert  grant,  second  son  of  Ourles  Grant,  an  eminent  phflantfaropist  and ! 
was  born  In  1785.  He  entered  Magdalen  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  gndoated  i& : 
Selecting  the  legal  profession,  he  was  called  to  the  bar,  at  Lincofan's  Inn.  in  Jannaiy,  1807. 
i8a6,  he  became  representative  in  Parliament  of  the  Inveniess  buri^hs;  he  subeeqw 
sat  for  other  places.  He  was  sworn  a  Privy  Councillor  in  1831.  and  was  appointed  Govera 
Bombay  in  1834.  While  in  the  discharge  of  his  high  duties,  he  died  at  Dapoorie,  oo  thi 
July,  Z838.  In  his  fifty-third  year.  He  published  two  works  on  the  gorerament  of  Ii 
Sereral  hymns  from  his  pen.  mutilated  by  the  editors,  were  in  drcnlation  during  his  Kfet 
In  Z839,  his  elder  brother.  Lord  Glenelg,  published  the  whole  of  his  sacred  lyrics,  tweh 
numbor.  from  the  original  MSS.  From  the  second  edition  of  this  publtcatjoa  the  fJIn- 
hymns  have  been  transcribed. 


WHOM  HAVE   I   IN   HEAVEN  BUT  THEE? 

Lord  of  earth  I  Thy  forming  hand 

Well  this  beauteous  frame  hath  plann'd — 

Woods  that  wave,  and  hills  that  tower, 

Ocean  rolling  in  his  power ; 

All  that  strikes  the  gaze  unsought. 

All  that  charms  the  lonely  thought ; 

Friendship — gem  transcending  price. 

Love — a  flower  from  Paradise, 

Yet,  amidst  this  scene  so  fair. 

Should  I  cease  Thy  smile  to  share, 

What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 

Whom  have  I  on  earth  but  Thee  ? 

Lord  of  heaven  !  beyond  our  sight 
Rolls  a  world  of  purer  light; 
There,  in  love's  unclouded  reign. 
Parted  hands  shall  clasp  again  ; 
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Martyrs  there,  and  prophets  high. 
Blaze — a  irlonoos  company ; 
While  immortal  music  rings 
From  unnumbered  seraph  strings. 
Oh,  that  world  is  passing  fair; 
Yet,  if  Thou  wert  absent  there, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee? 

Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  I  my  breast 
Seeks  in  Thee  its  only  rest : 
I  was  lost ;  Thy  accents  mild 
Homeward  lured  Thy  wandering  child : 
I  was  blind;  Thy  healing  ray 
CharmM  the  long  eclipse  away. 
Source  of  every  joy  I  know, 
Solace  of  my  every  woe, 
O  if  once  Thy  smile  divine 
Ceased  upon  my  soul  to  shine. 
What  were  earth  or  heaven  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  each  but  Thee  ? 


LITANY. 

Saviour  !  when,  in  dust,  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes  : 
Oh,  by  all  Thy  pains  and  woe, 
Sufier'd  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high. 
Hear  our  solenm  Litany. 

By  Thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears. 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness, 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power  ; 
Turn,  O  turn  a  favouring  eye. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 


^ 
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By  the  sacred  griefs  that  wept 
O'er  the  grave  where  Lazams  slept ; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem's  lov'd  abode  ; 
By  the  anguish'd  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  Thy  fold. 
From  Thy  seat  above  the  sky, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair. 
By  Thine  agony  of  pray*r. 
By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn. 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  soom, 
By  the  gloom  that  veil'd  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice. 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  the  deep  expiring  groan. 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone. 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God  : 
O  from  earth  to  heav'n  restor'd. 
Mighty  re-ascended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  Litany  I 


COMFORT  UNDER  AFFLICTION. 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few. 
On  Him  I  lean,  who  not  in  vain, 
Experienc'd  every  human  pain : 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears. 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 

From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way  ; 

To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 

Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do  : 

Still  He  who  felt  temptation's  power. 

Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 
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H^JJ^^^Vfad  love  my  bosom  swell, 
^^d  by  those  I  prized  too  well, 

™J*«11  His  pitying  aid  bestow, 

"°**  felt  on  earth  severer  woe ; 

^'  ^*cc  betrayed,  denied,  or  fled, 

"7  those  who  shared  His  daily  bread. 

If  TQdog  thoughts  within  me  rise, 

And,  sore  disma/d,  my  spirit  dies ; 
Still  He  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
Tbc  sickening  anguish  of  despair, 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry. 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend. 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend. 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
Divides  me — for  a  little  while. 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark*st  the  tears  I  shed. 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

And  O  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict — but  the  last, 
Still,  still,  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed — for  Thou  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day. 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 


GLORY  AND  GOODNESS    OF  GOD. 

O  WORSHIP  the  King,  all  glorious  above  ! 
O  gratefully  sing  His  power  and  His  love  ! 
Our  Shield  and  Defender — the  Ancient  of  days, 
Pavilion'd  in  splendour,  and  girded  with  praise. 

O  tell  of  His  mig^t,  O  sing  of  His  grace, 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy  space ; 
His  chariots  of  wrath  deep  thunder-clouds  form. 
And  dark  Is  His  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 
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This  earth,  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold. 
Almighty  !  Thy  power  hath  founded  of  old; 
Hath  stablish'd  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree^ 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

Thy  bountiful  care,  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light ; 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  pUin, 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  Thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender,  how  finn  to  the  end. 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend ! 

O  measureless  Might !  ineffable  Love  I 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  Thee  above. 
The  himibler  creation,  tho'  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 


BENEFIT  OF  AFFLICTION. 

O  Saviour,  whose  mercy,  severe  in  its  kindness. 
Has  chasten'd  my  wanderings,  and  guided  my  way; 

Ador'd  be  the  pow'r  which  illumin'd  my  blindness. 
And  wean'd  me  from  phantoms  that  smiled  to  betray. 

Enchanted  with  all  that  was  dazzling  and  £Edr, 
I  foUow'd  the  rainbow,  I  caught  at  the  toy; 

And  still,  in  displeasure.  Thy  goodness  was  there, 
Disappointing  the  hope,  and  defeating  the  joy. 

The  blossom  blush*d  bright,  but  a  worm  was  below  ; 

The  moonlight  shone  fair,  there  was  blight  in  the  beam; 
Sweet  whispered  the  breeze,  but  it  whispered  of  woe^ 

And  bitterness  flow'd  in  the  soft-flowing  stream. 

So,  cur'd  of  my  folly,  yet  cur'd  but  in  part, 

I  turned  to  the  refuge  Thy  pity  display'd ; 
And  still  did  this  eager  and  credulous  heart. 

Weave  visions  of  promise  that  bloom'd  but  to  fade. 
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^^S»5i     ^^^*  ^^  course  of  the  pilgrim  to  heaven 
'^^ffix  s**^  ^*^  bright  as  the  summer,  and  glad  as  the  mom ; 

/^  rm*^^"'^*^  ™^  ^^^  P^^»  i^  w^  ^^^^  and  uneven ; 
^^^&ed  with  rock,  and  all  tangled  with  thorn. 
Idrean^»^» 

I  craJte^,^^    ^^^  celestial  rewards  and  renown ; 


I  asked    i^  ^^  ^^  ^^  triumph  which  blesses  the  brave ; 
I  aslc*-^*^*"  ^^  palm-branch,  the  robe,  and  the  crown 
^*»     and  Thou  show'dst  me  a  cross  and  a  grave. 

My  1:*      ^*^*id  instructed,  at  length  to  Thy  will, 
nh.  &^^>-     ^'^^  *"*^  ™y  longings  I  fain  would  resign ; 
U0J-   -^^  ^*>e  the  heart  that  can  wait  and  be  still, 
^^^w  of  a  wish  or  a  pleasure  but  Thine  I 


"B«^      ,r^  mansions  exempted  from  sin  and  from  woe, 
^^^  ^*^^y  stand  in  a  region  by  mortals  untrod ; 


'JbS^t^ 


^^"^  is  rest-1 


rivers  of  joy,  but  they  roll  not  below; 


but  it  dwells  in  the  presence  of  God. 
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«y  ^^^^^  ^^^^^  "**  **°"*  ■*  Maidenhead  Thicket,  Berks,  on  the  34th  September.  181a. 

fi^^^^.*^,^*^^  from  chiklhood.  she  appeared  as  an  authoress  in  her  fifteenth  year,  by 

«il?  *'^*'«'*  Blanc,  and  other  Poems,"  dedicated,  by  pennission,  to  the  Princess 

^^  «  year  older,  she  produced  another  poetical  volume,  entitled  "  Ada."    Her 

J*«*>cal  works  were,  "  Repentance,  and  other  Poems,"  •*  The  Coronal,"  "  The 

<^"  "Ignatia,"  "Sacred  Poetry,"  and  "  Sketches  from  the  Antique,  and  other 

!■  184a,  she  married  Mr.  James  Gray,  a  nephew  of  the  Ettrick  Shepherd.    On  the 

"^  /«*"'7t  18(5,  the  gave  birth  to  her  only  child.    She  died  on  the  aSth  of  the  same 

'^.   IfA.  day  was  a  person  of  eminent  piety  and  amiable  manners.     She  contributed  to 

^^  ptdit"  VmHierxity  MmgoMing,  and  occasionally  furnished  verses  to  Chamber/  youmal, 

"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

It  is  a  short  and  simple  prayer, 

But  'tis  the  Christian's  stay, 
Through  every  varied  scene  of  care. 

Until  his  dying  day. 
As  through  the  wilderness  of  life 

Calmly  he  wanders  on. 
His  prayer  in  every  time  of  strife 

Is  stiU,  "  Thy  wUl  be  done.'* 


^      U^' 


Cloudless     ^Yvt^s'^'^^. 

Sheds  oev.^^spdgn" 


Past  OI--  ,  -  is  Yos  s"^"° 
«  as^e*^     .r^lione•• 
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To  the  eternal  Sacrifice 

lift  thine  heart,  and  lift  thine  eyes  ; 

Here  is  all  the  remedy;— 

Jesos  lived  and  died  for  thee, 

Tliotigfa  temptations  round  thy  path 
Lift  their  serpent-heads  in  wrath, — 
Though  the  heavy  tear-drops  start, 
Whilst  the  cloud  is^n  thine  heart, — 
Though  thy  hope  sends  not  a  glance 
From  His  hidden  countenance, — 
Jesus  can  thy  trials  see. 
He  ¥ras  tempted  once  like  thee. 

• 

Though  thy  &ith  is  weak  and  dim. 

For  salvation  trust  in  Him ; 

All  He  promised  in  His  word 

Only  is  a  while  deferred  ; 

When  He  vowed  thy  prayer  to  grant, 

He  foresaw  thy  every  want ; 

In  thy  Saviour's  treasury 

All  is  garnered  up  for  thee. 

Strive,  nor  £siint,  though  o'er  thy  soul 
Sorrow's  heavy  billows  roll ; 
Though  thy  heart  scarce  form  a  prayer, 
'Gainst  the  evil  swelling  there  : 
Keep  fhine  eyes  through  good  and  ill 
On  that  blessM  Saviour  still ; 
Fails  thy  prayer  ?    Here  look  and  see ! 
Jesus  pfayeth  now  for  thee. 

Fear  not  that  thy  faith  shall  fail, 
That  the  evil  shall  prevail ; 
For  thy  spirit's  lowly  lot 
Mourn  indeed,  but  murmur  not. 
Trust,  for  in  His  great  design. 
Glory,  peace,  and  joy  are  thine  : 
Doubt  and  terror  yet  shall  flee, — 
Jesus  finish'd  all  for  thee. 
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JOSEPH  GRIGG. 


JOSBPH  GRIGC  was  bred  to  mechanical  punnits.    He  aftenrards  became  m  i 
Presbyterian  Church.    He  assisted  in  the  Presbyterian  chorch.  Sttvcr  Scraec, 
Z743  till  the  death  of  his  constituent  in  1747.     About  this  period  he  meiiied  the 
Cokmel  Drew,  a  ^endewoouin  of  considerable  fortune,  and  rOablhlted  Us 
Albans.    He  ministered  shortly  before  his  death  in  the  old  Presbyterian  cfaurch.  Wa 
He  died  on  the  a9th  October.  176S.    His  "  Hymns  on  Dlrine  Subject*  nod  Serines 
collected  from  different  sources,  and  accompaaicd  by  a  brief  eieaoir,  heve  becm  pnWhhwl  bf 
Mr.  Sedgwick ;  London,  i86s.  xaaio. 


"BEHOLD I  I  STAND." 

Behold  I  a  Stranger's  at  the  door ! 
He  gently  knocks,  has  knock'd  before; 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still ; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

But  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will ;  the  very  friend  you  need. 
The  Man  of  Naiareth,  'tis  He  I 
With  garments  dyed  at  Calvary. 

Oh  lovely  attitude  !  He  stands 
With  melting  heart  and  laden  hands : 
Oh  matchless  kindness !  and  He  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  His  foes. 

Rise !  touch'd  with  gratitude  divine. 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine, — 
That  hateful,  hell-bom  monster  sin. 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

If  thou  art  poor  (and  poor  thou  art), 
Lo !  He  has  riches  to  impart ; 
Not  wealth,  in  which  mean  av'rice  rolls ; 
O  better  far,  the  wealth  of  souls  I 

Thou'rt  blind,  he*ll  take  the  scales  away. 
And  let  in  everlasting  day : 
Naked  thou  art,  but  He  shall  dress 
Thy  blushing  soul  in  righteousness. 
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Alt  tbon  a  weeper  ?    Grief  shall  fly, 
For  who  can  weep  with  Jesus  by  t 
No  terror  shall  thy  hopes  annoy. 
No  tear— except  the  tear  of  joy. 

Admit  Him ;  for  the  human  breast 
Ne*er  entertained  so  kind  a  guest 
Admit  Him ;  for  you  can't  expel ; 
Where'er  He  comes.  He  comes  to  dwell. 

Admit  Him ;  ere  His  anger  bum. 
His  feet  depart,  ne'er  to  return  ; 
Admit  Him ;  or  the  hour's  at  hand, 
When  at  His  door  denied  you'll  stand. 

Yet  know  (nor  of  the  terms  complain), 
If  Jesus  cotnes.  He  comes  to  reign ; 
To  reign,  and  with  no  partial  sway ; 
Thoughts  must  be  slain  that  disobey. 

Sov*reign  of  souls !  Thou  Prince  of  peace ! 
Oh  may  Thy  gentle  reign  increase ! 
Throw  wide  the  door,  each  willing  mind. 
And  be  His  empire  all  mankind. 


"ASHAMED  OF  ME." 

Jesus  !  and  shall  it  ever  be  ! 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  Tliee  ? 
Scom'd  be  the  thought  by  rich  and  poor  ; 
O  may  I  scorn  it  more  and  more  ! 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star. 
Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  blush  to  think  of  noon. 

»Tis  evening  with  my  soul  till  He, 
That  Morning  Star,  bids  darkness  flee  ; 
He  sheds  the  beam  of  noon  Divine 
0*er  all  this  midnight  soul  of  mine. 
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Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  shall  yon  field 
Blush  when  it  thinks  who  bids  it  yield  ? 
Yet  blush  I  must,  while  I  adore, 
I  blush  to  think  I  yield  410  more. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  of  that  Friend 
On  whom  for  heaven  my  hopes  depend  ! 
It  must  not  be !  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  His  name. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  yes,  I  may. 
When  I*ve  no  crimes  to  wash  away  ; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  joy  to  crave. 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

Till  then  (nor  is  the  boasting  vain). 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  : 
And  oh,  may  this  my  portion  be. 
That  Saviour  not  asluuned  of  me  I 


THOMAS  GRINFIELD. 

Thb  Rev.  Thomas  Gr  infield  was  born  at  Bath,  on  the  tTth  September,  rjm. 
recelred  his  elementary  education  at  Paul's  Cray,  Kent,  and  in  1807.  eirtered  Trinity  CoB 
Cambridge.  He  was  ordained  in  1813,  and  two  years  after  took  his  degree  oC  M.  A.  In  ; 
he  became  Rector  of  Shirland,  Derbyshire.  Mr.  Grinfield  has  published  "  Epistles  and  Ifl 
laneous  Poems,"  18x5 ;  "  Attributes  of  Deity,  etc.,"  xStta ;  "  Omnipresence,  and  Sacred  Ptoe 
x8a4 ;  "  Visions  of  Patmos,"  1837 ;  "  Century  of  Sacred  Songs,"  i8a8 ;  "  Devotional  Ezerci 
1839,  lUB^  sereral  other  works  of  a  biographical  and  theological  cluurwter.  For  many  y\ 
be  has  resided  at  Clifton,  Gloucestershire. 


SIMPLICITY. 

Grant  me,  Lord,  to  walk  with  Thee, 

In  a  meek  simplicity  ; 

Let  not  vain  desires  intrude, 

Vain  perplexities  delude  : 

Childlike,  Zion ward  I'd  go, 

Leaning  on  Thine  arm  below  ; 

In  humility  and  love. 

Following  Thee  to  rest  above. 
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Oh,  let  nothing  lure  my  heart 

That  would  cause  my  Saviour  smart  ; 

Let  me  nothing  slight  or  shun 

That  would  please  Him,  borne  or  done  : 

What  my  Friend  of  fnends  would  grieve, 

Let  me  with  love's  instinct  leave ; 

What  His  smile  would  honour,  still 

Do  it  with  a  cheerful  wilL 

In  my  lot  of  joy  or  care, 

Thus  may  nought  my  heart  ensnare  ; 

But  Thy  Spirit,  ever  near, 

Draw  me,  guard  me,  guide,  and  cheer. 

Most  at  last  when  most  I  need, 

Be,  my  Saviour,  mine  indeed  ; 

Till  I  rest,  all  trials  o*er. 

In  Thy  presence  evermore. 


THE  HEART,  THE  SEAT  OF  PEACE  OR  PAIN. 

All  may  be  outwardly 

Desert  and  gloom  ; 
WhUe,  in  the  secret  soul. 

Summer  may  bloom. 
Health  may  depart  ; 

Yet,  from  above, 
Jesus  may  give  the  heart 

Peace,  hope,  and  love. 
All  may  be  desolate 

Round  us  the  while, 
Yet  a  sweet  paradise 

Inwardly  smile. 

All  may  be  sunshiny. 

Summer-like  scene. 
Yet  may  the  heart-ache  lie 

Heavy  within : 
Wealth  may  increase. 

Friends  may  be  nigh  ; 
Friends  cannot  give  us  peace. 

Wealth  cannot  buy. 
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All  may  around  us  be 
Sunshine  and  smile; 

Yet  the  poor  heart  may  bleed 
Inly  the  while. 

'Tis  not  in  circumstance 

Peace  to  bestow ; 
Nor,  where  that  heaven  resides. 

Turn  it  to  woe. 
Lord,  if  Thou  bless, 

Where  is  distress  ? 
Where,  if  Thou  wound  the  hetrt. 

Balm  for  the  smart  ? 
Tis  not  in  earthly  things 

Peace  to  bestow ; 
Nor,  where  that  heaven  resides. 

Turn  it  to  woe. 

Let  me  then  faithfully 

Seek,  in  the  Lord, 
Peace  which  none  else  can  mar. 

None  else  afford. 
Never,  when  blest, 

Save  in  Him  rest ; 
Never  in  woe  despair, 

Jesus  is  there. 
Thus  let  me  constantly 

Find  in  the  Lord, 
Peace  which  none  else  can  mar. 

None  else  afford. 


"  WE  WALK  BY  FAITH,  NOT  BY  SIGHT." 

Oh,  could  we  pilgrims  raise  cor  eyes, 

Bedimm'd  with  many  a  tear. 
Above  the  glooms  that  round  us  fise 

From  sin,  and  grief,  and  fear  ; 
Could  we  the  sounds  of  strife,  the  siglis 

Of  sorrow,  cease  to  hear  ; 
What  glories  would  our  view  sorpdse, 

What  harmonies  our  ear  I 
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Bat  ob,  the  prospect ! — 'tis  too  bright ; 

And  if,  when  fidth  is  strong, 
A  glimpse  of  glory  glads  our  sight, 

*Tis  £uled,  lost,  ere  long  : 
Yet  dying  saints,  with  rapt  delight, 

Have  seem'd  to  catch  the  song, 
Far  echo'd  from  those  harpers  white, 

Heaven's  holy,  happy  throng. 

Thongfa  once  the  fayour*d  three  might  share 

Their  Lord's  transfigur'd  blaze. 
And  drink  celestial  accents  there, — 

How  brief  that  sweet  amaze  ! 
But  well  the  shades  of  grace  we  bear. 

Ere  glory  suit  our  gaze  ; 
And  well  our  voice,  with  sighs  of  prayer, 

Attune  to  songs  of  praise. 


JOHN  HAMPDEN  GURNEY. 

jfMOl  HAMPDm  CUUCBY  wu  soo  of  Mr.  Baron  Gnrncy ;'  he  was  born  in  the  year  X803.  He 
mm  ior  aMajr  yeari  caiate  at  Lutterworth,  where  he  enjoyed  the  friendship  of  Dr.  Arnold.  He 
Rector  of  9t  Mary's  Church,  Marylebone,  and  was  made  an  Honorary  Canon  of  St. 
He  pahliWrd  "  Semons  00  Old  Testament  Histories,"  "  Sermons  on  Texts  from  the 
1  Gospels,'*  and  nomeroos  miscellaneous  discotirses.  His  death  took  place  on  the 
iMa^  hi  hb  fifkyniiath  year.  The  three  following  hymns  hare  been  selected  fVom 
''scaotrflwiioBS  to  "  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  Worship,"  a  collection  published 
**lbr  Ike  aae  of  the  churches  in  Marylebone ;"  London,  z8sx ;  ztimo. 


GOD'S  GOODNESS. 

Yes,  God  is  good  ;  in  earth  and  sky, 
From  ocean  depths  and  spreading  wood. 

Ten  thousand  voices  seem  to  cry, 

"God  made  us  all,  and  God  is  good." 

The  sun  that  keeps  his  trackless  way. 
And  downward  pours  his  golden  flood ; 

Night's  sparkling  hosts, — all  seem  to  say 
In  accents  clear,  that  "  God  is  good." 

S2 
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The  merry  birds  prolong  the  stnun. 
Their  song  with  every  spring,  renew'd  ; 

And  balmy  air,  and  billing  rain. 
Each  softly  whisper  **  God  is  good." 

I  hear  it  in  the  rushing  breeze  ; 

The  hills  that  have  for  ages  stood. 
The  echoing  sky,  and  roaring  seas. 

All  swell  the  chorus,  '*  God  is  good. 
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Yes  ;  •*  God  is  good,"  all  nature  says. 

By  God's  own  hand  with  speech  endued ; 

And  man,  in  louder  notes  of  praise. 

Should  sing  for  joy  that  '*  God  is  good." 

For  all  Thy  gifts  we  bless  Thee,  Lord ; 

But  chiefly  for  our  heavenly  food  ; 
Thy  pardoning  grace,  Thy  quickening  word. 

These  prompt  our  song  that  *'  God  is  good." 


"  THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee. 
And  plead  to  be  forgiven. 

So  let  Thy  life  our  pattern  be^ 
And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 

Help  us  through  good  report  and  ill 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear, 
Like  Thee  to  do  our  Father's  will. 

Our  brethren's  griefs  to  share. 

Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel. 

Our  earthliness  refine. 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell 

As  free  and  true  as  Thine. 

If  joy  shall  at  Thy  bidding  fly. 
And  griefs  dark  day  come  on. 

We  in  our  turn  should  meekly  cry, 
"Father!  Thy  will  be  done." 
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Should  friends  misjudge,  or  foes  defame, 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 
Then,  like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 

To  conquer  them  by  love. 

Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife, 

Foi^ving  and  forgiven. 
Oh  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 

And  follow  Thee  to  heaven. 


RESURRECTION  AND  ETERNAL  LIFE. 

"  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  :*' 
Lord,  we  own  the  sentence  just ; 
Head,  and  tongue,  and  hand,  and  heart. 
All  in  guilt  have  borne  their  part 
Righteous  is  the  common  doom ; 
All  must  moulder  in  the  tomb. 

Like  the  seed  in  spring-time  sown. 
Like  the  leaves  in  autumn  strown. 
Low  these  goodly  frames  must  lie. 
All  our  pomp  and  glory  die  ; 
Soon  the  spoiler  seeks  his  prey, 
Soon  he  bears  us  all  away. 

Yet  the  seed,  upraised  again, 
Clothes  with  green  the  smiling  plain  ; 
Onward  as  the  seasons  move, 
Leaves  and  blossoms  deck  the  grove ; 
And  shall  we  forgotten  lie. 
Lost  for  ever  when  we  die? 

Lord,  from  nature's  gloomy  night 
Turn  we  to  the  Gospel's  light. 
Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
Thou  wilt  all  Thy  people  save ; 
Ransom'd  by  Thy  blood,  the  just 
Rise  immortal  from  the  dust. 
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WILLIAM  HAMMOND. 

WILLIAM  HAMMOND  composed  an  autobiography  in  Greek,  which  wu  aewr  p1r^Bl^1^^l  Mid 
b  lost  He  studied  at  St.  John's  CoUq^e,  Cambridge,  where  be  took  the  degree  oC  A.1I.  He 
preached  in  connection  with  the  Cahrinistic  Methodists,  but  after  a  period  Joined  die 
yians.  In  1745.  he  published  "  PSalms.  Hymns,  and  Spiritual  Songs;"  Ijondoo,  xama. 
woric  from  his  pen  is  entitled  "  The  Marrow  of  the  GoapeL"  Ue  died  ia  ijfl^  awl  wm 
Intened  in  the  Moravian  buryiBg-ground,  Chelsea. 


GOD'S  UNCHANGEABLE  LOVE. 

If  Jesus  is  yours 

You  have  a  true  Friend 
Whose  goodness  endures 

The  same  to  the  end : 
Your  tempers  may  vary, 

Your  comforts  decline  ; 
You  cannot  miscarry. 

Your  aid  is  Divine. 

Be  perfect  in  love. 

And  cast  off*  all  fear ; 
Your  hearts  are  above, 

Your  treasures  are  there : 
When  fiery  temptations 

Encompass  you  round. 
The  sweet  consolations 

Of  Jesus  abound. 

Can  women  forget 

Their  sucklings  at  home, 
And  cruelly  treat 

The  fruit  of  their  womb? 
Yet  God  hath  engraven 

Thy  name  on  His  hands; 
Thy  building  in  heaven 

Eternally  stands. 

When  men  can  reveal 
The  height  of  the  skies. 

And  certainly  tell 
Where  earth's  centre  lies, 
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TheA  Israel's  defection 

And  treacherous  ways. 
Shall  cause  their  rejection 

From  glory  and  grace. 

The  hills  may  depart. 

The  mountains  remove ; 
God's  infinite  heart 

Is  nothing  but  love. 
The  waters  of  Noah 

Shall  sooner  return. 
Than  God  will  forego  a 

True  oath  He  hath  sworn. 

A  moment  I  hid 

The  light  of  my  face, 
Yet  firmly  decre«i 

To  save  thee  by  grace ; 
And  though  I  reproved  thee, 

And  still  should  reprove, 
For  ever  I  loved  thee 

And  ever  wUl  love. 

Then  who  shall  advance 

The  song  of  the  Lamb  t 
Can  angels  enhance 

The  worth  of  His  name  ? 
Let  every  believer 

Incessantly  praise 
The  bountiful  Giver 

Of  glory  and  grace. 


HYMN  TO  CHRIST. 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ; 
Tune  every  heart  and  every  tongue. 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

Sing  of  His  dying  love  ; 
Sing  of  His  rising  p>ower ; 
Sixig  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  all  whose  sins  He  bore. 
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If  you  have  felt  His  grace. 
You'll  not  refuse  to  sing, 
But  summon  all  your  powers  to  praise 
Your  Saviour  and  your  King. 

Look  back,  and  see  the  state 
Wherein  your  nature  lay ; 
Then  wonder  at  His  love  so  great. 
Who  did  your  ransom  pay. 

His  faithfulness  proclaim. 
While  life  and  health  are  given  ; 
Join  hands  and  hearts  to  praise  His  name. 
Till  we  all  meet  in  heaven. 

May  Jesu*s  word  take  place. 
And  wisdom  in  us  dwell, 
That  we  His  miracles  of  grace 
In  psalms  and  hymns  may  telL 

Tell  in  seraphic  strains, 
What  Christ  hath  done  for  you  ; 
How  He  has  taken  off  your  chains. 
And  form'd  your  hearts  anew. 

Be  careful  to  approve 
Yourselves  His  children  dear; 
Admonish  and  provoke  to  love. 
To  righteousness,  and  fear. 
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Leave  carnal  joys  below. 
To  men  of  meaner  taste  ; 
Think,  speak,  and  sing  of  nothing  now 
But  Christ,  the  First  and  Last 

Are  you  in  deep  distress  ? 
Then  sing  to  ease  the  smart  : 
Are  you  rejoiced  ?  let  psalms  express 
The  gladness  of  3rour  heart. 


WILLIAM   HAMMOND.  365 

Wlien  Paul  and  Silas  sung, 
The  earth  began  to  quake ; 
The  prison  doors  were  open  flung ; 
Her  firm  foundations  shake. 

The  prisoners'  bands  were  loosed  ; 
Who  can  the  Lord  control  7 
May  equal  power  be  now  diffused, 
And  free  each  captive  soul. 

Sing  till  you  feel  your  hearts 
Ascending  with  your  tongues ; 
Sing  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 
And  grace  inspires  your  songs. 

Sing  till  yon  hear  Christ  say 
•*  Your  sins  are  all  forgiven ;" 
Go  on,  rejoicing  all  the  way, 
And  sing  your  souls  to  heaven. 


HYMN  FOR  PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now ; 
At  Thy  feet  we  humbly  bow. 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  I 
Shall  we  seek  Thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 
In  Thy  temple,  lo,  we  wait. 
Knocking  at  Thy  mercy's  gate ; 
Now  let  all  Thy  chosen  race 
See  with  joy  Thy  blessed  face. 

Oh,  that  we  might  lift  our  eyes  1 
Oh,  that  our  poor  hearts  would  rise 
To  the  throne  of  grace  above. 
And  enjoy  the  sweets  of  love  I 
Lord,  on  Thee  our  souls  depend  ; 
In  compassion  now  descend  : 
Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  rich  grace. 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  Thy  praise. 
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Saviour,  wilt  Thou  not  appear? 
Thou  hast  often  met  us  here ; 
BlessM  Master,  don't  dismiss 
Us  without  a  kiss  of  peace  ; 
Take  away  the  veU  of  sin  ; 
Shed  Thy  glory.  Lord,  within  : 
Give  us  double  for  our  shame  ; 
Let  our  portion  be  the  Lamb. 

In  Thine  own  appointed  way 
Now  we  seek  Thee,  here  we  stay  ; 
Lord,  we  know  not  how  to  go 
Till  a  blessing  Thou  bestow. 
Send  some  message  from  Thy  word, 
.  That  may  joy  and  peace  afford  ; 
Let  Thy  Spirit  now  impart 
Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 

Open,  Lord,  the  Fountain  wide. 
Bury  us  in  Thy  dear  side  ; 
Thy  rich  mercy  has  no  bounds. 
Hide  us.  Saviour,  in  Thy  wounds  ; 
Love  us,  wash  us  in  Thy  blood. 
Make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God  ; 
May  new  names  to  us  be  given, — 
Sons  of  God,  and  heirs  of  heaven. 

Comtort  those  who  weep  and  mourn 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return  ; 
Those  that  are  cast  down,  lift  up. 
Strong  in  faith,  in  love,  and  hope ; 
Grant  that  those  who  seek  may  find 
Thee  a  God  sincere  and  kind  ; 
Heal  the  sick,  the  captive  free  ; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  Thee. 

Son  of  man,  in  this  Thy  day, 
Thine  abundant  grace  display  ; 
Preach  the  acceptable  year. 
Bring  the  gospel  tidings  near ; 
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Sin  and  Satan,  Lord,  dethrone, 
Rule  and  reign  in  us  alone ; 
Save  us  all  from  sin  and  wrath ; 
Make  us  heirs  of  Gkxl  through  faith. 

Stablish,  Lord,  our  hearts  with  grace. 

Give  us  an  abiding  peace ; 

Then,  though  floods  around  us  flow, 

Though  winds  from  all  quarters  blow. 

Built  upon  Thyself,  the  Rock, 

We  endure  the  mighty  shock  ; 

We  are  over  and  above 

Conquerors  through  Thy  matchless  love. 


GEORGE  WASHINGTON  HANGFORD. 

CSOSCB  WaSHIMCTON  HANGFORD  held  an  appointment  in  India,  where  he  died  a  few 
ytaan  ^o.  Of  hb  penooal  history,  we  hare  been  unable  to  ascertain  any  further  particulars. 
Be  niMpoanfl  the  popular  hymn  "Speak  i^ently,"  which  originally  appeared  in  Sharps s 
t,  r%A.  ▼.,  p.  asfS.  1847— JB.  It  ^"^  *^  to  music  by  Miss  Lindsay,  and  is  published. 
,  by  Messn.  Cocks  dc  Co..  New  Burlington  Street,  London. 


SPEAK  GENTLY. 

Speak  gently  !  it  is  better  far 

To  rule  by  love  than  fear : 
Speak  gently  !  let  not  harsh  words  mar 

The  good  we  might  do  here. 

Speak  gently  !  Love  doth  whisper  low 
The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind ; 

And  gently  Friendship's  accents  flow  ; 
Affection's  voice  is  kind. 

Speak  gendy  to  the  little  child  ; 

Its  love  be  sure  to  gain. 
Teach  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild ; 

It  may  not  long  remain. 
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Speak  gently  to  the  young ;  for  they 

Will  have  enough  to  hear : 
Pass  through  this  world  as  best  tbey  may, 

'Tis  full  of  anxious  care. 

Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one ; 

Grieve  not  the  care-worn  heart ; 
The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run  ; 

L«t  such  in  peace  depart 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor; 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  heard ; 
They  have  enough  they  must  endure, 

Without  an  unkind  word. 

Speak  gently  to  the  erring ;  know 
They  must  have  toiled  in  vain ; 

Perchance  unkindness  made  them  so  ; 
Oh !  win  them  back  again. 

Speak  gently  :  He  who  gave  His  life 
To  bend  man*s  stubborn  will. 

When  elements  were  fierce  in  strife. 
Said  to  them,  "  Peace,  be  still  I" 

Speak  gently :  'tis  a  little  thing 
DroppM  in  the  heart's  deep  well ; 

The  good,  the  joy  which  it  may  bring. 
Eternity  shall  tell. 
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WILLIAM  VERNON   HARCOURT. 

THS  Rzv.  Wiixiam  VBRNON  HAKCOURT,  canon  residentiary  of  York  Cathedral,  is  youni^er 
•Ml  of  the  Re.  Rev.  Edward  Vernon  Harcourt,  Archbishop  of  York,  and  Anne,  third  daughter 
of  Ae  iK«  Maniaess  of  Stafford.  He  was  bom  in  1789,  at  Sudbury  Hall,  Derbyshire.  He 
boch  at  Oxford  and  Cambridf^e,  and  is  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society.  In  1840.  be 
i  a  Chin  dnodecimo  volume  of  "  Psalms  and  Hynms."  but  the  compositions  in  this  work 
iaduded  in  the  "Symmetrical  Psalmody,"  which  appeared  from  his  pen  in  1855. 
Uarcooit  was  one  of  the  orlg^inators  of  the  British  Association  for  the  Advancement  ef 
la  iWx,  he  succeeded,  on  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  to  the  property  of  Nune- 
TaA,  OafotdsMre.  The  following  hymns  have  been  transcribed  from  the  "  Symmetrical 
r,"  with  Mr.  Harcourf  t  kind  permisskai. 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 

A  Seedling  of  Jesse  shall  flower, 

A  Ruler  descend  from  his  line, 
Instinct  with  the  Spirit  of  power, 

The  Spirit  of  wisdom  Divine. 

A  Judge  to  reprove  for  the  meek. 

The  mantle  of  justice  to  wear, 
To  render  their  rights  to  the  weak, 

The  wrongs  of  the  poor  to  repair. 

Then  none  shall  devour  or  hurt. 
When  God  has  His  dwelling  with  men ; 

The  babe  with  the  scorpion  shall  sport, 
And  play  on  the  cockatrice'  den. 

Then  children  the  tiger  shall  lead  ; 

The  wolves  shall  lie  down  with  the  flocks ; 
The  kid  with  the  leopard  shall  feed, 

The  lion  eat  straw  with  the  ox. 

The  word  that  goes  forth  from  His  mouth 

A  light  to  the  nations  shall  be. 
To  spread  from  the  north  to  the  south. 

And  flow  like  the  tides  of  the  sea. 
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DELIVERANCE. 

For  succour  to  my  God  I  cried. 
While  many  mocked  my  prayer. 

When  compassed  round  on  every  side 
With  troubles  hard  to  bear. 

He  heard  me  from  His  holy  hill. 
What  time  the  waves  ran  high  ; 

His  mercy  bade  the  sea  be  still. 
And  calmed  the  stormy  sky. 

Recovered  from  my  mortal  pain, 

I  laid  me  down  and  slept. 
To  tread  Thy  courts,  my  God,  again. 

By  Thee  in  safety  kept, 

Thy  power  to  redeem  Thine  own. 

In  all  my  grief  I  knew  ; 
Salvation  comes  from  God  alone  ; 

To  Him  the  praise  is  due. 


i 


THE  WORKS  OF  GOD. 

Thank  the  Lord  who  made  the  earth. 
Gave  the  seas  and  heavens  birth  ; 
God  the  Lord,  whose  Word  of  might 
Out  of  darkness  called  the  light. 
Full  of  mercy  evermore, 
Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore  ! 

Thank  the  Lord,  who  set  the  son 
Day  by  day  his  course  to  run ; 
Lit  the  moon,  serenely  bright ; 
Spread  the  stars  around  the  night. 

Full  of  mercy  evermore. 

Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore !    , 
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Thank  the  Lord,  who  heeds  dor  call. 
Hears  all  flesh,  and  feeds  them  all ; 
Thank  the  Lord  whose  love  has  given 
Man  the  bread  of  life  from  heaven. 

Fall  of  mercy  evermore, 

Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore ! 


JOSEPH   HART. 


HaKTiw  bora  JH  Leodon,  to  171a.  His  parents  were  God-fearlaff  penons,  and  were 

fcr  his  proper  upbringtaf.  He  did  not  repay  their  aiudety.  for  his  conduct 

Whh  occaskwual  totenrals  of  reflection,  he  lounged  recklessly 

He  became  a  teacher  of  languages,  but  employed  much  of  his  time 

About  his  forty-third  year,  he  became  seriously  impressed,  but  at 

ialo  the  eiTors  of  Antinomianism     The  truth  dawned  upon  him  alter  hearing  a 

by  WbilcMd.    In  1799^  he  began  to  preach,  and  to  compose  hymns.    Settled,  in 

d  the  Iadep«9Mlent  Chapel,  Jewto  Street,  he  became  most  acceptable  as  a 

alniitTSilnns  were  much  blessed,    He  died  on  the  a4th  May,  1768,  to  his  fifty* 

Tht  fint  editioB  of  Mr.  Hart* s  hymn-book  appeared  to  1799.    It  contained  a  nar* 

siafel  UCb,  and  set  forth  the  blessedness  of  that  chajoge  which,  under  grace. 

In  subsequent  editions,  other  hymns  from  his  pen  were  added.    His 
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TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Descend  frx>m  heaven,  celestial  Dove ; 
With  flames  of  pure  seraphic  love 

Our  ravish'd  breasts  inspire. 
Fountain  of  joy,  blest  Paraclete, 
Warm  our  cold  hearts  with  heavenly  heat. 

And  set  our  souls  on  Ere. 

Breathe  on  these  bones  so  dry  and  dead  ; 
Thy  sweetest,  softest  influence  shed 

In  all  our  hearts  abroad. 
Point  out  the  place  where  grace  abounds  ; 
Pirect  us  to  the  bleeding  wounds 

Of  our  incarnate  God. 
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Conduct,  blest  Guide,  Thy  sinner-tndn 
To  Calv'ry,  where  the  Lamb  was  slain. 

And  with  us  there  abide. 
Let  us  our  loved  Redeemer  meet. 
Weep  o'er  His  pierc^  hands  and  feet. 

And  view  His  wounded  side. 

From  which  pure  Fountain  if  Thou  draw 
Water  to  quench  the  fiery  law, 

And  blood  to  purge  our  sin. 
We'll  tell  the  Father  in  that  day 
(And  Thou  shalt  witness  what  we  say), 

**  We're  clean,  just  God,  we're  dean." 

Teach  us  for  what  to  pray,  and  how  ; 
And  since,  kind  God,  'tis  only  Thou 

The  throne  of  grace  can  move. 
Pray  Thou  for  us,  that  we,  through  fidtb. 
May  feel  th'  effects  of  Jesu's  death. 

Through  faith  that  works  by  love. 

Thou,  with  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Art  that  mysterious  Three  in  One, 

God  blest  for  evermore  ; 
Whom,  though  we  cannot  comprehend. 
Feeling  Thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend, 

We  love  Thee  and  adore. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 

How  wondrous  are  the  works  of  God, 
Display'd  through  all  the  world  abroad. 
Immensely  great,  immensely  small  : 
Yet  one  strange  work  exceeds  them  alL 

He  form'd  the  sim,  fair  fount  of  light. 
The  moon  and  stars,  to  rule  the  night ; 
But  night,  and  stars,  and  moon,  and  sun 
Are  little  works  compared  with  one. 


JOSEPH  HART.  273 

He  rdl'd  the  seas,  and  spread  the  skies, — 
Made  valleys  sink,  and  mountains  rise, — 
The  meadows  clothed  with  native  green, — 
And  bade  the  rivers  glide  between. 

But  what  are  seas,  or  skies,  or  hills, 
Or  verdant  vales,  or  gliding  rills. 
To  wonders  man  was  bom  to  prove? 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  love  I 

Tls  hi  beyond  what  words  express. 
What  saints  can  feel,  or  angels  guess. 
Angels,  that  hymn  the  great  /Am, 
Fall  down  and  veil  before  the  Lamb. 

The  highest  heavens  are  short  of  this  ; 
Tis  deeper  than  the  vast  abyss ; 
Tis  more  than  thought  can  e'er  conceive, 
Or  hope  expect,  or  faith  believe. 

Almighty  God  sigh'd  human  breath  ; 
The  Lord  of  life  experienced  death  ; 
How  it  was  done  we  can't  discuss. 
But  this  we  know,  'twas  done  for  us. 

Blest  with  this  faith,  then  let  us  raise 
Our  hearts  in  love,  our  voice  in  praise  ; 
All  things  to  us  must  work  for  good. 
For  whom  the  Lord  hath  shed  His  blood. 

Trials  may  press  of  every  sort ; 
They  may  be  sore — they  must  be  short  ; 
We  now  Mievf,  but  soon  shall  tn^uf 
The  greatest  glories  God  can  show. 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ; 
Let  Thy  bright  beams  arise  ; 
Dispel  the  darkness  from  our  minds. 
And  open  all  our  eyes. 


..■«.=W-..A-IW- 
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SINNERS  INVITED  TO  CHRIST. 


ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched, 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 
Jesas  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  joined  with  power  : 

He  is  able. 
He  is  willing  :  doubt  no  more. 

Oome,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome  ; 

Ood's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  bdicf  and  true  repentance. 

Every  grace  that  brings  us  nigh, — 
Without  money 

Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 


not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
I<^or  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 

This  He  gives  you — 
'TIS  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Bruised  and  broken  by  the  fall ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better. 

You  will  never  come  at  all. 
Not  the  righteous, 

Smners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

View  Him  grov'ling  in  the  garden, 

Lo,  your  Maker  prostrate  lies  I 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him  ; 

Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies — 
"Itisfinlsh'dl" 

Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 

Lo,  the  incarnate  God  ascended. 

Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood  ; 
Venture  on  Him,  venture  wholly. 

Let  no  other  trust  intrude. 

None  but  Jesus 

Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

T  2 
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Thee,  when  athwart  the  azure  sky 

Thy  starry  hosts  their  mazes  lead. 
And  when  Thou  sheddest  from  on  hi^ 

Thy  dewdrops  on  the  flowery  mead. 

Thee,  when  my  cup  of  bliss  overflows  ; 

Thee,  when  my  heart's  best  joys  are  fled ; 
Thee,  when  my  breast  exulting  glows ; 

Thee,  whUe  I  bend  beside  the  dead. 

Alike  in  joy  and  in  distress, 

O  let  me  trace  Thy  hand  Divine  ; 
Righteous  in  chastening,  prompt  to  bless. 

Still,  Father,  may  Thy  will  be  mine. 


FAITH  AND  HOPE. 

O  Thou,  who  for  our  fallen  race, 
Didst  lay  Thy  crown  of  glory  by ; 

And  quit  Thy  heavenly  dwelling-place, 
To  clothe  Thee  in  mortality. 

By  whom  our  vesture  of  decay, 

Its  frailty  and  its  pains,  were  worn  ; 

Who,  sinless,  of  our  sinful  clay 

The  burden  and  the  griefs  hast  borne. 

Who,  stainless,  bore  our  guilty  doom ; 

Upon  the  Cross  to  save  us  bled  ; 
And  who,  triumphant  from  the  tomb. 

Captivity  hast  captive  led ; 

O  teach  Thy  ransomM  ones  to  know 
Thy  love  who  diedst  to  set  them  free  ; 

And  bid  their  torpid  spirits  glow 
With  love  which  centres  all  in  Thee. 

And  come,  triumphant  Victim,  come. 
In  the  brightness  of  Thy  holy  love  : 

And  make  this  earth,  our  purchased  home. 
The  image  of  Thy  courts  above. 


Her  Kins  in  Thee,  Incamale  God  ! 

,\n<l  I'll,  v.liiU-  ;<.-I  Thv  merty  speaks 
Su  may  (Ik'  «x>r.K  «f  l.>v..>  pn-vnU, 

That  wheji  the  mom  of  judgmenl  breaks. 
Many  may  Thioe  appearing  hail  ! 
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MISSIONARY  HYMN. 
{CcHtniiiitJ.) 
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Downwards,  firom  His  star-paved  dwellixig, 

Comes  the  incarnate  Son  of  God : 
Countless  voices  thrilling,  swelling, 

Tell  the  triumphs  of  His  blood. 
Shoot  I  He  comes  thy  tribes  to  bless, 
With  His  spotless  righteousness. 

See  His  glowing  hand  uplifted  ! 

Clustering  bounties  drop  around : 
Rebels  e'en  are  richly  gifted  ; 

Pardon,  peace,' and  joy  abound. 
Shout,  O  earth  I  and  let  thy  song 
Ring  the  vaulted  heavens  along  1 

Call  Him  blessed  !  on  thy  mountains. 

In  thy  wilds  and  citied  plains  : 
Call  Him  blessed  !  where  thy  fountains 

Speak  in  softly  murmuring  strains. 
Let  thy  captives,  let  thy  kings. 
Join  the  lyre  of  thousand  strings. 

Blessed  Lord,  and  Lord  of  blessings  I 

Pour  Thy  quickening  gifts  abroad  ; 
Raptured  tongues,  Thy  love  confessing. 

Shall  extol  the  living  God. 
BlessM,  bless^,  blessM  Lord  ! 
Heaven  shall  chant  no  other  word  1 


"  GATHER  THE  LAMBS." 
Isaiah  zL  xz. 

{Contrilmted.) 

To  praise  our  Shepherd's  care. 
His  wisdom,  love  and  might. 
Your  loudest,  loftiest  songs  prepare. 
And  bid  the  world  unite  I 

Supremely  good  and  great. 
He  tends  his  blood-bought  fold  ; 
He  stoops,  though  throned  in  highest  state. 
The  feeblest  to  uphold. 


28o  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

He  hears  their  softest  plaint ; 
He  sees  them  when  they  roam  ; 
And  if  His  meanest  lamb  should  fidnt. 
His  bosom  bears  it  home. 

Kind  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
A  weakly  flock  are  we. 
And  snares  and  foes  are  nigh  ;  bat  ke^ 
The  lambs  who  look  to  Thee. 

And  if  through  death's  dark  vale 
Our  feet  should  early  tread. 
Oh  may  we  reach  Thy  fold,  and  hail 
The  love  which  us  has  led. 


SALVATION. 
{ContrihuUd,) 

Hallelujah  I  Lord,  our  voices 

Rise  in  choral  strains  to  Thee. 
Son  of  man.  Thy  Church  rejoices 

In  her  weekly  jubUee  I 

Hallelujah !  mercy  beaming 
Lights  the  path  that  leads  to  God  ; 

Herald-lips,  Divinely  teeming, 

Publish  blessings  bought  with  blood. 

Hallelujah  !  praise  ascending, 

Shall  our  faith-wing'd  breathings  stay  ? 
Lord,  before  Thine  altar  bending^ 

Let  the  heathen  hail  Thy  day. 

Hallelujah  !  Saviour,  hear  us  ; 

Downward  send  Thy  quickening  Dove  ; 
May  His  silver  pinions  bear  us 

To  the  realms  of  rest  and  love  I 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 
(OmtrOuitd.) 

HoSANNA  I  raise  the  pealing  hymn 

To  David's  Son  and  Lord ; 
With  cherubim  and  seraphim 

Exalt  th*  incarnate  Word. 

Hosanna  !  Lord,  our  feeble  tongae 

No  lofty  strains  can  raise : 
But  Thoa  wilt  not  despise  the  yomig, 

Who  meekly  chant  Thy  praise. 

Hosanna !  Sovereign,  Prophet,  Priest, 

How  vast  Thy  gifts — ^how  free  I 
Thy  blood  our  life — Thy  word  our  feast — 

Thy  name  our  only  plea. 

Hosanna !  Master,  lo  I  we  bring 

Our  ofTerings  to  Thy  throne  ; 
Not  gold,  nor  mjrrrh,  nor  mortal  thing. 

But  hearts,  to  be  Thine  own. 

Hosanna  I  once  Thy  gracious  ear 

Approved  a  lisping  throng  : 
Be  gracious  still,  and  deign  to  hear 

Our  poor  but  gratefid  song. 

O  Saviour,  ifi  redeemed  by  Thee, 

Thy  temple  we  behold, — 
Hosannas,  through  eternity. 

We'll  sing  to  harps  of  gold  ! 


CHRISTIAN  PERSEVERANCE. 
(ContribuUd.) 

Widely,  'midst  the  slumVring  nations. 
Darkness  holds  his  despot -sway  ; 

Cruel  in  his  habitations. 

Ruthless  o*er  his  prostrate  prey. 

Star  of  Bethlehem, 
Kise  and  beam  in  conquering  day  I 


Rise  with  healing  on  Thy  wing  ; 
Rise  in  all  Thy  soothing  splendour. 
Rise,  and  canh  with  joy  shall'sing. 

Israel's  gl0T7, 
Gentiles  call  Thee,  "  Lord  and  King  I" 

Cbiistiuis,  hasle  I  the  mom  is  brealdng ; 

DarliDess  wheels  his  downward  flight ; 
But,  your  polished  armour  taldng, 

Stand  I  nor  quit  the  waning  fighL 
Great  Redeemer, 

Guard  us  with  Thy  shield  of  light  1 

Onward,  Christians,  onward  presting. 

Triumph  in  the  Crucified  1 
Endless  honour,  rest,  and  blessing. 

Wail  you  at  His  radiant  side. 
Cease  not,  cease  not, 

TO]  yoa  see  Him  glorified  1 


1^ 
1^ 
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"BE   NOT   WEARY." 
[Contriiuttd.) 

Yes  1  He  knows  the  way  is  dreair. 

Knows  the  weakness  ofoor  Erame, 
Knows  that  hands  and  heart  are  weaiy. 

He,  "  in  all  points,"  felt  the  same. 
He  is  near  to  help  and  bless ; 
"  Be  not  weaiy  "—onward  press. 
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^^  to  Him  who  once  was  willing 

AD  His  gioiy  to  resign, 
^  ibr  thee  the  Uw  fulfilling, 
^  His  merit  might  be  thine. 
Stmt  to  follow  day  by  day 
Where  His  footsteps  mark  the  way. 

look  to  Him,  the  Lord  of  glory, 
Tasting  death  to  win  thy  life ; 
Gazing  on  that  "wondrous  story," 

Canst  thou  falter  in  the  strife  ? 
Is  it  not  new  life  to  know 
That  the  Lord  hath  loved  thee  so  ? 

Look  to  Him  who  ever  liveth. 

Interceding  for  His  own  ; 
Seek,  yea,  chum  the  grace  He  giveth 

Freely  fix)m  His  priestly  throne. 
Will  He  not  thy  strength  renew 
With  His  Spirit's  quickening  dew  ? 

Look  to  Him,  and  faith  shall  brighten, 

Hope  shall  soar,  and  love  shall  bum ; 
Peace  once  more  thy  heart  shall  lighten  : 

Rise !  He  calleth  thee  ;  return  ! 
Be  not  weary  on  thy  way  : 
Jesus  is  thy  strength  and  stay. 


"THE  THINGS  WHICH  ARE  BEHIND. 

{Contriduted.) 

Leave  behind  earth's  empty  pleasure. 

Fleeting  hope,  and  changeful  love  ; 
L.eave  its  soon  corroding  treasure  : 

There  are  better  things  above. 

Leave,  oh,  leave  thy  fond  aspirings, 

Bid  thy  restless  earth  be  still ; 
Cease,  oh,  cease  thy  vain  desirings, 

Only  seek  thy  Father's  will.  ^ 
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Leftve  behind  thy  faithless  sorrow, 
And  thine  every  anxious  care  ; 

He  who  only  knows  the  morrow. 
Can  for  thee  its  burden  bear. 

Leave  behind  the  doubting  spiiit. 
And  thy  crushing  load  of  sin  ; 

By  thy  mighty  Saviour's  merit. 
Life  eternal  thou  shalt  win. 

Realms  of  glory  lie  before  thee, 
Cloud  and  shadow-land  behind ; 

Hasten  I  light  is  breaking  o'er  thee  ; 
Enter  I  welcome  thou  shalt  find  ! 

Leave  the  darkness  gathering  o'er  thee; 

Leave  the  shadow-land  behind. 
Realms  of  glory  lie  before  thee; 

Enter  in,  and  welcome  find. 


THOMAS  HAWEIS,  M.D.,  LL.R 
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EASTER-DAY. 

The  happy  mom  is  come; 

The  Saviour  leaves  the  grave ; 
His  glorious  work  is  done, 

Almighty  now  to  save. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 
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Who  to  oar  charge  shaU  lay 

Iniquity  and  guilt  T 
AH  sin  is  done  away, 

Since  His  rich  blood  was  spUt 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Now  the  ungodly  dares 

The  holy  God  draw  near ; 
Justice  itself  declares 

No  cause  remains  for  fear. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid ; 

The  glorious  work  is  done ; 
On  Him  our  help  is  laid ; 

The  victory  is  won. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Hail  the  triumphant  Lord  ! 

The  resurrection  Thou  I 
We  bless  Thy  sacred  word ; 

Before  Thy  throne  we  bow. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 


THE  ASCENSION. 

The  Saviour  to  glory  is  gone ; 

His  sufferings  and  sorrows  are  past ; 
His  work  is  completed  and  done, 

And  shall  to  eternity  last. 
For  ever  He  lives  to  bestow 

The  blessings  He  purchased  so  dear; 
Our  bosoms  with  gratitude  glow, 

AVhilst  to  Him,  by  faith,  we  draw  near.  j 
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Expecting  from  Him  to  receive 

All  fulness  of  glory  and  grace. 
Rejoicing  in  hope,  we  believe, 

His  promises  thankful  embrace. 
Our  King  shall  protect  us  from  hanns, 

Our  Advocate  make  our  plea  good ; 
Our  Shepherd  will  bear  in  Hi$  arms 

The  sheep  which  He  bought  with  His  blood. 

Our  Prophet  will  point  out  the  way 

Which  leads  to  the  mansions  above  ; 
Our  Priest  all  our  ransom  shall  pay. 

Our  Friend  of  unchangeable  love, 
put  whilst  to  the  Lamb  on  His  throne 

Our  hearts  and  our  voices  we  raise, 
His  glory  exalted  we  own 

Above  all  our  blessing  and  praise. 


THE  DAY  OF  PENTECOST. 

Enthroned  on  high,  almighty  Lord, 
Thy  Holy  Ghost  send  down ; 

Fulfil  in  us  Thy  faithful  word. 
And  all  Thy  mercies  crown. 

Though  on  our  heads  no  tongues  of  fire 
Their  wondrous  powers  impart. 

Grant,  Saviour,  what  we  more  desire — 
Thy  Spirit  in  our  heart. 

Spirit  of  life  and  light  and  love. 
Thy  heavenly  influence  give ; 

Quicken  our  souls,  bom  from  above. 
In  Christ,  that  we  may  live. 

To  our  benighted  minds  reveal 

The  glories  of  His  grace ; 
And  bring  us  where  no  clouds  conceal 

The  brightness  of  His  face. 
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His  loTe  within  us  shed  abroad. 

Life's  ever-springixig  well, 
Till  Godin  us,  and  we  in  God, 

In  love  eternal  dwell 


"REMEMBER  ME,  O  MY  GOD,   FOR  GOOD." 

Nehemiah  ziiL  31. 

O  Thou  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee  ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woei, 

Dear  Lord,  remember  me ! 

When  groaning  on  my  burden'd  heart. 

My  sins  lie  heavily. 
My  pardon  speak,  new  peace  impart : 

In  love  remember  me  I 

Temptations  sore  obstruct  my  way. 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee  ; 
Oh  give  me  strength,  Lord,  as  my  day : 

For  good  remember  me  ! 

Distressed  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief. 

This  feeble  body  see  : 
Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief ; 

Hear,  and  remember  me. 

If  on  my  face,  for  Thy  dear  name. 

Shame  and  reproaches  be ; 
All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame. 

If  Thou  remember  me. 

The  hour  is  near ;  consign'd  to  death, 

I  own  the  just  decree. 
*'  Saviour  I"  with  my  last  parting  breath 

111  cry,  **  Remember  me  !" 
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ABBA   HYMN. 

"  Abba,  Father,"  Lord,  we  call  Thee, 

Hallowed  name  !  from  day  to  day ; 
*Tis  Thy  children's  right  to  know  Thee; 

None  but  children  **  Abba  "  say : 
This  high  privilege  we  inherit. 

First  Thy  gift,  and  then  Christ's  blood  ; 
God  the  Spirit  with  our  spirit 

Witnesseth  we're  sons  of  God. 

CHORUS. 

•*  Abba,  Father  I"  Lord,  we  call  Thee. 

Abba  sounds  through  all  our  host. 
All  in  heaven  and  earth  adore  Thee^ 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  I 


Abba's  love  first  gave  us  beings 
When,  in  Christ,  in  that  vast  plan^ 

Abba  chose  the  Church  in  Jesoa^ 
Long  before  the  world  began. 

Oh,  what  love  the  Father  bore  us  1 
Oh,  how  precious  in  His  sight  1 
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But  the  plan  Himself  had  formed, 

Cre  like  sheep  we  went  astray, 
"They"  said  God,  " shall  call  me  Father, 

Nor  from  me  shall  turn  away.*' 

And  the  richest  stores  of  pardon 

God  sets  forth  in  Christ  His  Son, 
With  the  Spirit's  grace  to  guide  us — 

Safe  to  bring  His  children  home. 
**  AhhsL,  Father!"  makes  all  certain. 

E'en  by  word  and  oath  and  blood  : 
Abba  saith,  "They  are  my  people," 

And  they  say,  "The  Lord  our  God." 

Hence,  through  all  our  changing  seasons. 

Trouble,  sickness,  sorrow,  woe. 
Nothing  changeth  God's  affection, 

Abba's  love  shall  bring  us  through. 
Soon  shall  all  Thy  blood-bought  children 

Round  the  throne  their  anthems  raise. 
And,  in  songs  of  rich  salvation. 

Shout  to  Abba  endless  praise. 


AMEN   HYMN. 

We  bless  Thee,  O  Thou  great  Amen, 
Jehovah's  pledge  to  sinful  men, 

Confirming  all  His  word  ; 
No  promises  are  doubtful  then, 
For  all  are  yea  and  all  Amen, 

In  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church  on  high 
And  all  below  unceasing  cry, 

Amen,  Amen,  Amen  ! 
To  Thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  is  given, 
The  loud  response  of  earth  and  heaven, — 

All  hail,  7*hou  great  Amen  ! 

Sweet  ordinance  of  God  to  bless 
By  Him,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness, 
By  Him  I  say  again  ; 
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This  mighty  Him  makes  all  things  sure, 
Through  life,  in  death,  and  evermore. 
In  Him,  the  great  Amen  ! 

Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc. 

O  faithful  Witness  of  our  God, 
Who  came  by  water  and  by  blood. 

Proving  the  Holy  One  ! 
Thy  record  must  for  ever  stand 
Of  life  eternal  from  God's  hand. 

And  all  in  Thee,  His  Son. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc. 

Sweetly  Thy  verilies  we  hear. 
For  God's  Amen  dispels  all  fear. 

Thy  faithfulness  it  proves  ; 
And  while  such  grace  for  God  is  shown. 
To  God's  Amen  we  add  our  own. 

Our  So  dfi/He  loves. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc. 

Ye  saints  of  God,  in  age  or  youth. 
Who  swear  by  Him,  the  God  of  truth. 

By  Him  I  say  again  ; — 
Make  Him  whom  God  hath  made  to  you. 
Your  Alpha  and  Omega  too ; 

God's  Christ  is  your  Amen. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc. 
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Nor  less  above,  ye  heavenly  host. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Give  praise  through  Him,  with  men  ; 
For  of  Him,  through  Him,  by  Him  sure, 
The  Church  shall  glory  evermore. 

In  Him,  the  great  Amen. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church  on  high. 
And  all  below  unceasing  cry. 

Amen  !  Amen  I  Amen  ! 
To  Thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  is  given. 
The  loud  response  of  earth  and  heaven, — 

All  hail.  Thou  great  Amen  ! 
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oo  die  am  April,  178(3.  at  l(IaIpu,Cliesldre.   In  his  teroitaeiiUi 
College.  Oxford.    In  sSco,  lie  obtained  the  Unhrerritjr  price  for 
la  tbe  CoUowiac  year  gmlacd  the  gold  medal  for  his  poem  of  "  Pales* 
i.M.  inzSoSL    He  was  elected  to  a  Fellowship  at  AU  Souls' College,  and 
ttwlaig  of  HodneL    In  x8n.  he  was  elected  preacher  to  the  benchers  of 
B   additioB  of  jC6oo  to  his  yearly  income.    In  18113,  he  accepted  the 
To  the  duties  of  his  high  office  in  India,  he  applied  himself  with  ^po> 
^£^  ■valuable  life  was  cot  short  while  in  coarse  of  an  episcopal  visitation.    He 
ipoplezy.  while  taUng  a  bath,  at  Trichinopoly.  on  the  3rd  April,  xaa6,  in  hte 
Bislaop  Heber  was  a  cootribator  to  The  Quarterly  Review;  he  wrote  a 
.  and  published  some  other  prose  writings.    In  1837.  his  hymns  were 
nlocc  with  sacred  lyrics  by  Mr.  Mihnan  and  others.  Wehave 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
"Where  Afiic's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

"What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Java's  isle. 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile; 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn  ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone  !  ' 

Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  Wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  !  oh,  Salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  leam'd  Messiah's  name. 

U  2 
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Brtchtest  and  best  of  ihi 
JDftwn  on  our  darkness,  i 

Stir  of  the  East,  the  horiic 
Guide  where  our  infant  F 

Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dev 
Low  lies  His  head  with  tl 

Angels  adore  Him,  in  sluml 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  aoi 

Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  in 
OdouTs  of  Edom,  and  ofTe 

Gems  of  the  mountain,  imd 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  j 

Vainly  we  otTer  each  ample  < 
Vainly  with  gifts  would  H 

Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  a 
Dearer  lo  God  are  the  pra 
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»,  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod ; 
'VSThose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet. 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

Sy  cool  Siloanf  s  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  £ade  away. 

And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
V/'ill  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 

And  stormy  passion's  rage ! 

O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  Thy  Father's  shrine,— 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crown'd. 

Were  all  alike  Divine, — 

Dependent  on  Thy  bounteous  breath, 

We  seek  Thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death. 

To  keep  us  still  Thine  own. 


"HELP,  LORD,  OR  WE  PERISH." 

When  through  the  torn  sail  the  vrild  tempest  is  streaming. 
When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  is  gleaming, 
Nor  hope  lends  a  ray,  the  poor  seaman  to  cherish. 
We  fly  to  our  Maker :  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

O  Jesns  !  once  toss'd  on  the  breast  of  the  billow. 
Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  Thy  pillow, 
Now  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish. 
Who  cries  in  his  danger,  **  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

And  oh,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging. 
When  hcU  in  our  heart  his  wild  warfare  is  waging. 
Arise  in  Thy  strength.  Thy  redeemed  to  cherish  ; 
Rebuke  the  destroyer :  *'  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 
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AT  A  FUNERAL. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  the 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the  tomb  ; 

Thy  Saviour  has  passM  through  its  portal  before  thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide  through  the  g^o 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  ;  we  no  longer  behold  thee, 
Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  side  ; 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee. 
And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  has  died. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  and,  its  mansion  forsaking 
Perhaps  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear  lingered  long  ; 

But  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beamM  on  thy  waking. 
And  the  sound  which  thou  heard'st  was  the  seraphim's 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 
Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian,  and  guide ; 

He  gave  thee,  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore  thec^ 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  PRAYER. 

Lord,  whose  love,  in  power  excelling^ 
Wash'd  the  leper's  stain  away  : 

Jesus,  from  Thy  heavenly  dwelling. 
Hear  us,  help  us,  when  we  pray. 

From  the  filth  of  vice  and  folly. 
From  infuriate  passion's  rage. 

Evil  thoughts,  and  hopes  unholy. 
Heedless  youth,  and  selfish  age  ; 

From  the  lusts  whose  deep  pollutions 
Adam's  ancient  taint  disclose  ; 

From  the  tempter's  dark  intrusions. 
Restless  doubt,  and  blind  repose  ; 

From  the  miser's  cursM  treasure ; 

From  the  drunkard's  jest  obscene  ; 
From  the  world — its  pomp  and  pleasitre^- 

Jesiis,  Master,  make  us  cleaa ! 
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PRAYER  FOR  DIVINE  MERCY. 

Oh  blest  were  the  accents  of  early  creation, 
^^^  the  Word  of  Jehovah  came  dovm  from  above  ; 

I&  the  clods  of  the  earth  to  infuse  ammation, 
And  vake  their  cold  atoms  to  life  and  to  love  ! 

And  mighty  the  tones  which  the  firmament  rended. 
When,  on  wheels  of  the  thunder,  and  wings  of  the  wind, 

%  lightning,  and  hail,  and  thick  darkness  attended, 
He  uttered  on  Sinai  His  laws  to  mankind. 

^  5»eet  was  the  voice  of  the  First-bom  of  heaven 
(Though  poor  His  apparel,  though  earthly  His  form), 

^  said  to  the  mourner,  "  Thy  sins  are  forgiven  I " 
"Be  whole"  to  the  sidt,  and  "Be  still"  to  the  storm. 

^  J''«ge  of  the  world  !  when,  arrayed  in  Thy  glory, 
^y  tnmmons  again  shall  be  heard  from  on  high  ; 

'^c  nature  stands  trembling  and  naked  before  Thee, 
^  waits  on  Thy  sentence  to  live  or  to  die ; 

^o»  the  heav'n  shall  fly  fast  from  the  sound  of  Thy  thunder, 
■^  the  sun  in  Thy  lightnings  grow  languid  and  pale. 

And  the  sea  jrield  her  dead,  and  the  tomb  cleave  asunder, — 
in  the  hour  of  Thy  terrors,  let  mercy  prevail ! 


THE  SECOND  ADVENT. 

Th£  Lord  will  come  !  the  earth  shall  quake. 
The  hills  their  fixM  seat  forsake. 
And,  withering,  from  the  vault  of  night 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light 

The  Lord  will  come  !  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  He  came, 
A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led. 
The  bruis'd,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

The  Lord  will  come  !  a  dreadful  form. 
With  wreath  of  flame,  and  robe  of  storm  ; 
On  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind. 
Anointed  Judge  of  human-kind  I 
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Can  this  be  He,  who  wont  to  stray 

A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway, 

By  power  oppressed,  and  mock'd  by  pride  ? 

O  God  !  is  this  the  Cnidfied? 

Go,  tyrants  I  to  the  rocks  complain  ! 
Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain  ! 
But  faith,  victorious  o*er  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy — the  Lord  is  come  ! 


THE  HOLY  TRINITY. 

Holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to  Thee  ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy  !  merciful  and  mighty  ! 
God  in  three  Persons,  blessM  Trinity. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !  all  the  saints  adore  Thee^ 
Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy  sea ; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  Thee, 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

Holy,  holy,  holy !  though  the  darkness  hide  Thee^ 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see ; 
Only  Thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  purity. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  s 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !  merciful  and  mighty ; 

God  in  three  Persons,  blessM  Trinity  ! 


OTTIWELL  HEGINBOTHAM.  297 


OTTIWELL  HEGINBOTHAM. 

HecncBOTHAM  If  the  author  of  a  volume  of  "  Hymns  Frirately  Printed.* 
179^     His  penooal  history  is  onknown. 


THE  YOUNG  PERSON'S  PRAYER. 

Hark  !  'tis  your  heavenly  Father's  call. 
How  soft  the  charming  accents  fall : 
"  Ask  and  receive,  my  son,"  He  cries, 
With  loving  heart  and  melting  eyes. 


Lord,  I  accept  Thine  ofTer'd  grace, 
I  come  to  seek  my  Father's  face, 
Nor  will  He  turn  His  ear  away 
Who  taught  my  heart  and  lips  to  pray. 

One  thing  I  ask,  and  wilt  Thou  hear,.^ 
And  grant  my  soul  a  gift  so  dear  ? 
Wisdom,  descending  from  above. 
The  sweetest  token  of  Thy  love. 

Wisdom  betimes  to  know  the  Lord, 
To  fear  His  name  and  keep  His  word ; 
To  lead  my  feet  in  paths  of  truth. 
And  guide  and  guard  my  wandering  youth. 

Then  shouldst  Thou  grant  a  length  of  days^ 
My  life  shall  still  proclaim  Thy  praise ; 
Or  early  death  my  soul  convey 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD  IN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

Mv  soul  shall  praise  Thee,  O  my  God, 

Through  all  my  mortal  days. 
And  to  eternity  prolong 

Thy  vast,  Thy  boundless  praise. 
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In  each  bright  hour  of  peace  and  hope, 

Be  this  my  sweet  employ  ! 
Devotion  heightens  all  my  bliss, 

And  sanctifies  my  joy. 

When  gloomy  care  or  keen  distress 
Invades  my  throbbing  breast. 

My  tongue  shall  learn  to  speak  Thy  praise, 
And  soothe  my  pains  to  rest. 

Nor  shall  my  tongae  alone  prodaixn 

The  honours  of  my  God  ; 
My  life,  with  all  my  active  powers. 

Shall  spread  Thy  praise  abroad. 

And  though  these  lips  shall  cease  to  move. 
Though  death  shall  close  these  eyes, 

Yet  shall  my  soul  to  nobler  heights 
Of  joy  and  transport  rise. 

Then  shall  my  powers  in  endless  strains 

Their  grateful  tribute  pay  : 
The  theme  demands  an  angel's  tongue. 

And  an  eternal  day. 
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THE  GOD  OF  SEASONS. 

Great  God,  let  all  our  tuneful  powers 
Awake  and  sing  Thy  mighty  name ; 

Thy  hand  rolls  on  our  circling  hours. 
The  hand  from  which  our  being  came. 

Seasons  and  moons,  revolving  round. 
In  beauteous  order  speak  Thy  praise  ; 

And  years,  with  smiling  mercy  crown*d, 
To  Thee  successive  honoiirs  raise. 

Each  changing  season  on  our  souls 
Its  sweetest,  kindest  influence  sheds  ; 

And  every  period,  as  it  rolls. 
Showers  countless  blessings  on  our  heads. 
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Our  lives,  our  health,  our  friends,  we  owe 

All  to  Thy  vast  unbounded  love  ; 
Ten  thousand  precious  gifts  below, 

And  hope  of  nobler  joys  above. 


MRS.  HEMANS. 

CIA  DOftOTHBA  Browne  wbs  born  at  Liverpool,  on  the  astb  September,  1794.    Her 
a  Lifefpool  mcrcbanL    When  his  daughter  was  very  young,  he  removed  his  family 
North  Wales.  The  romantic  nature  of  her  early  home,  an  old  mansion  by  the 
a  chain  of  rocky  hills,  exercised  a  powerful  influence  on  her  &ncy.  In  her  ninth 
coipoaed  verses,  which  were  included  in  a  volume  of  poems,  which,  at  the  af^e  of 
she  gave  to  the  world.    In  iSia,  she  published  a  second  volume,  entitled  "  Domestic 
"  and  in  the  same  year,  married  Captain  Hemans.    After  some  years,  her  husband 
to  Italy,  leaving  her  to  undertake  the  upbringing  of  their  five  sons.    She  continued 
bcrvelf  to  poetical  compositioa,  and  her  numerous  lyrics  are  to  be  remarked  for  their 
pit»hffy  and  gracefulness,  alike  of  expression  and  thought.    After  residing  in  different 
of  Britain,  she  took  up  her  abode  in  Dublin,  where  she  died  on  the  x6th  May,  1835.    Her 
collected  by  her  titter,  and  published,  with  a  memoir,  in  seven  vohmxes,  8vo; 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play, 
While  the  red  light  fades  away  ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye, 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Called  Thy  harvest-work  to  leave  : 
Pray,  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be  ; 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  I 

traveller  in  the  stranger's  land. 
Far  from  thine  own  household  band 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone  ; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Simshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea  : 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  I 


I 


Tin:  FOUNTAIN  OF  MARAII. 

Where  is  the  tree  the  prophet  threw 

Into  the  bitter  wave  ? 
Left  it  no  scion  where  it  grew. 

The  thirsting  soul  to  save  ? 

Hath  nature  lost  the  hidden  power 

Its  precious  foliage  shed  ? 
Is  there  no  distant  eastern  bower. 

With  such  sweet  leaves  o*eispread  ? 

Nay,  wherefore  ask  ?  since  gifts  are  oars. 

Which  yet  may  well  imbue 
Earth's  many  troubled  foimts  with  showers 

Of  heaven's  own  balmy  dew. 

Oh,  mingled  with  the  cup  of  grief 

Let  faith's  deep  spirit  be  ; 
And  every  prayer  shall  win  a  leaf 

From  that  bless'd  healing  tree ! 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 
"  I  HEAR  thee  speak  of  the  better  land : 
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"  Is  it  where  the  feathery  palm-trees  rise, 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  ? 
Or  'midst  the  green  islands  of  glittering  seas^ 
Where  fragrant  forests  perfume  the  breeze, 
And  strange  bright  birds,  on  their  starry  wings, 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  things  ?  " 
"Not  there,  not  there,  my  child." 

"  Is  it  far  away  in  some  region  old, 
Where  the  rivers  wander  o*er  sands  of  gold. 
Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  ruby  shine. 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  secret  mine, 
And  the  pearl  gleams  forth  from  the  coral  strand — 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  better  land  ?" 
"  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child. 

"  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy  ; 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  sweet  songs  of  joy  ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  so  fair  ; 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there ; 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom  ; 
Far  beyond  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb, — 
It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child." 


GEORGE  HERBERT. 

CBOaCB  HBRBERT  was  born  at  Mon^j^omery  Castle,  Wales,  on  the  3nl  A|;>ril,  1593.  He 
to  the  old  fiunily  of  the  Herberts,  EarU  of  Pembroke,  and  his  eldest  brother,  Lord 
of  Chcrbury,  is  well  known  as  a  philosophical  writer,  and  as  the  author  of  an  interest- 
■atobtOKfapby.  The  subject  of  this  notice  was  educated  at  Westminster  School ;  he 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  about  the  year  1606.  He  was  elected  Fellow  in  16x5 ;  he 
was  advanced  to  the  post  of  public  orator.  He  sought  prefcrmeut  at  court,  but 
■ktaDBtdy  took  orders.  In  1696,  he  became  lYebendary  of  Lci|{hton  Bromswold ;  in  1630, 
appointed  Rector  of  Bcmerton,  near  Salisbury.  He  died  in  Z632,  in  his  thirty-ninth 
Hb  "Temple,  or  Sacred  Poems  and  Private  Ejaculations,"  was  published  a  year 
fai*  death.  The  work  at  once  became  popular,  and  the  celebrity  of  the  author  as  a 
poet  remains  undiminished.  When  he  entered  the  Church,  Herbert  resolved  to 
:  aU  bis  powers  to  the  service  of  God.  His  compositions  breath  the  spirit  of  a  devoted 
Tbe  following  are  transcribed  from  the  edition  of  1674. 

GRACE. 

My  stock  lies  dead,  and  no  increase 

Doth  my  dull  husbandry  improve  ; 
O  let  Thy  graces  without  cease 
Drop  from  above  ! 


I^  pace  vwi.  ax\  i»J  on  aty  mni 


Dtop  fe(Mi  tib»i«  I 
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Man  had  straight  forward  gone 
To  endless  death  ;  but  thou  dost  pull 
And  tnm  ns  round  to  look  on  One 
Whom,  if  we  were  not  very  dull, 
We  could  not  choose  but  look  on  still ; 
Since  there  is  no  place  so  alone 

The  which  He  doth  not  fill. 


Sundays  the  pillars  are, 
On  which  heaven's  palace  archM  lies  ; 
The  other  days  fill  up  the  spare 
And  hollow  room  with  vanities. 
They  are  the  fruitful  beds  and  borders 
In  God's  rich  garden  :  that  is  bare 

Which  parts  their  ranks  and  orders. 

The  Sundays  of  man's  life, 
Threaded  together  on  time's  string, 
Make  bracelets  to  adorn  the  wife 
Of  the  eternal,  glorious  King. 
On  Suiidays  heaven's  gate  stands  ope  ; 
Blessings  are  plentiful  and  rife, 

More  plentiful  than  hope. 

This  day  my  Saviour  rose. 
And  did  inclose  this  light  for  His, 
That,  as  each  beast  his  manger  knows, 
Man  might  not  of  his  fodder  miss. 
Christ  hath  took  in  this  piece  of  groimd. 
And  made  a  garden  there  for  those 

Who  want  herbs  for  their  woimd. 


The  rest  of  our  creation 
Our  great  Redeemer  did  remove 
With  the  same  shake,  which  at  His  passion 
Did  th'  earth  and  all  things  with  it  move. 
As  Samson  bore  the  doors  away, 
Christ's  hands,  though  nail'd,  wrought  our  salvation. 

And  dki  unhinge  that  day. 


304  LYRA  BRJTANNICA. 

The  brightness  of  that  day 
We  sullied  by  our  foul  offence  ; 
Wherefore  that  robe  we  cast  away. 
Having  a  new  at  His  expense, 
Whose  drops  of  blood  paid  the  full  price 
That  was  required  to  make  us  gay. 

And  fit  for  Paradise. 

Thou  art  a  day  of  mirth, 
And  where  the  week-days  trail  on  ground. 
Thy  flight  is  higher,  as  thy  birth  ; 
O  let  me  take  thee  at  the  bound. 
Leaping  with  thee  from  seven  to  seven. 
Till  that  we  both,  being  toss'd  from  earth. 

Fly  hand  in  hand  to  heaven. 


THE  ELIXIR. 

Teach  me,  my  God,  my  King, 
In  all  things  Thee  to  see  ; 
And  what  I  do  in  anything. 
To  do  it  as  for  Thee. 

Not  rudely,  as  a  beast. 
To  run  into  an  action  ; 
But  still  to  make  Thee  prepossest. 
And  give  it  His  perfection. 

A  man  that  looks  on  glass 
On  it  may  stay  his  eye  ; 
Or,  if  he  pleaseth,  through  it  pass» 
And  then  the  heaVn  spy. 

All  may  of  Thee  partake  ; 
Nothing  can  be  so  mean. 
Which,  with  this  tincture,  for  Thy  sake. 
Will  not  grow  bright  and  clean. 

A  servant  with  this  clause 
Makes  drudgery  Divine  ; 
Who  sweeps  a  room  as  for  Thy  laws, 
Makes  that  and  th*  action  fine. 
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This  is  the  famous  stone 

That  tumeth  all  to  gold  ; 
For  that  which  God  doth  touch  and  own 
k     Cannot  for  less  be  told^ 


SIGHS  AND  GROANS. 

O  DO  not  use  me 
After  my  sins !  look  not  on  my  desert, 

But  on  Thy  glory  ;  then  Thou  wilt  reform, 
And  not  refuse  me,  for  Thou  only  art 
The  mighty  God,  but  I  a  silly  worm  ; 
O  do  not  bruise  me  I 

O  do  not  urge  me  ! 
For  what  account  can  Thy  ill  steward  make  J 

I  have  abused  Thy  stock,  destroyed  Thy  woods, 
Sack'd  all  Thy  magazines.     My  head  did  ache, 
Till  it  found  out  how  to  consume  Thy  goods. 
O  do  not  scourge  me  I 

O  do  not  blind  me  ! 
I  have  deserved  that  an  Egyptian  night 

Should  thicken  all  my  powers,  because  my  lust 
Hath  still  sew'd  fig-leaves  to  exclude  Thy  light ; 
But  I  am  frailty  and  already  dust ; 
O  do  not  grind  me  ! 

O  do  not  fill  me 
With  the  tum'd  vial  of  Thy  bitter  wrath ; 

For  Thou  hast  other  vessels  full  of  blood, 
A  part  whereof  my  Saviour  emptied  hath, 
Even  unto  death  ;  since  He  died  for  my  good, 
O  do  not  kill  me  I 

But  O  reprieve  me  ! 
For  Thou  hast  life  and  death  at  Thy  command  ; 

Thou  art  both  Judge  and  Saviour,  feast  and  rod. 
Cordial  and  corrosive.     Put  not  Thy  hand 
Into  the  bitter  box  ;  but,  O  my  God, 
My  God,  relieve  me  ! 

X 


i 


LITANY  TO  THE  1 

In  (he  hour  of  my  di 

When  temptations  m, 

And  when  I  my  sbu  . 

SweM  Spirit,  comfi 

^^Twn  I  lie  within  m* 

Sick  ia  heart  and  dck 

And  with  donbli  duco 

Sweet  Spirit,  comlbi 

When  the  home  doth  ■ 

And  the  world  i,  drowi 

Yet  mine  eye*  (he  watc 

Sweet  Spirit,  comforl 

When  the  «tle»  doctor 

«o  one  hope  but  of  hi»  i 

And  his  gluii  n^,  „„  ^ 

Sweet  SDirit.  «m,ft« 
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When  the  tapers  now  bum  blue, 
And  the  comforters  are  few, 
And  that  number  more  than  true, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  priest  his  last  hath  pra/d, 
And  I  nod  to  what  is  said, 
'Cause  mj  speech  is  now  deca/d. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When,  God  knows,  I'm  toss'd  about. 
Either  with  despair  or  doubt, 
Yet  before  the  glass  be  out. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  tempter  me  pursueth 
With  the  sins  of  all  my  youth. 
And  half  damns  me  with  untruth. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  flames  and  hellish  cries 
Fright  my  ears  and  fright  mine  eyes, 
And  all  terrors  me  surprise. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  judgment  is  reveal'd 
And  that  open'd  which  was  seal'd. 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appeal'd. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 


X  2 


3o8 
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MRS.  HERVEY. 


ELEANORA  IjOUISA  MONTAGU  was  ban  in  Urcipool.  te  xttx. 
period  to  comribate  to  periodicals.  In  1839,  she  pofalidied  **  Tbe 
poem."  She  married,  fai  X843.  Thomas  Kebble  Henrey,  editor  of  TAt 
i8s9i.    Mn.  Hcrreyb  tbe  writer  of  sereralittterestini^wQrks*  both  fai 


•THE  DAUGHTER  OF  GILEAD. 

(CofUh^eJ.) 

"  And  she  said  unto  her  father.  Let  this  thing  be  done  for  me :  let  me  alone  tmf\ 
months,  that  I  may  go  up  and  down  upon  the  mountains.**— ^Mf.  a.  37. 

There's  a  wail  upon  the  mountains ;  it  resounds  o'er  GikaAJ 

heights ; 
*Tis  the  cry  of  Jephthah*s  daughter,  for  her  girlhood's  lost  delights. 
Ere  the  summer  moon  declineth,  she,  too,  shall  pass  away. 
Untimely  croppM  in  beauty,  as  a  budding  thorn  of  May. 

**  Alas  !  thy  vow,  my  father  !    'Twas  a  bitter  vow  for  thee. 
And  what  cared  I  for  Ammon,  while  the  earth  was  green  to  me? 
Shall  my  days  of  youth  be  gathered  ere  the  fervid  noon  be  past, 
As  the  grass  beneath  the  sickle,  as  the  leaf  before  the  blast?" 

There,  in  silence,  on  the  mighty  hills,  the  stars  are  seen  to  glow, 
Where  she  bows  her  head  o'er  Gilead  in  the  meekness  of  her  woe 
Across  her  breast  her  arms  she  folds  ;  and,  kneeling  on  the  sod. 
With  steadfast  gaze,  looks  upward,  as  the  mountains  look,  to  God. 

**  O  Thou  that  dwellest  above  the  cloud,  and  ridest  on  the  beam, 
Lay  Thy  commandment  on  me,  as  the  glory  of  a  dream  ! 
Could  I  hear  the  voice  that  Moses  heard,  whatever  my  doom  might 
The  ground  whereon  I  tread  should  be  as  Horeb  unto  me  !" 

There  are  steps  along  the  mountain -side,  where  beautiful  and  slo«»i 
Descends  the  child  of  Jephthah,  with  a  halo  round  her  brow. 
The  voice  hath  call'd  her  heavenward ;  there  is  peace  within  her ' 
And  not  a  shadow  darkens  more  the  mountain's  glorious  crest 
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ROWLAND   HILL. 

HttX,  tiM  cdebrated  preacher  and  wit.  was  stxth  son  of  Sir  Rowtond  Hill,  Bart. 
I  bora  oa  hia  idler's  estate  of  Hawkstooe,  Shropshire,  on  the  ajrd  August,  1744.    He 
iftcrvanls  at  the  Unirersity  of  Cambridg^e,  where  he  graduated.   Contrary  to 
kfcs  fiuBtljr,  be  entered  the  Church,  receiYing  orders  in  1774.    He  subsequently 
to  tbc  Cahrinistic  Methodista.    In  1782.  Surrey  Chapel,  Blackfriars  Koad,  London. 
for  kia  use.    There  he  afterwards  preached  during  six  months  each  year,  employ- 
half-year  chiefty  in  Itinerating.    He  died  on  the  ixth  April.  1833.    He  pubtiahed 
9P>  a  thin  ffimo.  entitled  **  Divine  Hymns,  attempted  in  Easy  Language,  for  the  Use  of 
.*    Tlie  following  hymn  is  transcribed  from  his  "  Collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns." 
xt^Ok    Stli  edtfioP. 


GLORY  OF  THE  SAINTS. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 
Nearer  the  throne  than  cherubs  stand, 
With  glory  crown'd,  in  white  array, 
My  wond'ring  soul  says.  Who  are  they? 

These  are  the  saints  beloved  of  God, 
Wasb'd  are  their  robes  in  Jesu's  blood ; 
More  spotless  than  the  purest  white, 
They  shine  in  uncreated  light. 

Brighter  than  angels,  lo  !  they  shine, 
Their  glories  great,  and  all  Divine ; 
Tell  me  their  origin,  and  say 
Their  order  what,  and  whence  came  they. 

Through  tribulation  great  they  came  ; 
They  bore  the  cross,  and  scom'd  the  shame ; 
Within  the  living  temple  blest. 
In  God  they  dwell,  and  on  Him  rest. 

And  does  the  cross  thus  prove  their  gain? 
And  shall  they  thus  for  ever  reign. 
Seated  on  sapphire  thrones,  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace? 

Hunger  they  ne'er  shall  feel  again. 
Nor  burning  thirst  shall  they  sustain  ; 
To  wells  of  living  waters  led. 
By  God,  the  Lamb,  for  ever  fed. 


Duini; 


cribing  p 


Amen  ihcy  cry  to  11 
Who  dares  lo  fill  Hi 
They  give  Him  glon 
Repeat  His  pniae,  aj 


^."■'"i'Fwher.hew, 
W«sh  my  crinuon  milt  i 
Wretched,  hdple«;  k«. 
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God,  my  Comforter,  my  Light, 
Strengthen  me  with  holy  might ; 
Make  Thy  dwelling  in  my  heart ; 
Faith  and  joy  and  hope  impart. 
Lord,  onnumber'd  sins  are  mine. 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 

Bless^  glorious  Trinity ! 
Holy,  everksting  Three ! 
Hear,  O  hear  my  earnest  prayer ! 
And  my  soul  for  heaven  prepare ! 
Lord,  mmumber'd  sins  are  mine, 
Bat  eternal  love  is  Thine. 


FOR  TIME  OF  SICKNESS. 

All  things  are  oars  ;  how  abundant  the  treasure, 
All  riches  which  heaven  or  earth  can  afford  ! 

O,  may  our  thanks,  like  His  grace,  without  measure, 
Aboand  to  the  glory  and  praise  of  our  Lord  ! 

All  things  are  ours ;  be  it  sickness  or  healing, 

'Tis  ordered  alike  for  our  infinite  good  ; 
Determined  by  grace,  and  for  ever  revealing 

This  truth,  that  we  love  and  are  loved  of  our  God. 

All  things  are  ours ;  though  the  body  may  perish, 
We  faint  not  to  feel  it  fast  wasting  away  ; 

The  soul  its  bright  visions  of  glory  will  cherish, 
And  strengthen  in  holiness  day  after  day. 

All  things  are  ours ;  yea,  the  present  affliction 
The'  now  through  the  gloom  of  mortality  viewed ; 

For  soon  shaU  we.joy  in  the  blissful  conviction. 
That  thus  it  was  good  to  be  tried  and  subdued. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  thro'  the  Saviour's  merit. 

The  shame  of  His  cross,  which  must  needs  be  our  own. 

Will  brighten  the  glory  that  circles  the  spirit 
And  sparkles  like  gems  in  our  heavenly  crown. 
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CHRISTIAN  HOPE. 

How  soon  will  the  light  of  our  morning  be  fled. 

And  sunk  in  eternity's  wave  ! 
How  soon  shall  we  sleep  'mong  the  numberless  dead. 
And  darkness  and  silence  around  us  be  spread. 

The  curtains  of  death  and  the  grave. 

How  hope  we  the  day  of  God's  wrath  to  abide  ? 

Is  human  obedience  our  stay  ? 
Death  laughs  at  our  efforts  his  sting  to  avoid. 
Hell  glories  to  see  us  deluded  by  pride. 

And  Satan  exults  o'er  his  prey. 

One  heaven-bom  hope  will  the  Christian  uphold 

Before  the  tribunal  of  God  ; 
A  hope  which  His  Spirit  alone  can  unfold, 
A  claim  in  the  deed  of  redemption,  enrolled. 

And  sealed  by  the  Saviour's  blood. 

O  Lord,  may  the  Sun  of  Thy  righteousness  rise. 

And  shed  on  the  gospel  a  might 
To  soften  all  hearts,  to  illumine  all  eyes. 
To  make  us  aspire  to  the  Christian's  prize, 

And  soar  to  the  regions  of  light. 


THE  SABBATH. 

On  each  return  of  holy  rest. 
The  day  my  heavenly  Father  blest, 
O  let  my  happy  portion  be 
To  find  supreme  delight  in  Thee, — 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

Those  precious  hours  i  would  improve 
In  fervent  prayer,  in  sacred  love  ; 
From  earth's  polluting  pleasures  firee, 
To  find  my  every  joy  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 
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When  gospel  messages  I  hear, 
O  may  the  Holy  Dove  be  near 
To  seal  Thy  promises  to  me, 
And  give  new  confidence  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

When,  humbly  kneeling  at  Thy  throne, 
With  deep  distress  my  guilt  I  own. 
Then  let  my  contrite  spirit  see 
Enough  of  pardoning  grace  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

When  in  Thy  temple  I  adore. 
And  truth*s  unfathomed  mines  explore  ; 
Or  trembling  praise  the  One  in  Three, 
Fresh  glories  let  me  view  in  Thee, 
In  TTiee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

When  to  Thy  table  I  repair. 
Be  Thou,  my  Saviour,  with  mc  there  ; 
Fix  my  whole  soul  on  Calvary, 
Till  it  is  all  absorbed  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

Thus,  on  each  day  of  holy  rest 
May  I  with  heavenly  joy  be  blest, 
And,  in  a  bright  eternity. 
Have  my  undying  bliss  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 
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THOMAS  HOLMK 

The  RBV.  Thomas  Holme,  brother  of  the  preceding,  was  bora  oa  tke  8th  Aagmi, 
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THE  BELIEVER'S  PORTION. 

Almighty  Father,  God  of  love, 
Whose  wisdom  rules  the  circling  year. 

Grant,  as  I  run  my  destined  course, 
That  faith  may  triumph  over  fear  ; 

May  all  my  cares  on  Thee  be  thrown. 

Be  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

Let  favours  past  confirm  my  hope 
That  Thou  hast  greater  things  in  store. 

That  love  enjoyed  through  Christ  on  earth 
Unchanged  shall  last  for  evermore : 

Far,  far  each  faithless  doubt  be  gone ; 

Be  Thou  my  portion,  Thou  alone. 

While  present  blessings  flow  around 
In  streams  of  mercy,  rich  and  free, 

May  present  acts  of  duty  show 
My  heartfelt  gratitude  to  Thee : 

Since  o'er  my  paths  Thy  gifts  are  strewn. 

Be  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

And  should  some  needful  cross  be  sent 
To  bend  and  mould  my  stubborn  will, 

O  may  that  cross,  by  love  applied. 
Through  grace  its  blessM  end  fidfil ! 

So  shall  my  heart  be  all  Thy  own. 

And  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

Thus,  while  I  live,  my  love  for  Thee 
Supreme  o'er  all  my  powers  shall  reign ; 

Thus,  when  I  die,  dread  death  itself. 
Through  faith  in  Christ,  shall  be  my  gain. 

My  gain,  the  ransomed  sinner's  crown. 

My  blissful  portion,  Thou  alone. 
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"  THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Almighty  Father,  King  of  kings  ! 

In  Thee  I  live,  and  think,  and  move ; 
From  Thee  each  earthly  blessing  springs. 

And  richest  streams  of  heavenly  love. 
Assist  me.  Lord,  with  willing  speed 

In  duty's  happy  paths  to  run  ; 
May  every  thought,  and  word,  and  deed 

Coofirm  this  prayer,  **  Thy  will  be  done." 

And  should  some  wish,  that's  near  my  heart, 

Conceal  no  sin,  nor  hurtful  be. 
Kindly  the  wish'd-for  gift  impart ; 

The  time,  and  way,  I  leave  to  Thee. 
But  would  that  gift  ensnaring  prove. 

Oh  then  the  rebel  thought  dethrone ; 
My  anxious  prayer  denied  in  love. 

Help  me  to  say,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

When  life's  bright  scenes  shall  fade  away. 
And  darkening  clouds  of  grief  appear. 

Be  Thou  my  light,  my  hope,  my  stay. 
And  still  each  murmur,  doubt,  and  fear. 

With  heart  and  eyes  upraised  to  Thee, 
When  joys  and  health  are  gone. 

Then  shall  my  prayer  through  Jesus  be. 

Thy  will,  good  Lord,  not  mine  be  done  ! " 


«f 


DIVINE  LOVE. 

Lovs  Divine,  all  love  excelling 
Which  a  changing  world  can  give. 

Make  my  soul  Thy  favoured  dwelling  ; 
Then  to  God  I'U  whoUy  live. 

Peace  with  Thee,  my  kind  Creator, 
Peace,  through  Christ,  I  humbly  crave  ; 

Tho'  my  guilt  is  great,  yet  greater 
Arc  Thy  power  and  love  to  save. 


Clfnnw  my  !,„„_  . 


While  my  heart  is  h 
Joyfiil  sUlJ  Thy  pr 

P'^  nor  death  from 
Dealh,  through  Ch 

Thai  subdued,  my  G, 
With  a  Jove  that  ki 


■■"  EVEWNG  TIME  IT 

AC  evening  time  iijltt], 
Andgiieiil,j,|>„j, 
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"  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light;" 

So  runs  the  promise  dear, 
To  cheer  the  pilgrim's  fainting  heart, 

When  death's  dark  hour  draws  near ; 
E'en  midst  the  gloom  of  nature's  night, 
*'  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light." 


HENRY  HOPE. 

lY  Hops  is  a  Batfre  of  Bdfast  He  was  there  apprenticed  to  a  bookbinder.  Since 
fet  kas  beca  cnployed  is  the  finithing  department  of  the  Messrs.  Chambers,  sutioncrs, 
^  The  Ulkrmiag  hyutn  was  printed  by  Mr.  Hope  in  1853,  for  private  circulation.  Like 
it  has  been  altered  by  the  editors.    It  is  here  printed  from  a  copy  kindly 
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JESUS  IS  MINE. 

Now  I  have  found  a  friend, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
His  love  shall  never  end, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  earthly  friendships  cease. 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Though  I  grow  faint  and  cold, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
He  shall  my  wants  supply. 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh. 
Nought  can  my  hope  destroy, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

When  death  is  sent  to  me, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 

Welcome  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


In  Ihe  great  jwl 

Then  to  behold  i 

On  lunefiil  harp 

J 

F«thn-.  Thrnw. 

'"■'ne  wai  the  »o. 

Spirit  of  holfnew, 
S^%t  lie  Father 
Thou  mad'sl  my  « 


WILLIAM  WALSK 


«•«»  erf  Whhu . 
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Thoa  wast  thdr  Rock,  their  Fortress,  and  their  Might, 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought  fight ; 
Thou  in  the  darkness  drear  their  Light  of  light 

Alleluia  ! 

For  the  Apostles*  glorious  company. 
Who,  bearing  forth  the  Cross  o*er  land  and  sea. 
Shook  all  the  mighty  world,  we  sing  to  Thee 

Alleluia  I 

For  the  Evangelists,  by  whose  blest  word. 
Like  fourfold  streams,  the  garden  of  the  Lord 
Is  £9dr  and  fruitful,  be  Thy«name  adored. 

Alleluia ! 

For  martyrs,  who  with  rapture-kindled  eye 
Saw  the  bright  crown  descending  from  the  sky, 
And  died  to  grasp  it.  Thee  we  glorify. 

Alleluia ! 

Oh !  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and  bold, 
Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old, 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 

Alleluia ! 

O  blest  communion !  fellowship  Divine  ! 
IVe  feebly  struggle,  tkey  in  glory  shine  ; 
Yet  all  are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  Thine. 

Alleluia ! 

And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song. 
And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong. 

Alleluia  ! 

The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west : 
Soon,  soon,  to  faithful  warriors  comes  the  rest ; 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest. 

Alleluia ! 

But  lo  !  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day  : 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array  ; 
The  King  of  glory  passes  on  His  way. 

Alleluia ! 


x 
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From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  fisurthest  coast, 
Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless  host. 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 

AUeluia! 


HOME  MISSIONS. 

Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise ! 

Gird  you  with  your  armour  bright  ; 
Mighty  are  your  enemies, 

Hard  the  battle  ye  must  fight. 

0*er  a  faithless  fallen  world 
Raise  your  banner  in  the  sky  ; 

Let  it  float  there,  wide  unfiirrd ; 
Bear  it  onward,  lift  it  high. 

Mid  the  homes  of  want  and  woe. 
Strangers  to  the  living  Word, 

Let  the  Saviour's  herald  go. 
Let  the  voice  of  hope  be  heard. 

Where  the  shadows  deepest  lie. 
Carry  truth's  unsullied  ray  ; 

Where  are  crimes  of  blackest  dye. 
There  the  saving  sign  display. 

To  the  weary  and  the  worn 

Tell  of  realms  where  sorrows  cease  ; 
To  the  outcast  and  forlorn 

Speak  of  mercy  and  of  peace. 

Guard  the  helpless,  seek  the  strayed. 
Comfort  troubles,  banish  grief ; 

With  the  Spirit's  sword  arrayed. 
Scatter  sin  and  unbelief. 

Be  the  banner  still  unfurl'd  ; 

Bear  it  bravely  still  abroad  ; 
Till  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  the  Lord. 
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MRS.  HOWITT. 
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THE  WILLING  DISCIPLE. 

Let  me  sofTer,  let  me  drain 

Lifers  cup,  vinegar  and  gall : 
Only,  Lord — dear  Lord,  sustain 

My  poor  trembling  soul  through  all ! 
Pain  and  anguish  cease  to  be, 
When  the  Spirit  leans  on  Thee  ! 

Let  me  bear  the  heaviest  cross. 

To  the  world  be  crucified  ! 
If  Thou,  Lord,  amidst  all  loss. 
Art  but  found,  whate'er  betide, 
Loss  or  penury  cannot  be 
To  the  soul  enrich'd  by  Thee  ! 

Take  what  e'er  I  treasure  dearest, 

Joy  of  heart,  or  pride  of  eye  ; 
Only  let  me  know  Thou  hearest, 
Only  feel  that  Thou  art  nigh. 
Then  'tis  easy  to  resign. 
Knowing  that  my  all  is  Thine, 
And  that  Thou;  dear  Lord,  art  imne  \ 


Wealih  I  do  not  era 

Outward  honour  , 

■^"  I  Mk  is  this  aJOT 

Thee  to  serve  and 

^-Wi  and  Master,  ' 
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Brother,  are  thy  days  of  gladness 

Like  the  dews  of  morning  fled  ? 
Have  the  doads  of  grief  and  sadness 

All  thy  summer  skies  o'erspread  ? 
Trust  me,  while  thy  bosom  bleedeth 

O'er  its  joys  so  bright  and  fleet. 
Thou  wUt  find  the  help  it  needeth 

Flowing  from  the  mercy-seat 

There  is  One,  our  nature  wearing, 

Link'd  for  ever  with  His  own  ; 
All  our  bliss  and  sorrow  sharing. 

As  our  kindred  flesh  and  bone. 
Though  as  God  He  rules  the  nations. 

Still  as  man  He  deigns  to  hear 
All  our  groans  and  supplications. 

Ever  kind  and  ever  near. 

Cease  then^  brother,  cease  complaining  ; 

Weep  no  more  thy  lot  forlorn  ; 
Dost  thou  grieve  o'er  sin  remaining  T 

Dost  thou  for  lost  comforts  mourn  ? 
Does  thy  soul  in  secret  languish 

For  the  Saviour's  presence  sweet  ? 
All  thy  troubles,  all  thine  anguish 

Carry  to  the  mercy-seat 

Say  not  that  thy  sins  are  many, 

Say  not  that  thy  guilt  is  great ; 
Christ  was  never  deaf  to  any. 

None  to  Him  e'er  came  too  late. 
'Twas  thy  trembling  hope  to  cherish, 

On  the  cross  thy  crimes  He  bore  ; 
If  beside  that  cross  thou  perish. 

None  e'er  perish'd  there  before. 

Bride  and  Spirit  both  invite  thee ; 

Ransom'd  sinners  bid  thee  come  ; 
Strains  of  welcome  shall  delight  thee. 

Streaming  from  thy  heavenly  home. 

Y  2 
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Bowers  of  bliss,  for  ever  vemalf 
There  the  ravisb*d  senses  greet  ; 

Joy,  and  love,  and  life  eternal 
Blossom  round  the  mercy-seat  I 


SATURDAY  EVENING  HYMN. 

Ye  worldly  cares  and  themes,  begone ; 

Far  other  thoughts  my  bosom  fill: 
Another  week  has  swiftly  flown. 

And  I  am  spared  and  living  still. 

Lord,  teach  me  so  to  count  my  days, 
That  I  my  heart  and  soul  may  give. 

With  all  their  powers,  to  wisdom's  ways. 
And  to  Thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

Soft  let  the  dews  of  sleep  descend 
This  night  upon  Thy  servant's  head  ; 

And,  while  I  rest.  Thy  wings  extend, 
Thy  guardian  wings,  around  my  bed. 

Then  when  the  rosy  mom  shall  break. 
And  chase  the  shades  from  yonder  sky. 

Give  me  in  health  and  peace  to  wake 
To  seek  Thy  face,  and  feel  Thee  nigh  ! 

Sweet  is  the  Sabbath's  dawn  to  them 
Who  Thy  salvation  long  to  see. 

And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 

With  fervour  hope  to  dwell  with  Thee. 

Such  be  to  me  the  hallow'd  mom. 
Such  joy  may  its  return  afford  ; 

Thine  image  on  my  heart  be  borne, 
And  all  my  spirit  praise  my  Lord  1 

For,  thus  built  up  in  faith  and  love. 
My  soul  shall  pant  to  reach  the  skies. 

And,  in  Thy  radiant  courts  above, 
A  Sabbath  taste  that  never  dies4 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  GRACES. 

What  is  faith  ?    It  is  to  see 
Jesus  bleed,  and  die  for  me  ; 
'Tis  to  trust  that  He  has  won 
All  I've  set  my  heart  upon. 

What  is  hope  ?    It  i^  to  know 
Comfort,  'midst  the  deepest  woe ; 
'Tis  to  fix  the  inward  eye 
On  a  home  beyond  the  sky. 

What  is  love  ?    It  is  to  find 
Brethren,  friends,  in  all  mankind  ; 
'Tis  to  bid  the  wretched  share 
In  our  bounty,  feel  our  care. 

Faith  discerns  where  Jesus  trode  ; 
Hope  supports  us  on  the  road  ; 
Love  instructs  us  to  display 
Christian  kindness  by  the  way. 

Heavenly  Dove  !  descend  and  bring 
All  these  graces  on  Thy  wing ; 
That  my  Saviour's  eye  may  see 
Faith,  and  hope,  and  love  in  me. 


ANNA  MATILDA   HULL. 
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THE  LIFE-LOOK. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One  ; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  ; 
Then  look,  sinner — look  unto  Him,  and  be  saved — 

Unto  Him  who  was  nail'd  to  the  tree. 
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Oh,  why  was  He  there  as  the  bearer  of  sin. 

If  on  Jesus  thy  sins  were  not  laid  ? 
Oh,  why  firom  His  side  flow'd  the  sin-deansing  blood. 

If  His  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid  ? 

* 

It  is  not  thy  tears  of  repentance,  or  prayers. 

But  the  blood,  that  atones  for  the  soul ; 
On  Him,  then,  who  shed  it,  thou  mayest  at  once 

Thy  weight  of  iniqViities  roll. 

His  anguish  of  soul  on  the  cross  hast  thou  seen  ? 

His  cry  of  distress  hast  thou  heard  ? 
Then  why,  if  the  terrors  of  wrath  He  endured. 

Should  pardon  to  thee  be  deferred  ? 

We  are  heal'd  by  His  stripes  ; — ^would*st  thou  add  to  the  wor 

And  He  is  our  righteousness  made  : 
The  best  robe  of  heaven  He  bids  thee  put  on  : 

Oh,  could'st  thou  be  better  array*d  ? 

Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome,  since  God  has  declared 

There  remaineth  no  more  to  be  done  ! 
That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  He  appear'd. 

And  completed  the  work  He  begun. 

But  take,  with  rejoicing,  from  Jesus  at  once 

The  life  everlasting  He  gives  ; 
And  know,  with  assurance,  thou  never  canst  die. 

Since  Jesus,  thy  Righteousness,  lives. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One  ; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  ; 
Then,  look,  sinner — look  xmto  Him  and  be  saved. 

And  know  Thyself  spotless  as  He. 
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JOB  HUPTON. 
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PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 


Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise, 
Who  left  His  throne  above  ; 
Bring  Him,  ye  saints,  your  choicest  lays, 
For  all  His  love.  • 

For  His  beloved  bride, 
That  He  might  make  her  free. 
He  hong,  and  bled,  and  groan'd,  and  died, 
On  yonder  tree. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise, 
Who  rose  and  left  the  dead. 
And  lives,  through  everlasting  days, 
Our  glorious  Head. 
All  power  to  Him  belongs  ; 
All  grace  in  Him  abounds  ; 
Praise  Him  in  grateful,  cheerful  songs, 
With  sweetest  sounds. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise : 
All  praises  are  His  due. 
Whose  love,  and  grace,  and  righteousness 
Are  ever  new. 
He  was  and  is  the  same. 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
And  saints  shall  sound  aloud  His  fame 
Eternally. 


JOSEPH 


INVOCATION  OF 
HoLV  Spin.,  hoiv- 
^n«tlie  upon  us  frc 
And,  wiih  sweet  eel 

Oiithiscongreg,Ho, 
Heav'niy  bJessS^  ] 
Si™im.,ofp«eap< 
T^="'A  the  living,,^ 


JOSEPH  IRONS. 


PRAISING  CHRIST. 

Now  let  our  hearts  unite 

To  praise  (he  Saviour's  narae ; 

Let  misain'd  souls  delight 
His  triumph  to  proclaim  : 

Till  bcav'n  and  earth  shall  hear  our  s 

"  Salvation  to  our  God  belongs." 

He  gave  us  to  His  Son, 

In  ererlasling  love ; 
And  lo,  our  Lord  came  down 

His  faithiiilness  to  prove; 
Qhtyd  and  suffei'd,  died,  and  rose 
Id  tiium'td)  over  all  our  foes. 

Now  He's  exalted  high,  * 

And  from  His  glorious  throne 

He  hears  His  people  ciy, 

And  claims  them  as  His  own.' 

He  bears  them  all  upon  His  breast ; 

Id  Him  we  are  completely  btest. 

For  ever  justified 

In  His  atoning  blood, 
We  shall  be  glorified 

In  presence  of  our  God  : 
Ere  long  we  shall  our  Jesus  see. 
For  where  He  is  His  saints  must  be. 


33©  LYRA  BRITANKICA. 


BEN  JONSON. 


BEN  JONSON,  the  cdebrated  dramatist,  was  born  in  1574.  He  attended  Westiiiiflstar 
but  was  subsequently  employed  as  a  bricklayer.  Ditiiking  his  occi^wtioci,  he  enfiste 
army.  He  next  tried  the  sta^j^e,  but  without  success.  As  a  dramatic  writer,  he  attaiw 
eminence.    A  state  pcn»on  was  conferred  upon  him.    He  died  on  the  6di  August.  163, 


HYMN  TO  GOD  ! 


Hear  me,  O  God ! 

A  broken  heart 

Is  my  best  fMU-t ; 
Use  still  Thy  rod. 

That  I  may  prove. 

Therein,  Thy  love. 

If  Thou  had'st  not 
Been  stem  to  me. 
But  left  me  free, 

I  had  forgot 
Myself  and  Thee. 

For  sin's  so  sweet, 
As  minds  ill  bent 
Rarely  repent. 

Until  they  meet 
Their  punishment. 

Who  more  can  crave 
Than  Thou  hast  done. 
That  gav'st  a  Son 

To  free  a  slave, — 

First  made  of  nought. 
With  all  since  bought? 

Sin,  death,  and  hell. 
His  glorious  name 
Quite  overcame ; 

Yet  I  rebel. 
And  slight  the  same. 
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But  111  come  in. 

Before  my  loss 

Me  further  toss. 
As  sure  to  win 

Under  His  cross. 


JANE  ELIZABETH  JOY. 

BEUZABBTM  Joy  is  dangrlitcr  of  Hairy  Holmes  Joy,  Esq..  Q.C..  LL.D..  Dubtta.  She 
lyaMUwd  **  Ttte  Pearl  of  Ansrogiu:  tn  historical  Tale  of  the  Waldenscs ;"  "The  Exiled 
1%  ml  llitJi  Ti  Wiirrr'  i  Bibleallepiry ;"  and  sereral  other  works  of  a  reUgioas  character. 
B  Jgy  b  a  contributor  to  TA*  Christian  Trtasury,  Th€  EvangtlictU  MagoMint^  The 
'H«mt^  and  other  serials. 


EBENEZER. 
{ContriJmted,) 

Hitherto  upon  my  way 

Thou  hast  been  my  guide  and  firiend ; 
Watch  Thou  o'er  me  night  and  day, 

'Till  I  reach  my  journey's  end  ; 
Let  mine  ears  a  whisper  hear, 
••  Rise,  depart!"  or,  "  Linger  here  I" 

I  am  but  a  helpless  child, 

Exiled  from  my  Father's  land  : 

But,  amid  my  wanderings  wild, 
I  have  felt  a  Saviour's  hand 

Clasp'd  in  mine,  and  leading  me 

Lovingly,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Now  I  would  not  let  Thee  go 
For  all  else  that  could  be  given  ; 

For  Thy  love,  with  pain  and  woe. 
Has  no  equal  under  heaven  : 

And  it  would  be  heaven  to  be 

Nearer  to  Thy  love  and  Thee  I 
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Here,  in  sickness, — ^&r  away 
From  my  earthly  home,^-liow  drear 

Were  my  heart,  could  I  not  pray. 
Knowing  Thee  intent  to  hear. 

And  all  boonteoiis  to  fulfil 

All  my  need  and  bless  me  still. 

This  my  anchor-hope  in  Thee  I 
Let  it  fail  me  not ; — lest  I, 

Toss'd  on  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
Whelmed  in  dark  despair  should  die 

Keep,  oh  keep  me  dose  to  Thee 

In  time  and  in  eternity  !    * 


A  PILGRIM  SONG. 
{ContrihOai.) 

A  PILGRIM  through  life's  wilderness. 

And  often  deeply  tried 
By  sin  and  suffering,  I  need 

An  ever-present  Guide  ; 
And  Thou  hast  said  that  Thou  wonld'st  be 
Such  through  my  pilgrimage  to  me. 

Thou  seem'st  to  sleep  the  while  earth's  storm 

Still  threatens  to  prevail. 
And  powers  of  darkness  are  in  league 

My  fortress  to  assail. 
My  strength  is  weakness:  Oh  awake. 
And  shield  me  for  Thy  mercy's  sake  ! 

In  lliine  unchanging  love  alone 

This  weary  heart  can  rest ; 
And  only  where  Thy  presence  shines. 

Can  I  be  safe  or  blest. 
Let  me  not  take  a  step,  I  pray. 
Except  Thou  'rt  with  me  night  and  day. 
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TTicmgh  lonely,  not  alone  am  I, 

For  Thou  art  always  near  ; 
And  nought  like  Thy  sweet  S3rmpathy 

The  drooping  heart  can  cheer ; 
Through  tempests  wild  Thou  guidest  me, 
Secure  as  on  a  waveless  sea. 

Still  nearer,  nearer  unto  Thee  : 

This  my  heart's  fervent  prayer, 
E'en  though  its  present  answer  be 

A  heavier  cross  to  bear ; 
Through  dangers  lead,  ne'er  let  me  roam. 
Till  I  "with  Christ"  am  safe  at  home. 


EVENING  HYMN. 
{Contributed.) 

As  we  the  busy  day  recall. 
When  shades  of  night  around  us  fall, 
And  from  the  graves  of  memory  start. 
In  living  power  to  wound  the  heart. 
Full  many  an  unrepented  sin, 
Buried  too  long  its  depths  within  ! 
In  galling  chains  we  come  to  Thee: 
O  Saviour,  set  the  captives  free  I 

Conscience  accuses ;  Satan  tries 
On  sin  and  self  to  fix  our  eyes. 
That  overwhelming  sorrow  may 
Disperse  the  last  faint  streak  of  day. 
O  Christ !  who  hast  temptation  borne. 
Pain,  anguish,  weariness,  and  scorn. 
Give  us,  with  deep  humility, 
A  calm  and  steadfast  trust  in  Thee  ! 

And  should  this  evening  prove  our  last, 
In  grateful  praise  for  mercies  past. 
In  pardon  seal'd,  our  spirits  keep : 
May  we,  like  Stephen,  fall  asleep  I 
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Our  last  sigbt  here,  oar  risen  Lord ; 
Our  first  in  heaven,  that  Friend  adored^ 
Advancing  with  life's  radiant  crown. 
To  lead  us  to  His  regal  throne. 

But  if  the  cross  Thou'dst  have  ns  bear 
Longer,  ere  we  the  crown  may  wear  ; 
If  Thou  hast  in  Thy  vineyard  still 
"Work  for  Thy  servants  to  fulfil ; 
Or  if,  our  patient  faith  to  try, 
A  lingering  death  Thou'dst  have  us  die, 
*Tis  our  hearts'  fervent  prayer  to  be, 
Li  life,  or  death,  conform'd  to  Thee. 

We  ask  not  or  to  go  or  stay, 
But  be  Thau  with  us  night  and  day  ; 
And  oh  !  when  time  and  change  are  o'er, 
May  we  be  with  Thee  evermore  ! 
Thy  presefue  is  the  heaven  we  seek. 
Thy  love^  the  bliss  no  tongue  can  speak ; 
Our  brightest  hope  eternally 
Is  only.  Lord,  to  be  with  Thee, 


JOHN   KEBLE. 
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THE  BOOK  OF  NATURE. 

There  is  a  book  who  runs  may  read. 
Which  heavenly  truth  imparts, 

And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need. 
Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 
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The  works  of  God  above,  below, 

Within  us,  and  around, 
Are  psLga  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  God  Himself  is  found. 


The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 

Is  like  the  Maker's  love. 
Wherewith  encompassM,  great  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 

The  moon  above,  the  Church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run ; 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow. 

Each  borrows  of  its  sim. 

The  Saviour  lends  the  light  and  heat 

That  crowns  His  holy  hill ; 
The  saints,  Hke  stars  around  His  seat, 

Perform  their  courses  still. 

The  saints  above  are  stars  in  heaven ; 

W^hat  are  the  saints  on  earth? 
Like  trees  they  stand,  whom  God  has  given 

Our  Eden's  happy  birth. 

Faith  is  their  fix'd  unswerving  root ; 

Hope,  their  unfading  flower ; 
Fair  deeds  of  charity,  their  fruit, 

The  glory  of  their  bower. 

The  dew  of  heaven  is  like  Thy  grace. 

It  steals  in  silence  down ; 
But  where  it  lights,  the  favoured  place 

By  richest  fruits  is  known. 

One  name,  above  all  glorious  names. 
With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 

The  everlasting  sea  proclaims, 
Echoing  angelic  songs. 
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The  raging  fire,  the  roaring  wind 
Thy  boundless  power  display; 

But  in  the  gentler  breeze  we  find 
Thy  Spirit's  viewless  ray. 

Two  worlds  are  ours  ;  'tis  only  sin 

Forbids  us  to  descry 
The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within. 

Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 

Thou,  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  see 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair. 
Give  me  a  heart  to  find  out  Thee, 
'         And  read  Thee  everywhere. 


EVENING. 

"  Abide  with  us  :  for  it  is  toward  evening,  and  the  day  is  far  spent.** 

Lttke  xxiv.  39. 

'Tis  gone,  that  bright  and  orbM  blaze. 
Fast  fading  firom  our  wistful  gaze  ; 
Yon  mantling  cloud  has  hid  from  sight 
The  last  faint  pulse  of  quivering  light. 

In  darkness  and  in  weariness 
The  traveller  on  his  way  must  press. 
No  gleam  to  watch  on  tree  or  tower, 
Whiling  away  the  lonesome  hour. 

Sun  of  my  soul  !  Thou  Saviour  dear. 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near  ; 
Oh !  may  no  earth-bom  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

When  round  Thy  wondrous  works  below. 
My  searching,  rapturous  glance  I  throw. 
Tracing  out  wisdom,  power,  and  love. 
In  earth  or  sky,  in  stream  or  grove  ; 

Or,  by  the  light  Thy  words  disclose. 
Watch  time's  full  river  as  it  flows, 
Scanning  Thy  gracious  providence 
Where  not  too  deep  for  mortal  sense  : — 
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When  with  dear  friends  sweet  talk  I  hold, 
And  all  the  flowers  of  life  unfold, 
Let  not  my  heart  within  me  bum. 
Except  in  all  I  Thee  discern. 

When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  weaned  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve. 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live  : 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 


Thou  Framer  of  the  light  and  dark. 
Steer  through  the  tempest  Thine  own  ark ; 
Amid  the  howling  wintry  sea, 
We  are  in  port  if  we  have  Thee. 

The  rulers  of  this  Christian  land 
'Twixt  Thee  and  us  ordain'd  to  stand, — 
Guide  Thou  their  course,  O  Lord,  aright ; 
Let  all  do  all  as  in  Thy  sight. 

Oh !  by  Thine  own  sad  burthen,  borne 
So  meekly  up  the  hill  of  scorn, 
Teach  Thou  Thy  priests  their  daily  cross 
To  bear  as  Thine,  nor  count  it  loss  ! 

If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine, 
Have  spum'd  to-day  the  voice  Divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

Watch  by  the  sick  ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store  ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light 

z 
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'  Siricken,  BnHlcn  of  God 

"Stkicken,  amitti 
See  Him  dying  o 

TU  the  Christ  bjr  n 
Yes,  mjt  loul,  'tii 

'Tis  the  long  cipecl 
DavU'i  Son,  yet 

Proofs  1  see  eiiffi'J- 


THOMAS  KELLY.  339 

Ye  who  think  of  sin  but  lightly, 

Nor  suppose  the  evil  great, 
Here  may  view  its  nature  rightly, 

Here  its  guilt  may  estimate. 
Mark  the  Sacrifice  appointed  I 

See  who  bears  the  awful  load  ! 
*Tis  the  Word,  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Son  of  man,  and  Son  of  God. 

Here  we  have  a  finn  foundation  ; 

Here's  the  refuge  of  the  lost ; 
Christ's  the  Rock  of  our  salvation  ; 

His  the  name  of  which  we  boast, 
Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  wounded  ! 

Sacrifice,  to  cancel  guilt ! 
None  shall  ever  be  confounded. 

Who  on  Him  their  hope  have  built. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

Come,  ye  saints,  look  here  and  wonder. 

Sec  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ; 
He  has  burst  His  bands  asunder ; 

He  has  borne  our  sins  away ; 
Joyful  tidings ! 

Yes,  the  Lord  has  risen  to-day. 

Jesus  triumphs  !  sing  ye  praises  ; 

By  His  death  he  overcame  : 
Thus  the  Lord  His  glory  raises. 

Thus  He  fills  His  foes  with  shame. 
Sing  ye  praises  ! 

Praises  to  the  Victor's  name. 

Jesus  triumphs  !  countless  legions 

Come  from  heaven  to  meet  their  King ; 
Soon  in  yonder  blessM  regions 
They  shall  join  His  praise  to  sing. 

Songs  eternal 
Shall  through  heaven's  high  arches  ring. 

z  2 
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CHRIST  EXALTED. 

Hark  !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 
Sound  the  note  of  praise  above  ; 

Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices ; 
Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love. 

See,  He  sits  on  yonder  throne  ; 

Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

Well  may  angels,  bright  and  glorious. 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb ; 
While  on  earth,  He  proved  victorious  ; 

Now  He  bears  a  matchless  name. 
Well  may  angels  sing  of  Him  : 
Heaven  supplies  no  richer  theme. 

Come,  ye  saints,  unite  your  praises 
With  the  angels  round  His  throne  ; 

Soon,  we  hope,  our  Lord  will  raise  us 
To  the  place  where  He  is  gone. 

Meet  it  is  that  we  should  sing 

Glory,  glory  to  our  King. 

Sing  how  Jesus  came  from  heaven. 
How  He  bore  the  cross  below. 

How  all  power  to  Him  is  given. 
How  He  reigns  in  glory  now. 

*Tis  a  great  and  endless  theme  j 

Oh,  'tis  sweet  to  sing  of  Him  I 

Jesus  !  hail,  whose  glory  brightens 

All  above,  and  gives  it  worth  ; 
Lord  of  life,  Thy  smile  enlightens, 

Cheers,  and  charms  Thy  saints  on  earth. 
When  we  think  of  love  like  Thine, 
Lord,  we  own  it  love  Divine. 

King  of  glory,  reign  for  ever, 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown ; 
Nothing  from  Thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  Thou  hast  made  Tlune  own 
Happy  objects  of  Thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  Thy  &cc 
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Saviour,  hasten  Thine  appearing, 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day. 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we'll  sing 
"Glory,  glory  to  our  King." 


THE  SAVIOUR  CROWNED. 

Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious, 
See  the  **  Man  of  sorrows  "  now; 

From  the  fight  retum'd  victorious. 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow. 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 
Crowns  become  the  Victor*s  brow. 

Crown  the  Saviour,  angels  crown  Him  ; 

Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings ; 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 

While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings. 
Crown  Him,  crovm  Him  : 

Crown  the  Saviour,  King  of  kings. 

Sinners  in  derision  crown'd  Him, 
Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 

Saunts  and  angels  crowd  around  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name. 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

Hark  !  those  bursts  of  acclamation  ; 

Hark  !  those  loud  triumphant  chords : 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station  ; 

Oh  1  what  joy  the  sight  affords  I 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 


THE  REDEEMER  GLORIFIED. 

The  head  that  once  was  crown'd  with  thorns 

Is  crown'd  with  glory  now  ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 

The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

i 
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The  highest  place  that  heaven  aflR>nis 

Is  His,  is  His  by  right : 
"The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  loxds»' 

And  heaven's  eternal  lig^t. 

The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above. 

The  joy  of  all  below 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 

And  grants  His  name  to  know. 

To  them,  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 
With  all  its  grace,  is  given  ; 

Their  name  an  everlasting  name. 
Their  joy  the  joy  of  heaven. 

They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below, 
They  reign  with  Him  above  ; 

Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 

The  cross  He  bore  is  life  and  health. 
Though  shame  and  death  to  Him  ; 

His  people's  hope,  His  people's  health. 
Their  everlasting  theme. 


THE  SAVIOUR  AS  INTERCESSOR. 

The  atoning  work  is  done. 

The  Victim's  blood  is  shed  ; 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 
His  people's  cause  to  plead  ; 
He  stands  in  heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  His  breast. 

He  sprinkles  with  His  blood 

The  mercy-seat  above ; 
For  justice  hath  withstood 
The  purposes  of  love  ; 
But  justice  now  objects  no  more. 
And  mercy  yields  her  boundless  storo^ 
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Vo  temple  made  with  hands 

His  phbce  of  service  is  ; 
In  heaven  itself  He  stands, 
An  heavenly  priesthood  His  ; 
In  Him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfill'd,  and  now  withdraw. 

And  though  awhile  He  be 

Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men. 
His  people  look  to  see 

Their  great  High  Priest  again ; 
In  brightest  glory  He  will  come, 
And  take  His  waiting  people  home. 


"  WE'VE  NO  ABIDING  CITY  HERE." 

•*  We've  no  abiding  city  here : " 
This  may  distress  the  worldling's  mind  ; 

But  should  not  cause  the  saint  a  tear. 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

•*  We've  no  abiding  city  here  : " 
Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ! 

But  let  the  thought  our  spirits  cheer, 
We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come. 

**  We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 
Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do  ; 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear, 
But  let  us  haste  from  all  below. 

"We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 

We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 
Zion  its  name — ^the  Lord  is  there. 

It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

"  We've  no  abiding  city  here  : " 
Methinks  I  hear  the  worldling  say, 

**  Your  hope  is  vain  ;  ye  fools,  forbear, 
For  pleasure  lies  another  way." 


344  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

No  wonder  men  should  reason  thus. 
And  count  our  expectations  vain  ; 

But  did  they  know  the  truth,  like  us, 
They  would  adopt  another  strain. 

Did  they,  like  us,  by  faith  discern 
The  glorious  city  of  our  God, 

They  too,  like  us,  would  quickly  learn 
To  walk  in  Zion's  heavenly  road. 

Zion  !  Jehovah  is  her  strength  ! 

Secure  she  smiles  at  all  her  foes. 
And  weary  travellers  at  length 

Within  her  sacred  walls  repose. 

O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love. 

Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest ! 

Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest. 

But  hush,  my  soul,  nor  dare  repine ! 

The  time  my  God  appoints  is  best ; 
While  here,  to  do  His  will  be  mine. 

And  His  to  fix  my  time  of  rest. 


THE  REIGN  OF  JESUS. 

Zion's  King  shall  reign  victorious. 

All  the  earth  shall  own  His  sway  ; 
He  will  make  His  kingdom  glorious. 

He  will  reign  through  endless  day. 
What  though  none  on  earth  assist  Him, 

God  requires  not  help  from  man  ; 
What  though  all  the  world  resbt  Him, 

God  will  realize  His  plan. 

Nations,  now  from  God  estrang^ 
Then  shall  see  a  glorious  light ; 

Night  to  day  shall  then  be  chang^ 
Heaven  shall  triumph  in  the  sight. 
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See  the  ancient  idols  filing  ! 

WorshippM  once,  but  now  abhorrM  ; 
Men  on  Zion's  King  are  calling, 

Zion's  King,  by  all  adored. 

Then  shall  Israel,  long  dispersM, 

Mourning,  seek  the  Lord  their  God, 
Look  on  Him  whom  once  they  piercM, 

Own  and  kiss  the  chastening  rod. 
Then  all  Israel  shall  be  sav^d. 

War  and  tumult  then  shall  cease, 
While  the  greater  Son  of  David 

Rules  a  conquer'd  world  in  peace. 

Mighty  King,  Thine  arm  revealing, 

Now  Thy  glorious  cause  maintain ; 
Bring  the  nations  help  and  healing. 

Make  them  subject  to  Thy  reign. 
Angeb,  in  their  lofty  station. 

Praise  Thy  name.  Thou  only  wise  ; 
O  let  earth,  with  emulation. 

Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies. 


THE  JUBILEE  OF  SALVATION. 

Hark  !  the  solemn  trumpet  sounding 
Loud  proclaims  the  Jubilee  ; 

*Tis  the  voice  of  grace  abounding, 
Grace  to  sinners  rich  and  free. 

Ye  who  know  the  joyful  sound. 

Publish  it  to  all  around. 


Is  the  name  of  Jesus  precious  ? 

Does  His  love  our  spirits  cheer  ? 
Does  His  promise  still  refresh  us, 

By  abating  doubt  and  fear  ? 
Is  He  good  to  us,  and  true  ? 
Such  He'll  be  to  others  too. 
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Were  you  once,  at  awfiil  distance, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ? 

Could  no  arm  afford  assistance. 
Nothing  save  but  Jesu's  blood  ? 

Think  bow  many  still  are  found 

Strangers  to  the  joyful  sound. 

Brethren,  join  in  supplication. 
Join  to  plead  before  the  Lord  ; 

'Tis  His  arm  that  brings  salvation. 
He  alone  can  give  the  word. 

Father,  let  Thy  kingdom  come, 

Bring  Thy  wandering  outcasts  home. 

Brethren,  let  us  freely  offer  : 
All  we  have  is  from  above ; 

Let  us  give  and  act  and  sufier — 
What  is  this  to  Jesu*s  love  ? 

Did  He  die  our  souls  tor  save  ? 

Then  we^re  His,  and  all  we  have. 

Hark  !  the  saints*  triimiphant  dioTU% 
"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,"  they  cry  ; 

They  have  gain'd  the  prize  before  us  ; 
Soon  we  hope  to  gain  their  joy  ; 

But  while  here,  remember  still. 

They  who  love  Him  do  His  wilL 

Till  we  reach  the  wish'd-for  vision. 
Till  we  see  Him  as  He  is. 

Let  us  bear  the  world's  derision, 
Let  us  prove  that  we  are  His ; 

Let  us  sound,  through  all  the  earth, 

Christ's  inestimable  worth. 


k 


THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 

We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  <fied. 
Of  Him  who  died  upon  the  cross  ; 

The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride  ; 
For  this  we  cof'nt  the  world  bat  loss. 
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Imcribed  upon  the  cross,  we  see 

The  shlniiig  letters,  "  God  is  Love  : " 
He  bears  oar  sins  upon  the  tree, 

He  brings  ns  mercy  from  above. 

The  cross,  it  takes  our  guilt  away, 

It  holds  the  £unting  spirit  up  ;  . 
It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 

And  sweetens  eveiy  bitter  cup.; 

It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave, 

And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light ; 

The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe. 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love, 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below. 

The  angels*  theme  in  heaven  above. 


THE  WORLD  AND  THE  CROSS. 

GnotJND  of  my  hope,  the  cross  appears  ! 

I  see  the  Man  of  sorrows  bleed  ; 
I  bid  adieu  to  guilty  fears, 

And  in  His  death  my  pardon  read. 

And  coiddst  Thou,  O  my  Saviour,  die. 
To  rescue  me  from  endless  woe  I 

Enough,  there's  none  more  blest  than  I, 
Since  Thou  couldst  love  a  sinner  so. 

I  leave  the  world  its  boasted  store 
Of  pleasures  that  must  quickly  end  ; 

I  prize  its  vanities  no  more, 

Since  I  have  found  the  sinner's  Friend. 

I  care  not  if  the  world  revile. 

The  world  that  hates  my  Master's  cause  ; 
The  world,  I  know,  would  quickly  smile. 

Were  I  again  what  once  I  was. 
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Then  farewell,  world,  and  farewell  all 
That  emulates  a  Saviour's  praise  ; 

I'll  hear  Hinx  and  obey  His  call. 
Regardless  who  approves  or  blames. 

I'll  praise  Him  while  He  gives  me  breath. 
Nor  then  will  cease  to  sing  His  love  ; 

For  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 
I  hope  to  join  the  choirs  above. 


GRACE. 

Grace  is  the  sweetest  soimd 
That  ever  reach'd  our  ears  ; 
When  conscience  charged,  and  justice  frown'd, 
'Twas  grace  removed  our  fears. 

Grace  is  a  theme  indeed, 
A  hope-inspiring  theme ; 
'Tis  all  we  can  desire  or  need, 
'Tis  more  than  fency's  dream. 

'Tis  freedom  to  the  slave, 
'Tis  light  and  liberty  ; 
It  takes  its  terrors  from  the  grave  ; 
'Tis  joy  and  victory. 

Grace  is  a  mine  of  wealth 
Laid  open  to  the  poor  ; 
Grace  is  the  sovereign  spring  of  health, 
'Tis  life  for  evermore. 

Of  grace  then  let  us  sing, 
A  joyful,  wondrous  theme  ; 
The  God  of  grace  is  Israelis  King, 
And  grace  proceeds  from  Him. 

We  hope  to  see  His  face. 
With  all  the  saints  above ; 
And  sing  for  ever  of  His  grace. 
For  ever  of  His  love. 


V 
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RICHARD   KEMPENFELT. 

THB  SOB  of  a  SwH&li  gmtlfinan  in  the  British  service,  who  is  supposed  to  be  the  Captain 

Imlij   of  Adffisoa's  Sptetattr,    RICHARD  KEMPENFELT   was  born  at  Westminster,  in 

October,  rjii.     On  the  Z4th  January,  1741,  he  obtained  a  conunissiun  as  lieutenant  in  the 

Xjoysl  Nsvy.    He  was  made  ctunmander  in  1756.    In  March,  1783,  he  was  appointed  second  in 

of  the  Rcyal  Gtergt.   The  vessel  hnvintj^  sprung  a  leak,  she  was  ordered  to  Spithead 

Ftaccd  sli(^tly  on  her  side,  in  order  to  enable  the  carpenters  to  perform  their 

,  tlkere  occorred  that  dreadful  catastrophe,  memorable  in  the  annals  of  the  British  Navy. 

behv assailed  by  a  squall,  overset.  Ailed  with  water,  and  sunk.    Nearly  a  thousand 

inc hiding  Admiral  Kempenfdt,  perished  on  the  occasion.    This  lamentable  event 

place  on  the  99th  August,  1782.    Admiral  Kempenfdt  was  a  distinguished  officer,  and  a 

:  demted  foDower  of  his  Saviour.    He  associated  with  'W'hiteficld,  the  Wesleys,  and  other 

Bten.  A  tractate,  entitled  "  Ori^nal  Hymns  and  Poems,  l)y  Philotheonis,"  printed 

1777,  is  mdentood  be  the  composition  of  the  admiraL    Of  the  nine  compoidtions  which 

m  tracttte  contains,  we  have  selected  three.    The  first,  entitled  "  The  Alarm,"  would  almost 

,  propiictic  of  the  terrible  event  by  which  the  gallant  author  entered  on  his  eternal  recom- 


THE  ALARM. 

Hark  I  'tis  the  trump  of  God 
Sounds  through  the  realms  abroad, 

Time  is  no  more. 
Horrors  invest  the  skies  ; 
Graves  burst,  and  myriads  rise  ; 
Nature,  in  agonies, 

Yields  up  her  store. 

Changed  in  a  moment's  space, 
Lo  the  affrighted  race 

Shriek  and  despair ; 
Now  they  attempt  to  flee. 
Curse  immortality, 
And  eye  their  misery 

Dreadfully  near. 

Quick  reels  the  bursting  earth. 
Rocked  by  a  storm  of  wrath, 

Hurl'd  from  her  sphere  ; 
Heart-rending  thunders  roll, 
Demons  tormented  howl. 
Great  God  !  support  my  soul, 

Yielding  to  fear. 
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O  my-  Redeemer,  come  ! 
And  through  the  fearful  gloom 

Britten  Thy  way  ; 
How  would  our  souls  arise. 
Soar  through  the  flaming  skies. 
Join  the  solemnities 

Of  this  great  day ! 


See  !  see  !  the  Incarnate  Godl 
Swiftly  emits  abroad 

Glories  benign  ; 
Lo  !  lo  I  He  comes, — He's  here  ; 
Angels  and  saints  appear, 
Fled  is  my  every  fear, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

High  on  a  flaming  throne 
Rides  the  Eternal  Son, 

Sovereign  august ! 
Worlds  from  His  presence  fly. 
Shrink  at  His  majesty  ; 
Stars,  dashM  along  the  sky. 

Awfully  burst. 

Thousands  of  thousands  wait 
Round  the  judicial  seat. 

Glorified  there  ; 
Prostrate  the  elders  fall ; 
Wing'd  is  my  raptured  soul ; 
High  to  the  Judge  of  all, 

Lo  !  I  draw  near. 


O  my  approving  God  ! 
Wash'd  in  Thy  precious  blood. 

Bold  I  advance  ; 
Fearless  we  range  along. 
Join  the  triumphant  throng, 
Shout  an  ecstatic  song 

Through  the  expanse. 
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THE  SOUL'S  LONGING. 

GxNTLE  Spirit,  wail  me  over 

Jordan's  intervening  flood ; 
Lead  me  to  the  bleeding  Lover ; 

Bear  me  to  the  rest  of  God. 
Clad  I  eye  the  ridi  possession, 

Land  of  peace  and  perfect  love  ; 
Joy,  without  an  intermission, 

£ver  streaming  firom  above. 

Raise  me.  Lord,  to  solemn  action. 

Breathe  the  energetic  breath  ; 
Crown  me  with  the  true  perfection. 

Previous  to  the  stroke  of  death. 
Now  commence  the  holy  union  ; 

Let  a  living  seeker  prove 
All  the  riches  of  communibn. 

All  the  tenderness  of  love. 

O  my  agonizing  spirit,   , 

Thou  shalt  surely  enter  in. 
Pluck  the  fruit  of  Jesu's  merit. 

And  expel  the  poison  sin. 
Far  must  all  thy  foes  be  driven. 

Hell's  invaders  forced  to  flee, 
While  the  potent  arm  of  Heaven 

Brings  thee  into  liberty. 

Yes,  through  Jesu's  intercession 

I  shall  reach  the  fruitful  shore. 
There  receive  a  saint's  impression. 

And  be  happy  evermore. 
By  the  force  of  love  attracted. 

Fluttering  spirit,  fly  away  ; 
Jesus  calls  :  by  Him  directed, 

Gain  the  path  of  perfect  day. 


Being  of  beinj 
While  yondei 
Declare  the 
We  recollecl  t 
Where  all  the 

Thy  works,  TI 

The  attributes 
And  spell  ih 

Jehovah  I  Jesu; 

Yes,  at  Thy  mi 
This  universi 

Redeeming  I^: 

Bless  Thy  rejoi. 

With  wisdom 

Cotne,  with  Th 
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^ENJAMIN   hall   KENNEDY,  D.D. 

^«  titu        ^  B.  H.Kennedy  was  born  at  Summer  Hill,  near  Birmini^ham.  on  the  6tli  Novem* 

^CinAjw,^ *^«  was  educated  at  Kin^f  Edward's  School,  Birming^ham,  and  aAerwards  at 

^tHiMu  ^^'^''^    Entering  St.  John's  College.  Cambhd|;e,  he  obtained  a  succession  of 

lj((<^gj^  "^moon  for  his  classical  attainments,  and.  in  1828,  was  elected  Fellow  and  Classical 

m^tV^^  ^  CoQei^.    In  1830,  he  obtmued  an  assistant -mastership  at  Harrow,  and.  in  1836, 

j^^^^^Head  Master  of  Shrewsbury  School.    In  1865,  he  was  apipointed  Rector  of  West 

?/7  ^vopchire.    Dr.  Kennedy  has  published  a  number  of  classical  works  for  the  use  of 

****•  ttd  has  edited  "  Hytonologia  Christiana,"  a  coUectiou  of  hymns,  and  "  The  Psalter 

«E»«4Vene.- 


ADVENT  HYMN. 

ZiON,  at  thy  shining  gates, 
Lo  !  the  King  of  glory  waits  ; 
Haste  thy  Monarch's  pomp  to  greet, 
Strew  thy  palms  before  His  feet. 

Christ,  for  Thee  their  triple  light 
Faith  and  Hope  and  Love  unite  ; 
This  the  beacon  we  display, 
To  proclaim  Thine  Advent  day. 

Come,  and  give  us  peace  within ; 
Loose  us  from  the  bands  of  sin ; 
Take  away  the  galling  weight 
Laid  on  us  by  Satan's  hate  : 

Give  us  grace  Thy  yoke  to  wear  ; 
Give  us  strength  Thy  cross  to  bear  ; 
Make  us  Thine  in  deed  and  word, 
Thine  in  heart  and  life,  O  Lord. 

Kill  in  us  the  carnal  root, 
That  the  Spirit  may  bear  fruit ; 
Plant  in  us  Thy  lowly  mind  ; 
Keep  us  faithful,  loving,  kind. 

So,  when  Thou  shall  come  again, 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
We,  with  all  Thy  saints,  shall  sing 
Hallelujahs  to  our  King. 

K  K 


Purchiseii  fi 

WhoUHei 
To  discem  i 
Who  is  He  t 
Duty  when  < 

Who  defeats 
Who  console 
Who  reviires 
Healing  all  I 

Jesus 

Who  is  life  ii 
Who  the  dea 
Who  will  pifl 
With  the  cou 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  RACE. 
{ContribuUd,) 

Onward,  holy  champion  1 

Run  the  Christian  race  ; 
Leave  the  world  behind  thee. 

Heavenward  set  thy  face : 
Fresh  from  cleansing  water. 

Bright  with  oil  Divine, 
Trained  with  wholesome  nurture, 

Heavenly  bread  and  wine. 

Onward,  holy  champion ! 

Throw  all  weight  aside, 
All  distracting  pleasure. 

All  encumbering  pride. 
Shun  the  subtle  pitfalls 

Laid  by  Satan's  spite ; 
Let  not  smiles  betray  thee. 

Let  not  frowns  affright. 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Angels,  bending  do^^Ti, 
Watch  thy  brave  endeavour. 

Guard  thy  future  crown. 
Christ,  thy  gracious  Saviour, 

Cheers  thy  striving  soul. 
And  thy  prize  awaits  thee 

At  the  heavenly  goal. 


ABOUNDING  IN  HOPE. 
{Contributed.) 

Hope,  Christian  soul ;  in  every  stage 
Of  this  thine  earthly  pilgrimage 
Let  heavenly  joy  thy  thoughts  engage  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope  ;  though  thy  lot  be  want  and  woe, 
Though  hate's  rude  storms  against  thee  blow. 
Thy  Saviour's  lot  was  such  below  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

A  A  2 
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Hope  ;  for  to  all  who  meekly  bear 
His  cross,  He  gives  His  crown  to  wear  ; 
Abasement  here  is  glory  there  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope  ;  though  thy  dear  ones  round  thee  die, 
Behold  with  faith's  illumined  eye 
Their  blissful  home  beyond  the  sky  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope ;  for  upon  that  happy  shore 
Sorrow  and  sighing  will  be  o'er. 
And  saints  shall  meet  to  part  no  more  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope  through  the  watches  of  the  night : 
Hope,  till  the  morrow  bring  the  light  : 
Hope,  till  thy  faith  be  lost  in  sight : 
Abound  in  hope. 


BISHOP   KEN. 

Thomas  Ken  was  born  at  Little  Berkhampstead.  Hertfordshire,  in  July,  1637.  He 
Winchester  and  Oxford.  In  1657,  he  became  a  Fellow  of  New  CoUet^e,  Oxfatd.  la  t6}9^ 
was  appointed  Chaplain  to  the  Princess  of  Orange,  and  three  years  after  was  praaoCcd 
Chaplain  to  Charles  II.  In  1684,  he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Badi  axtd  WcOs.  He  1 
sent  to  the  Tower  by  Jaraes  II.  for  opposing  hb  dispensing  power.  At  the  Reruhnfal. 
declined,  from  certain  conscientious  scruples,  to  swear  allegiance  to  Wilham  III.,  aadtol 
during  the  remainder  of  his  life,  in  retirement.  He  died  at  Longlcat,  Wiltshire,  <m  tbe 
March,  1710.  The  hymns  of  Bishop  Ken  have  been  published  In  four  doodedzno 
Morning  and  Evening  Hymns  are  held  in  the  highest  estimatioo. 


A  MORNING  HYMN. 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run  ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  tliy  morning  sacrifice. 
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Thy  predotis  time  misspent,  redeem ; 
Each  present  day  thy  last  esteem  ; 
Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care  ; 
For  the  great  day  thjrself  prepare. 

In  conversation  be  sincere, 
Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  clear  ; 
Think  how  all-seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys. 

By  influence  of  the  light  Divine, 
Let  thy  own  light  to  others  shine  ; 
Reflect  all  Heaven's  propitious  rays 
In  ardent  love,  and  cheerful  praise. 

Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart. 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part ; 
^Vho  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  King. 

I  wake,  I  wake,  ye  heavenly  choir ; 
May  your  devotion  me  inspire  ; 
That  I,  like  you,  my  age  may  spend. 
Like  you  may  on  my  God  attend. 

May  I,  like  you,  in  God  delight. 
Have  all  day  long  my  God  in  sight ; 
Perform,  like  you,  my  Maker's  will  : 
Oh  may  I  never  more  do  ill. 

Had  I  your  wings,  to  heaven  I'd  fly ; 
But  God  shall  that  defect  supply, 
And  my  soul,  wing'd  with  warm  desire, 
Shall  all  day  long  to  heaven  aspire. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whibt  I  slept ; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  light  partake. 
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I  would  not  wake  nor  rise  again. 
E'en  heaven  itself  I  would  disdain, 
Wert  not  Thou  there  to  be  enjoyed. 
And  I  in  hymns  to  be  employed. 

Heaven  is,  dear  Lord,  where'er  Thou  art ; 
Oh  never  then  firom  me  depart : 
For  to  my  soul  'tis  hell  to  be 
But  for  one  moment  void  of  Thee. 

Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew ; 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will. 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day 

All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say  ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  mig^t. 

In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow  ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  3^  heavenly  host : 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


AN  EVENING  HYMN. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night. 
For  aJl  the  blessings  of  the  light ; 
Keep  me,  oh  keep  me^  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  Thy  own  almighty  wings. 

Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done  ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  ; 
To  die,  that  this  vile  body  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day. 
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Oh  may  my  tool  on  Thee  repose, 
And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  dose  ; 
Sleeps  that  may  me  more  yigorous  make, 
To  KTfc  my  God  when  I  awake. 


When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie, 
My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply  ; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest. 
No  powez3  of  darkness  me  molest. 

Dull  sleep  of  sense,  me  to  deprive ! 
I  am  but  half  my  time  alive  ; 
Thy  faithful  lovers.  Lord,  are  grieved, 
To  lie  so  long  of  Thee  bereaved. 

Yet,  though  sleep  o'er  my  frailty  reigns, 
Let  it  not  hold  me  long  in  chains  ; 
And  now  and  then  let  loose  my  heart, 
Till  it  one  Hallelujah  dart 

The  faster  sleep  the  senses  binds. 
The  more  unfettered  are  our  minds ; 
Oh  may  my  soul,  from  matter  free, 
Thy  loveliness  unclouded  see  ! 

Oh  when  shall  I,  in  endless  day, 
For  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away  ; 
And  hymns,  with  the  supernal  choir. 
Incessant  sing,  a&d  never  tire  ? 

Oh  may  my  guardian,  while  I  sleep, 
Close  to  my  bed  his  vigils  keep  ; 
His  love  angelical  instil, 
Stop  all  the  avenues  of  ill. 

May  he  celestial  joys  rehearse. 
And,  thought  to  thought,  with  me  converse ; 
Or,  in  my  stead,  all  the  night  long, 
Sing  to  my  God  a  grateful  song. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow  ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host  : 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


JOHN   KENT. 


John  Kent  was  bom  at  Bideford,  Devonshire,  in  December.  1766.    Duriiq^'  his  ddidbood, 
father  removed  to  Plymouth,  having  obtained  emfdoyment  as  a  shipwriifht  in 
now  Devonport.    In  his  fourteenth  jrear.  he  was  apprenticed  to  his  &ther.    Not  tmim 
sessed  the  advantage  of  a  school  education,  his  leisure  hours  were  now  devoted  tt> 
improvement.    He  began  to  write  sacred  verses.    In  i9cry,  he  published  a  ^«lfytfff<  «f  I 
compositions  in  a  jskoo  volume,  entitled  "  A  C<dlection  of  Original  Gospel  Hyiuis.' 
continued  to  reside  at  Plymouth,  pursuing  a  career  of  unobtrusive  piety.    He  was 
afflicted  with  the  loss  nf  eyesight.    His  death  tooJc  place  on  the  x5th  November,  it^^ 
accepted,"  were  his  last  words,  as  he  gently  fell  asleep.    The  hymns  of  John  Koit 
frequently  rq>rintedL     Those  which  follow  have  been  transcribed  finora   V  Original 
Hymns  and  Poems,  by  John  Kent,  with  a  life  of  the  Author,  by  his 
Ijoodon,  x86x,  xamo. 


THE  ROCK  OF  AGES. 

When  overwhelm'd  with  doubts  and  fear. 
Great  God,  do  Thou  my  spirit  cheer  ; 
Let  not  mine  eyes  with  tears  be  fed. 
But  to  the  Rock  of  ages  led. 

When  storms  of  sin  and  sorrows  beat. 
Lead  me  to  this  Divine  retreat  ; 
Thy  perfect  righteousness  and  blood. 
My  Rock,  my  Fortress,  and  my  God. 

When  guilt  lies  heavy  on  my  sool, 
And  waves  of  fierce  temptation  roll, 
I'll  to  this  Rock  for  shelter  flee. 
And  take  my  refuge.  Lord,  in  Thee. 

When  sick,  or  faint,  or  sore  dismay'd. 
Then  let  my  hopes  on  Thee  be  stay'd  : 
Thy  summit,  rising  to  the  skies, 
Shall  shield  my  head  when  dangers  rise. 
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Shelter'd  bjr  Thine  omnipotence, 
What  potent  arm  shall  pluck  me  hence  ! 
On  every  side  I'm  guarded  well, 
Willi  love  and  grace  immutable. 

Hi^  as  m;  sin,  yea,  higher  too, 
This  everlasting  Rock  I  view  ; 
Replete  with  free  eternal  grace, 
Made  from  of  old  my  dwelling-place. 

When  call'd  the  vale  of  death  to  tread, 
Then  (□  this  Rock  may  1  be  led  ; 
Nor  fear  to  cross  that  gloomy  sea. 
Since  Thou  hast  tasted  death  for  me. 

A  SINNER  SAVED. 

Let  Zion  in  her  songs  record 
The  honours  of  her  dying  Lord, 

Triumphant  over  sin  ; 
How  sweet  the  song  there's  none  can  say, 
But  be  whose  sins  are  wash'd  away. 

Who  feels  the  same  within. 

We  claim  no  merit  of  onr  own. 

But  self-condemned,  before  Thy  throne. 

Our  hopes  on  Jesus  place  ; 
In  heart,  in  lip,  in  life  depraved, 
Our  theme  shall  be  "a  sinner  saved," 

And  praise  redeeming  grace. 

We'll  sing  the  same  while  life  shall  last. 
And  when,  at  the  archangel's  blast. 

Our  sleeping  dust  shall  rise  ; 
Then,  in  a  song  for  ever  new, 
The  glorious  theme  we'll  still  pursue 

Throughout  the  azure  skies. 

Prepared  of  old,  at  God's  right  hand, 
Bright,  everlasting  mansions  stand 

For  all  ihe  blood -bought  race  ; 
And  tili  we  reach  those  seats  of  bliss. 
We'll  sing  no  other  song  but  this — 

Salvation  all  of  grace. 
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REIGNING  GRACE, 

Hark  !  how  the  blood-bought  host  above 
Conspire  to  praise  redeeming  love, 

In  sweet  hannonious  strains  ; 
And  while  they  strike  their  golden  lyres, 
This  golden  theme  each  bosom  fires, 

That  Grace  triumphant  reigns  ! 

Join  thou,  my  soul ;  for  thou  canst  tell 
How  Grace  Divine  broke  up  thy  cell. 

And  loosed  thy  native  chains  ; 
And  still,  from  that  auspicious  day. 
How  oft  are  thou  constrained  to  say. 

That  Grace  triumphant  reigns  ! 

When  David  fell,  in  days  of  old. 
This  brought  the  wanderer  to  the  fold, 

A  prisoner  in  its  chains  ; 
Now  free  from  sin,  a  virgin  soul. 
To  sing,  while  endless  ages  roll. 

That  Grace  triumphant  reigns. 

Grace,  till  the  tribes  redeemed  by  blood 
Are  brought  to  know  themselves  and  God, 

Her  empire  shall  maintain  ; 
To  call,  when  He  appoints  the  day, 
And  from  the  mighty  take  the  prey. 

Shall  Grace  triumphant  reign. 

When  caird  to  meet  the  King  of  Dread, 
Should  love  compose  my  dying  bed. 

And  Grace  my  soul  sustain. 
Then,  ere  I  quit  this  mortal  clay, 
I'll  raise  my  fainting  voice,  and  say. 

Let  Grace  triumphant  reign. 
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LORD  KINLOCH. 

M  FDOIBY,  m  Jodfe  of  die  Court  of  Senioa  in  Scotland,  under  the  tttle  of  Lord 

r.  OQ  tlie  8th  Augnit,  xBoi.    His  fatlier,  wlio  bore  the  Hme  Chi1s> 
in  that  dty.     He  was  educated  at  the  University  of  Glaagam. 
of  the  law,  he  passed  adrocate  in  1834.    In  1858,  he  was  raised  to  the 
tioos,  by  Lord  Kinloch,  are  transcribed,  with  permission,  from 
of  rdipoas  poetry,  entitled  "  Time's  Treasure,  or  Derout  Thoughts  for 
la^  of  titkt  Year  ;"  3:863,  8va    Besides  tliis  woric.  Lord  Kinloch  has  published  "  The 
Docftine,'*  z86i,  8ro ;  and  "  Studies  for  Sunday  Evening,**  1866,  8vo. 


HOLY  GROUND. 

'Tis  not  the  temple's  shrine, 
Which  holy  makes  the  place  : 
Where'er  God  is,  is  power  Divine ; 
Where'er  God  helps,  is  grace. 

The  bush  on  Horeb's  peak,- 
Burning  and  unconsumed, 
The  prophet  bent  to  reverence  meek  ; 
For  God  the  spot  illumed. 

The  sword  at  night  beheld 
By  Jordan's  swelling  bed, 
The  captain  of  the  host  compelled 
To  own  the  Lord  who  led. 

Think  of  thy  God  as  near ; 
And,  once  His  presence  found. 
Be  sure,  whate'er  around  appear. 
Thou  tread'st  on  holy  ground. 

Put  off,  O  man,  thy  shoes, 
With  which  thou  earth  hast  trod  ; 
Thee  from  earth's  dust  and  toil  unloose. 
And  worship  pay  thy  God, 

So  shalt  thou  find  a  light. 
To  bum  and  still  endure  ; 
A  Leader,  of  all-conquering  might,    • 
To  make  thy  Canaan  sure. 
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THE  ONLY  POSSIBLE. 

I  CANNOT  clear  this  troubled  breast 
Of  caxes,  which  every  day  molest ; 
Only  I  can  remember  Thine, 

0  Saviour,  and  the  less  repine. 

1  cannot  drive  this  sin  away. 
Which  makes  me  still  anew  its  prey  ; 
I  can  but  to  Thy  cross  repair, 

To  hear  Thee  speak  my  pardon  there. 

I  cannot  love  as  I  desire, 
With  bosom  for  Thy  grace  on  fire  ; 
I  can  but  view  Thy  love  to  me. 
And  humbled  feel,  so  loved  to  be. 

I  cannot  rise,  as  fain  I  would. 
To  perfect  right,  or  perfect  good : 
I  can  but  think  of  Thee  on  high, 
O  Saviour,  and  be  glad  to  die. 

In  vain  are  all  my  efforts  made 
Myself  to  save,  or  lift,  or  aid ; 
The  only  possible  for  me, 
O  Saviour,  is  to  cling  to  Thee  : 

In  time  of  dread,  Thy  hand  to  hold  ; 
In  loss,  Thy  charter  to  unfold  ; 
On  Thee  to  lean  when  prompt  to  fall ; 
And,  sought  in  Thee,  in  Thee  have  aU. 

HEAVEN  REALIZED. 

Fain  would  I  soar  above  this  earth. 
And  sun  my  spirit  in  the  glow 

Of  that  blest  land,  where  nought  of  dearth 
Is  known,  or  pain,  or  toil,  or  woe, 

I'd  wrest  my  moments  from  the  power 
Of  this  poor  scene  of  strife  and  care. 

And  spend,  if  but  a  passing  hour. 
In  heaven,  amid  the  bright  ones  there. 
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Bat  ah,  so  hard  the  thought  to  frame 

Of  things  nor  eye  nor  ear  explains. 
That  straight  I  ^ter  in  my  aim, 

And  heavenly  dream  to  earthly  wanes. 

I  rise  finom  dost  on  ready  wing, 

But  mists  surround  me  and  depress ; 
And  soon  the  downward  fanqr  bring 

To  earth's  distincter  littleness. 

I  cannot  aught  devise,  to  catch 

A  feeling  such  as  heaven  inspires, 
Save,  Lord,  to  work,  and  wait,  and  watch, 

As  e*en  in  heaven  Thy  will  requires. 

To  do  TTiy  will  not  least  awakes, 

In  heaven  itself,  the  heavenly  glow ; 
And  he  who  does  Thy  will  partakes, 

In  measure,  heaven's  delight  below. 

Fancy  may  fail  to  paint  the  bliss, 

Which  brightens  heaven's  eternal  day ; 

But  working  faith  can  scarcely  miss 
To  feel,  although  unseen,  the  ray. 


LITANY. 

Lord,  when  earthly  pleasures  lure. 
When  the  bad  our  doubts  assure. 
And  to  sin  appears  secure, 
Keep  us  pure. 

Lord,  when  strife  we  meet  and  wrong. 
Judgments  harsh,  and  angry  throng, 
For  that  we  to  Christ  belong. 
Keep  us  strong. 

Lord,  when  in  our  stores  we  find 
Wealth  amassed,  like  idol  shrined, 
And  the  fortune  threats  the  mind, 
Keep  us  kind. 
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Lord,  when  sickness  brings  its  qualm. 
Or  when  sorrow  finds  not  balm. 
And  the  prayer  supplants  the  psalm. 
Keep  us  calm. 

Lord,  when  human  praise  we  seek. 
When  we  run  beyond  the  weak. 
And  approach  the  topmost  peak. 
Keep  us  meek. 

Lord,  when  rusheth  whelming  ill. 
When  our  sins  their  pledge  fulfil. 
And  we  see  in  woe  Thy  will, 
*  Keep  us  still. 

Lord,  when  nought  can  more  be  had. 
To  our  life  an  hour  to  add. 
And  the  parting  time  is  sad. 
Make  us  glad. 


"IS  IT  I?" 

Who  is  he  that,  early  brought 

'Neath  the  Saviour's  pitying  eye. 
Keeps  within  a  traitorous  thought  ? 
Is  it  I? 

Who  amongst  the  chosen  named. 

Seeming  with  the  best  to  vie. 
Hides  a  rebel  purpose  framed? 
Is  it  I  ? 

Who,  with  Christ  long  known  as  friend. 

Straightway  from  His  word  will  hie. 
With  His  foes  in  aim  to  blend  ? 
Is  it  I  ? 

Who  that  dippeth  in  the  dish. 

With  the  Saviour  seated  nigfa. 
Plans  fji  unclean  spirit's  wish  ? 
Is  it  I? 
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When  Thou  painl'st  the  traitor's  part, 

Saviour,  well  may  I  reply, 
From  the  depths  of  stricken  heart. 
Is  it  I  ? 

Lord,  preventive  warning  bring  ; 
Question  that  arrests  supply  ;  ' 
Who  would  do  this  treacherous  thing  ? 
Is  it  I  ? 


JOHN  A.  LATROBE. 


RBV.  Jom  A.  Latrobb  is  a  native  of  London.    His  father,  the  Rev.  Christian  I. 
iTM  Secretary  of  the  Moravian  Church  Missions.    The  subject  of  this  sketch  studied 
graduated  A.M.  at  the  University  of  Oxford.     He  was  ordained  to  the  curacy  of  the 
Church,  BristoL    He  was  afterwards  appointed  incumbent  of  St  Thomas'  Church, 
and  bad  conferred  on  him  an  Honorary  Canonry  of  Carlisle  CathedraL    In  1863,  he 
Crom  his  ministerial  chorine.    Mr.  Latrobe  lias  published  "Scripture  Illustrations;'* 
The  Music  ot  the  Church ;"  "  The  Solace  of  Soi^  ;*'  and  "  Sacred  Lays  and  Lyrics."    He 
edited  "  Psahns  and  Hymns  for  Private,  Social,  and  Public  Worship." 


HEAVENLY  LOVE. 


How  strange  is  heavenly  Love  ! 

I  never  saw  His  face  ; 
I  never  trod  His  courts  above  ; 

I  have  but  known  His  grace. 
Yet  my  affections  cling 

To  His  beloved  side  : 
I  feel  He  is  my  God,  my  King, 

And  I  His  ransom'd  bride. 

How  strong  is  heavenly  Love  ! 

Stronger  than  aught  below  ; 
Though  wide  and  wild  my  passions  rove, 

I  will  not  let  Him  go ! 
What  though  I  see  Him  not, 

I  feel  the  ardour  bum  ; 
He  hath  for  me  the  victory  wrought ; 

I  love  Him  in  return. 


MRS.  JEMIMA  LUKE. 

Then  nmnnar  not,  nor  mourn. 
My  people  faint  and  few ; 
Though  earth  to  its  foundation  shake, 
My  peace  I  leave  with  you. 
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of  tihis  tkctch  waa  bom  at  Colebrook  Terrace,  Islington,  on  the  xgCh  August. 
fttOko-,  Mr.  Tbomaa  TlKunpson,  latterly  of  Bath,  was  well  known  for  his  philan- 
So  tmrtj  as  her  thirteenth  year,  JBMIMA  THOMPSON  became  an  anonymous  contri- 
n*  yuveniU  Magamine.  She  subsequently  published  "  Missionary  Stories,"  and 
children;  she  edited  Tlu  Missionary  Repository  from  1841  to  1845.  She 
OAtlw  U3<h  May.  1843.  the  Rev.  Samuel  Luke,  now  minister  of  an  Independent  con> 
CSfkoii,  Cloucesterdiire.  Mrs.  Luke  has  published  "  The  Female  Jesuit,"  1851 ; 
iUMd  and  the  Narrow  Way;"  "A  Memoir  of  Elka  Ann  Harris,  of  Clifton," 
Wofk.''i«4. 


THE  CHILD'S  DESIRE.* 

I  THINK,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 

When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 
How  He  call*d  little  children,  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 

I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 
I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head, 

That  His  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said, 

**  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me." 

Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love  ; 
And  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 

I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above : 
In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 

For  all  that  are  wash'd  and  forgiven  ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 

**  For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 


,  in  X84X,  for  a  village  school  near  Poundsford  Park.  It  was  composed 
ch. — Noit  mppiied  by  tfu  author, 
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But  thousands  and  thousands  who  wander  and  fidl 

Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home ; 
I  should  lilce  them  to  know  there  is  room  for  them  all. 

And  that  Jesus  has  bid  them  to  come. 
I  long  for  the  jgy  of  that  glorious  time, 

The  sweetest,  and  brightest,  and  best ; 
When  the  dear  little  children  of  every  clime 

Shall  crowd  to  His  arms  and  be  blesL 
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HENRY  FRANCIS   LYTE. 

HSNRV  Francis  LYTB  was  born  at  Kelso,  Roxburghshire,  on  tibe  zst  June,  xfgs.  Re 
at  Trinity  College,  Dublin.    About  his  twenty-first  year,  he  recehred  ofden,  ob 
curacy  near  the  town  of  Wexford.    He  was  subsequently  appointed  to  tiie 
Lower  Brixham,  I>eronshire.    In  i8a6,  he  published  "  Tales  on  the  Lord's 
X833,  "  Poems,  chiefly  Religious."    His  most  considerable  puUication.  irotfrltd  **  TIm 
the  Psalms,"  secured  him  a  wide  repuUtion  txaoag  the  lorers  of  sacred  vcne.    After  a 
of  impaired  health,  he  died  at  Nice,  on  the  aoch  November,  1847.    In  x^o.  Us  ■* 
with  a  pre&tory  memoir,  were  published  by  his  son. 

EVENTIDE.* 

Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide ; 
The  darkness  deepens :  Lord,  with  me  abide  I 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me. 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day  ;  ' 

Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away  ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see  ; 
O  Thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word ; 
But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples,  Loixl— 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free — 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me. 

Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings. 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings ; 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea  ; 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  and  thus  abide  ^th  me. 

*  Written  about  two  months  before  the  author's  death,  and  in  jfnsptcttH 
event. 
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Thoa  on  my  head  in  early  youth  didst  smile, 
And,  though  rebellious  and  perverse  meanwhile. 
Thou  hast  not  left  me,  oft  as  I  left  Thee  I 
On  to  the  dose,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 
What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power  ? 
Who,  like  Thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh  abide  with  me. 

I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless  ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness  ; 
Where  is  death's  sting  ?    Where,  grave,  thy  victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

Hold  there  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies  ; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee : 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


HYMN  FOR  ISRAEL. 

Psalm  xiv. 

Oh  that  the  Lord's  salvation 

Would  out  of  Zion  come. 
To  heal  His  ancient  nation. 

To  lead  His  outcasts  home. 

How  long  the  holy  city 

Shall  heathen  feet  profane  ? 
Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity  ; 

Rebuild  her  walls  again. 

Let  fall  Thy  rod  of  terror. 

Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 
Roll  back  the  veil  of  error. 

Release  the  fetter'd  heart. 

Let  Israel,  home  returning, 

Her  lost  Messiah  see  ; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning. 

And  bind  Thy  Church  to  Thee. 

BBS 
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THE  BLESSINGS  OF  UNITY. 

Psalm  cxxxiiL 

'  Tis  a  pleasant  thing  to  see 
Brethren  in  the  Lord  agree  ; 
Children  of  a  God  of  love 
Live  as  they  shall  live  above ; 
Acting  each  a  Christian  part, 
One  in  lip,  and  one  in  heart. 

As  the  precious  ointment  shed 
Upon  Aaron's  hallow'd  head, 
Downward  through  his  garmients  stole^ 
Spreading  odour  o*er  the  whole  ; 
So  from  our  High-Priest  above, 
To  His  Church  flows  heavenly  love. 

Gently  as  the  dews  distil 
Down  on  Zion's  holy  hill. 
Dropping  gladness  where  they  fall. 
Brightening  and  refreshing  all. 
Such  is  Christian  union,  shed 
Through  the  members  from  the  Head. 

Where  Divine  affection  lives. 
There  the  Lord  His  blessing  gives  ; 
There  on  earth  His  will  is  done. 
There  His  heaven  is  half  begun  ; 
Lord,  our  great  Example  prove  : 
Teach  us  all  like  Thee  to  love. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

Psalm  ciii. 

Pratse,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven  • 

To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring  : 
Ransom'd,  heal'd,  restored,  forg;iveii. 
Who  like  thee  His  praise  should  sing  ? 
Praise  Him !  praise  Him  I 
Praise  the  everlasting  King. 


HENRY  FRANaS  LYTE.  373 

Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favour 

To  onr  fathers  in  distress  I 
Praise  Him,  still  the  same  as  ever. 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless  ! 
Praise  Him  I  praise  Him  ! 
Glorious  in  His  faithfulness. 

Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us ; 
Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  us, 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes  : 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him ! 
Widely  as  His  mercy  flows. 

Frail  as  simimer's  flower  we  flourish ; 

Blows  the  wind,  and  it  is  gone  ; 
But  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 
God  endures  unchanging  on  ; 
Praise  Him  I  praise  Him  I 
Praise  the  High  Eternal  One. 

Angels,  help  us  to  adore  Him  : 
Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him ; 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 


THE  SAINT'S  ASPIRATIONS. 

Oh  !  had  I,  my  Saviour,  the  wings  of  a  dove. 
How  soon  would  I  soar  to  Thy  presence  above  I 
How  soon  would  I  flee  where  the  weary  have  rest. 
And  hide  all  my  cares  in  Thy  sheltering  breast ; 

I  flutter,  I  struggle,  I  pant  to  get  free  ; 
I  feel  me  a  captive,  while  banish'd  from  Thee  : 
A  pilgrim,  a  stranger,  the  desert  I  roam. 
And  look  on  to  heaven,  and  long  to  be  home. 
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Ah !  there  the  wild  tempest  for  ever  shall  cease, 
No  billow  shall  ruffle  that  haven  of  peace  ; 
Temptation  and  trouble  alike  shall  depart, — 
All  tears  from  the  eye,  and  all  sin  from  the  heait. 

Soon,  soon  may  this  Elden  of  promise  be  mine. 
Rise,  bright  Sun  of  glory,  no  more  to  decline  ! 
Thy  light  yet  unrisen  the  wilderness  cheers  ; 
Oh  what  will  it  be  when  the  frdness  appears  ? 


THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAYER. 

Sweet  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls 

The  Christian  to  the  house  of  prayer ; 
I  love  to  stand  within  its  walls. 

For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  present  there. 

I  love  to  tread  the  halIow*d  courts  j 

Where  two  or  three  for  worship  meet :  \ 

For  thither  Christ  Himself  resorts, 

And  makes  the  little  band  complete.  1 


'Tis  sweet  to  raise  the  common  song, 

To  join  in  holy  praise  and  love. 
And  imitate  the  blessed  throng 

That  mingle  hearts  and  songs  above. 

Within  these  walls  may  peace  abound  I 
May  all  our  hearts  in  one  agree  ! 

Where  brethren  meet,  where  Christ  is  found. 
May  peace  and  concord  ever  be. 


FOR  THE  SPREAD  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 

Psalm  bcviL 

God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace. 
Show  the  brightness  of  Thy  face. 
Shine  upon  us.  Saviour,  shine ; 
Fill  Thy  Church  with  light  Divine; 
And  Thy  saving  health  extend 
\3iilo  eai\]h*%  lemotest  end. 
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the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ; 
1>7  all  that  live  adored ; 
^^    -  the  nations  shout  and  sing 
j*^Oty  to  their  Saviour  King ; 
"^^  Thy  feet  their  tribute  pay, 
"^^  Thy  holy  will  obey. 

*^  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord  ; 
^arth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford  ; 
Ood  to  man  His  blessing  give ; 
Man  to  God  devoted  live ; 
All  below  and  all  above, 
One  in  joy  and  light  and  love. 


THE  CROSS. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee  ; 
Destitute,  despised,  forsaken. 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  I've  sought  or  hoped  or  known ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me ; 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  : 

Thou  art  not  like  them,  untrue. 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might  I 
Foes  may  hatt,  and  friends  may  shun  me : 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ; 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  : 
In  Thy  service  pain  is  pleasure ; 

With  Thy  favour,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  call'd  Thee  Abba,  Father, 

I  have  stay'd  my  heart  on  Thee ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather. 

All  must  work  for  good  to  ms. 


Haste  then  01 

Arai'd  by  fi 
Heaven's  eten 

God's  own  I 
Soon  shall  do 

Swirtshdl) 
Hope  soon  chi 

Faith  (o  sigl 


PARAPHRASE  OF  THE 
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Like  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around, 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair, 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

Happy  souls !  their  praises  flow 
Even  in  this  vale  of  woe  ; 
Waters  in  the  desert  rise  ; 
Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies ; 
On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Till  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length. 
At  Thy  feet  adoring  fall, 
Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win ; 

Guide  me  through  a  world  of  sin ; 

Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace ; 

Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place. 

Sun  and  shield  alike  Thou  art ; 

Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart ;  ^ 

Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee ; 

Shower,  oh,  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me. 


« 


MY  BELOVED  IS  MINE,  AND  I  AM  HIS." 

Long  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest ; 

Far  did  I  rove,  and  found  no  certain  home ; 
At  last  I  sought  them  in  His  sheltering  breast. 

Who  opes  His  arms,  and  bids  the  weary  come. 
With  Him  I  found  a  home,  a  rest  Divine ; 
And  I  since  then  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

Yes,  He  is  mine  !  and  nought  of  earthly  things. 
Not  all  the  charms  of  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power. 

The  fame  of  heroes,  or  the  pomp  of  kings. 
Could  tempt  me  to  forego  His  love  an  hour. 

Go,  worthless  world,  I  cry,  with  all  that*s  thine  I 

Go  !  I  my  Saviour's  am,  and  He  is  mine. 
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The  good  I  have  is  from  His  stores  supplied  ; 

The  ill  is  only  what  He  deems  the  b^  ; 
He  for  my  friend,  I'm  rich  with  nought  beside. 

And  poor  without  Him,  though  of  all  possess'd. 
Changes  may  come — I  take,  or  I  resign — 
Content  while  I  am  His,  while  He  is  mine. 

Whate'er  may  change,  in  Him  no  change  is  seen, — 
A  glorious  sun  that  wanes  not,  nor  declines  ; 

Above  the  clouds  and  storms.  He  walks  serene. 
And  sweetly  on  His  people's  darkness  shines. 

All  may  depart — I  fret  not,  nor  repine. 

While  I  my  Saviour's  am,  while  He  is  mine. 

He  stays  me  falling,  lifts  me  up  when  down. 
Reclaims  me  wandering,  guards  from  every  foe  ; 

Plants  on  my  worthless  brow  the  victor's  crown. 
Which,  in  return,  before  His  feet  I  throw. 

Grieved  that  I  cannot  better  grace  His  shrine. 

Who  deigns  to  own  me  His,  as  He  is  mine. 

While  here,  alas  !  I  know  but  half  His  love, 
But  half  discern  Him,  and  but  half  adore ; 

But  when  I  meet  Him  in  the  realms  above, 
I  hope  to  love  Him  better,  praise  Him  more. 

And  feel  and  tell,  amid  the  choir  Divine, 

How  fully  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 


ROBERT   MURRAY   M'CHEYNE. 

ONB  of  the  most  earnest  of  modern  Scottish  preachers.the  Rer.ROBERT  MUKSAVMOUVH^I 

wms  born  at  Edinburgh,  on  the  aist  May,  1813.  He  studied  at  the  High  Sdwol  and  Ui 

his  natire  dty,  and  was  licensed  to  preach  in  Juljr,  1835.    After  a  period  of  1 

ment  in  the  united  parishes  of  Larbert  and  Dunipace,  StirUngshire,  Ike  was,  la  N< 

X836,  ordained  to  the  pastoral  charge  of  St  Peter's  Church,  Dundee.    la  zflg^t  Iw  < 

a  deputation  from  the  General  Assembly  on  a  mission  to  Palestiae.    He  dtad^aftarai 

illness,  on  the  85th  March,  1843. 

JEHOVAH  TSIDKENU. 

♦•THE    LX)RD    OUR    RIGHTEOUSNESS." 

I  ONCE  was  a  Stranger  to  grace  and  to  God, 
I  knew  not  my  danger,  and  felt  not  my  load  ; 
Though  friends  spoke  in  rapture  of  Christ  on  the  tree, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  was  nothing  to  me. 
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I  oft  xead  with  pleasure,  to  soothe  or  engage^ 
Isaiah's  wild  measure  and  John's  simple  page  ; 
But  e'en  when  they  pictured  the  blood-sprinkled  tree, 
Jdiovah  Tsidkenu  seemed  nothing  to  me. 

Like  tears  from  the  daughters  of  Sion  that  roll, 
I  wept  when  the  waters  went  over  His  soul ; 
Yet  thought  not  that  my  sins  had  nail'd  to  the  tree 
Jefaovah  Tsidkenu — ^'twas  nothing  to  me. 

When  free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on  high. 
Then  legal  fears  shook  me,  I  trembled  to  die  ; 
No  refuge,  no  safety,  in  self  could  I  see  ; 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  my  Saviour  must  be. 

My  terrors  all  vanished  before  the  sweet  name ; 
My  guilty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I  came 
To  drink  at  the  fountain,  life-giving  and  free  : 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  is  all  things  to  me. 

Jehovah  Tsidkenu  !  my  treasure  and  boast ; 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  !  I  ne'er  can  be  lost ; 
In  Thee  I  shall  conquer  by  flood  and  by  field. 
My  cable,  my  anchor,  my  breast-plate  and  shield  ! 

Even  treading  the  valley,  the  shadow  of  death, 
This  "  watchword  "  shall  rally  my  faltering  breath  ; 
For  while  from  life's  fever  my  God  sets  me  free, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu,  my  death-song  shall  be. 


THE  SEA  OF  GALILEE. 

How  pleasant  to  me  thy  deep-blue  wave, 

O  Sea  of  Galilee  ! 
For  the  glorious  One,  who  came  to  save, 

Hath  often  stood  by  thee. 

Fair  are  the  lakes  in  the  land  I  love. 
Where  pine  and  heather  grow  ; 

Bnt  thou  hast  loveliness  far  above 
What  nature  can  bestow. 


Of  Jesus  «^1 

These  days  are 
Choraiin,  wh 

His  tent  the  wil 
The  nild  reel 

Tell  me,  yt  nroi 
Was  the  Savi 

Lifted  to  heaven 
With  none  to 

Ah  I  would  my  1 
How  days  ofg 

How  all  an  oiler 
Shall  mourn  si 
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Oh  !  give  me,  Lord,  by  this  sacred  wave, 

Threefold  Thy  love  Divine, 
That  I  may  feed,  till  I  find  my  grave, 

Thy  flock — ^both  Thine  and  mine. 


OUR  INDEBTEDNESS  TO  CHRIST. 

When  this  passing  world  is  done, 
When  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun, 
When  we  stand  with  Christ  in  glory. 
Looking  o*er  life's  finished  story. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

When  I  hear  the  wicked  call 
On  the  rocks  and  hills  to  fall ; 
When  I  see  them  start  and  shrink, 
On  the  fiery  deluge  brink  ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

When  I  stand  before  the  throne. 
Dressed  in  beauty  not  my  own. 
When  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art. 
Love  Thee  with  unsinning  heart. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — ^how  much  I  owe. 

When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear, 
Loud  as  thunder  to  the  ear. 
Loud  as  many  waters'  noise. 
Sweet  as  harp's  melodious  voice, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

Even  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass, 
Darkly  let  Thy  glory  pass. 
Make  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet. 
Make  Thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet. 
Even  on  earth,  Lord,  make  me  know 
Something  of  how  much  I  owe. 
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Chosen  not  for  good  in  me. 
Wakened  up  from  wrath  to  flee. 
Hidden  in  the  Saviour's  side, 
By  the  Spirit  sanctified  ! 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show. 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 

Ofl  I  walk  beneath  the  cloud. 
Dark  as  midnight's  gloomy  shroud  ; 
But  when  fear  is  at  the  height, 
Jesus  comes,  and  all  is  light. 
Blessed  Jesus  !  bid  me  show 
'  Doubting  saints  how  much  I  owe. 

When  in  flowery  paths  I  tread. 

Oft  by  sin  I'm  captive  led ; 

Oft  I  fall— but  stai  arise  ; 

The  Spirit  comes — the  tempter  flies  ; 

Blessed  Spirit !  bid  me  show 

Weary  sinners  all  I  owe. 

Oft  the  nights  of  sortow  reign — 
Weeping,  sickness,  sighing,  pain  ; 
But  a  night  Thine  anger  bums — 
Morning  comes  and  joy  returns  ; 
God  of  comforts  !  bid  me  show 
To  Thy  poor  how  much  I  owe. 


WILLIAM   McCOMB. 

William  McCOMB  was  born  at  Coleraine.  in  the  county  of  IjondondaTy,  la  179^  1 
many  years  he  carried  on  business  as  a  bookseller  in  Belfast.  He  has  rvtircd  ftom  trade.  1 
McComb  published  in  1817,  "  The  Dirge  of  O'Neill ;"  in  zSaa.  "  The  School  of  the  Sabfaad 
and  iu  1849,  the  "  Voice  of  a  Year,  with  other  Poems."  In  X864,  the  whole  of  bis  poctf 
works  were  published  in  a  handsome  octavo  volume. 

THE  STILL,  SMALL  VOICE. 
z  Kings  xix.  iz,  la. 

He  Cometh,  He  cometh,  the  Lord  passeth  by ; 
The  mountains  are  rending,  the  tempest  is  nigh ; 
The  wind  is  tumultuous,  the  rocks  are  overcast ' 
But  the  Lord  of  the  prophet  is  not  in  the  blast 
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He  Cometh  He  cometh,  the  Lord,  He  is  near  ; 
The  earth  it  is  reeling,  all  Nature's  in  fear  ; 
The  earthquake's  approaching  with  terrible  form  ; 
But  the  Lord  of  SalMU>th  is  not  in  the  storm. 

He  cometh.  He  cometh,  the  Lord  is  in  ire ; 
The  smoke  is  ascending,  the  mount  is  on  fire  ; 
Oh  say,  is  Jehovah  revealing  His  name  ? 
He  is  near,  but  Jehovah  is  not  in  the  flame. 

• 

He  cometh.  He  cometh,  the  tempest  is  o*er ; 

He  is  come,  neither  tempest  nor  storm  shall  be  more. 

All  Nature  reposes ;  earth,  ocean,  and  sky. 

Are  still  as  the  voice  that  descends  from  on  high. 

How  sweet  to  the  soul  are  the  breathings  of  peace, 
When  the  still  voice  of  pardon  bids  sorrow  to  cease ; 
"When  the  welcome  of  mercy  falls  soft  on  the  ear, 
**  Come  hither,  ye  laden, — ye  weary,  draw  near  !" 

There  is  rest  for  the  soul  that  on  Jesus  relies  ; 
There's  a  home  for  the  homeless  prepared  in  the  skies  ; 
There's  a  joy  in  believing,  a  hope  and  a  stay, 
That  the  world  cannot  give  nor  the  world  take  away. 

O  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove,  I  would  fly, 

And  mount  on  the  pinions  of  faith  to  the  sky. 

Where  the  still  and  small  breathing  to  earth  that  was  given. 

Shall  be  changed  to  the  anthem  and  chorus  of  heaven. 


CHRIST  IS  ALL. 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Jesus  shed  His  blood  for  me  ; 
Died,  that  I  might  live  on  high  ; 
Lived,  that  I  might  never  die. 
As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine, 
I  am  His  and  He  is  mine. 
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Oh  !  the  height  of  Jesus'  love  1 
Higher  than  the  heivens  above^ 
Deeper  than  the  depths  of  sea. 
Lasting  as  eternity ; 

Love  that  found  me,  wondrous  thought ! 
Found  me  when  I  sought  Him  not. 

Jesus  only  can  impart 
Balm,  to  heal  the  smitten  heart ; 
Peace  that  flows  from  sin  forgiven, 
Joy  that  lifts  the  soul  to  heaven. 
Faith  and  hope  to  walk  with  God, 
In  the  way  that  Enoch  trod. 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Christ  is  all  in  all  to  me  ; 
All  my  wants  to  Him  are  known. 
All  my  sorrows  are  His  own  : 
Safe  with  Him  from  earthly  strife^ 
He  sustains  the  hidden  life. 

O  my  Saviour,  help  afford. 
By  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  Word  ; 
When  my  wayward  heart  would  stray. 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
Grace  in  time  of  need  supply — 
While  I  live,  and  when  I  die. 


JOHN   ROSS  MACDUFF,  D.D. 

THB  RBV.  John  Ross  Macduff.  D.D.  was  ordained  minister  of  Kettins,  F«JfCuiMwwl 
Z843.    He  was  subsequently  translated  to  the  parish  of  St.  Madoes.  and,  in  xl^ 
undertake  the  pastoral  duties  in  connection  with  the  ncwly.erected  cbivch  at 
Glasgow.    Dr.  Macduff  is  author  of  numerous  reli^us  worlcs.    His  more  esteoB 
tions  are  "The  Memories  of  Gcnnesaret;"  "Memories  of  Bethany  ;**  *«  The  Story  of  ! 
lehem ;"  "  Footsteps  of  St.  Paul ;"  "  The  Bow  in  the  Cloud ;"   "  Crapes  of  Eshoot;*  " 
Prophet  of  Fire;"  "Sunsets  on  the  Hebrew  Mountains;**  "The  Faithful  Ptonbcr;' 
"  Morning  and  Night  Watches."    He  has  published  a  anall  volume  of  hymnSk  CBtStal  **  J 
Stones." 

BETHLEHEM. 

What  are  these  ethereal  strains 
Floating  o'er  Judaea's  plains  ? 
Burning  spirits  throng  the  sky 
With  their  lofty  minstrelsy. 
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Haric !  they  break  the  midnight  trance 
With  the  joyous  utterance — 
"  Glory  to  God,  and  peace  to  men, 
Girist  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  I " 

Quench,  ye  types,  your  feeble  ray  ; 
Shadows,  ye  may  melt  away  ; 
Prophecy,  your  work  is  done ; 
Gospel  ages  have  begun  ! 
Temple,  quench  your  altar-fires  ; 
For  these  radiant  angel -choirs 
To  a  ruin*d  world  proclaim — 
"  Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  ! " 

Mlow'd  is  His  infant  head 
On  a  borrow'd  manger-bed  ; 
He,  around  whose  throne  above 
Angels  hymn'd  their  songs  of  love, 
Now  is  wrapt  by  virgin  hands 
In  earth's  meanest  swaddling  bands  ; 
Once  adored  by  seraphim. 
Now  a  babe  of  Bethlehem. 

Eastern  sages  from  afar, 
Guided  by  a  mystic  star, 
FollowM,  till  its  lustre  mild 
Brought  them  to  the  heavenly  Child. 
May  each  providence  to  me 
Like  a  guiding  meteor  be, 
Bringing  nearer  unto  Him, 
Once  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  ! 


OLIVET. 

ft 

Oft  as  the  day -light  hours  Vere  gone, 
When  friends  forsook,  and  foes  beset. 

The  Saviour  of  the  world,  alone, 
Retired  to  pray  on  Olivet. 

c  c 
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And  still,  by  faith,  I  climb  its  steeps 
A  respite  from  earth's  cares  to  6nd  ; 

To  hush  distracting  thoughts  asleep 
Amid  the  Sabbath  of  the  mind. 

The  saint  in  glory  owns  and  sees 
A  brother  in  the  man  of  prayer  ; 

The  little  infant  on  his  knees 
Is  kinsman  to  each  seraph  there. 

Oh,  may  I  cherish  more  and  more 
The  shelter  of  this  calm  retreat. 

And  realize  the  bliss  in  store 
For  those  who  love  the  mercy-seat ! 

When  ends  at  last  life's  little  day. 
Its  waning  sun  about  to  set. 

My  soul  would  soar  to  heaven  away. 
On  wings  of  prayer  from  OliveL 


JERUSALEM, 

Tell  me,  O  thou  captive  daughter. 
Why  the  sackcloth  on  thy  hrow  ? 

Why  thy  children  given  to  slaughter. 
Made  in  servitude  to  bow  ? 

Heaven  proclaims  the  awfid  story, 

'*  She  has  slain  the  Lord  of  glory  I 
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She  who  once,  in  peerless  splendour, 
'Mid  the  kingdoms  sat  enthroned. 

Alien  now,  without  defender, 
Scom'd,  rejected,  and  disown'd  I 

Nations,  read  the  thrilling  story. 

Lest  ye  scorn  the  Lord  of  glory  ! 

Zion  I  shall  there  then  be  spoken 
"  Glorious  things  of  thee  "  no  more  ? 

Does  thy  God — thy  ramparts  broken — 
Still  forbid  thee  to  restore  ? 

Go,  and  wail  with  tears  the  story 

How  ye  slew  the  Lord  of  glory. 
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Lord,  make  bare  Thine  arm  to  tare  her, 

Let  her  exiles  cease  to  roam  ; 
Let  the  promised  time  to  favour, 

Yea,  die  set  time,  let  it  come  ! 
Heralds,  spread  the  joyful  stoiy, 
Judah  cwHS  the  Lord  of  gloiy ! 

Rise,  ye  prostrate  sons  of  Salem, 

God  once  more  is  on  your  side ; 
Weeping  aliens,  come  and  hail  Him 

Whom  your  fathers  crucified. 
Teach  a  wondering  world  the  story 
How  ye  lave  the  Lord  of  glory  ! 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  SALVATION. 

Christians  !  hark  what  heavenly  chorus 

Wakes  the  echo  of  the  sky  I 
What  bright  spirits,  these  before  us. 

Throng  the  blissful  realms  on  high  ? 

Once  they  were  in  tribulation ; 

Sin  obscured  their  bright  array, 
Till  the  Fountain  of  salvation 

Washed  their  guilty  stains  away. 

Still  that  Fountain,  full  as  ever. 

All  alike  are  free  to  share ; 
Nor  can  guilty  sinners  ever 

Come  too  heavy-laden  there. 

Come  !  all  ye  whose  souls  are  dreary, 

Toss'd  with  fears,  with  doubts  distress'd  ; 
Here  is  shelter  for  the  weary, 

To  the  heavy-laden  rest  I 

Lord,  we  come,  not  one  awanting  ; 

By  Thy  grace  our  souls  redeem  ; 
Like  the  hart  for  water  panting. 

All  would  drink  the  sacred  stream.  j 

C  C  3  ^ 


Shall  be  sprea 

Speed  the  glorio 
Let  Messiah's 

Every  tribe,  and 
Welcome  in  0 

Wake  your  echo 
Midian  !  Ephi 

"Fir,  and  pine, 
Beautify  His  h 

BlessM  lime,  wh< 
Slmll  one  joyfii 

Every  heart,  with 
Thrilling  every 

When  the  leoparc 
With  the  lamb 

And  within  the  ea 
Dwell  the  love  1 
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MRS.  MACKAY. 

MAKGAICBT  ICacKAY  li  daughter  of  Captain  Robert  Mackay,  who*  after  returning  finon 
active  wnrice,  settled  at  Hedgefield,  near  Inverness.  In  t&ao,  she  was  united  in  marriage  to 
Ifajar  WIBam  Mackay.  of  the  68th  Light  Infantry,  afterwards  Lieutenant  Colonel  Mn. 
Mackay  kas pabUkbed  "The  Family  at  Heatherdale;"  "Sabbath  Musings;"  "The  WycUff. 
»;"  "Lays  of  Leisure  Hours;"  "Fal^  Appearances;"  and  some  fugitire pieces.  Her 
lyric.  "  Asleep  ia  Jesus,"  was  contributed,  in  1832,  to  TA4  Atmeti^yst,  aa  annual 
i  at  Ediabuigh. 


ASLEEP  IN  JESUS. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessM  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep, 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes  I 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath  lost  his  venom^d  stmg. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  peaceful  rest. 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hour. 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power* 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high  ! 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  time  nor  space 
Debars  this  precious  **  hiding  place  ;** 
On  Indian  plains,  or  Lapland  snovrs. 
Believers  find  the  same  repose. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be  ; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep  I 
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TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Glorious  Spirit  I  finom  on  Iii^^ 
Sent  to  show  a  Saviour  nig^  ; 
In  the  darkest  hours  of  night 
Cheer  me  with  Thy  quenchless  Hght. 

By  Thine  holy  office  led. 
Testify  of  Him  who  bled  ; 
Testify  how  Jesus  slain 
Rose,  revived,  and  reigns  again  f 

Turn  the  sinner  from  his  sin. 
Teach  him  how  the  crown  to  win. 
Bring  him  to  Inmianuel's  feet. 
Lead  him  to  the  mercy-seat. 

Thou  canst  make  the  soul  to  feed 
On  the  ever-living  bread  ; 
Thou  canst  calm  his  new-bom  fears. 
Dry  his  penitential  tears. 

Bid  him  hear  the  Shepherd's  vcdoe. 
Think  of  Jesus  and  rejoice  ; 
Daily,  though  earth's  woes  increase^ 
Thou  canst  sweetly  whisper  peace. 

While,  in  just  avenging  ire, 
God  is  "  a  consuming  fire," 
Yet,  Thou  new  life  giving  Dove, 
Thou  canst  show  how  God  is  love. 


NORMAN  MAO^Dy  D.D.  39 1 


NORMAN  MACLEOD,  D.D. 


of  the  Scottish  Cbnrch.  NORMAN  Maclbod   «m  bora  at 

to  iSuL    Hto  Athcr,  who  bore  the  tame  Chrtekn  aame,  was 

iclwrch.GlasfOw.  andDcaaoftheChapdRoyaL    He  studied  at  the 

'  aad  Edinbargh,  ako  ia  Genaaay.    lo  1838,  he  was  ordalaed  — '"tfir 

1;  he  was  tnaslatcd  to  Dalkeith  ia  tt43.  and  to  the  Barooy  parish. 

Ia  tBsB,  he  received  the  degree  of  D.D.    Hb  principal  pttblicatkms  ara 

i8S4,  Svo ;  "  The  Hocne  School.'*  it56,  8vo ;  "  Deborah,"  1857.  Svo ; 

' xKt.  Sro ;  **The  Old  Lieutenant  and  his  Son,"  tSfa,  8vo;  and  "East- 

Dr.  Macleod  edked  Tkt  Bdmkurgh  Christtan  MagwHme.    He  has  con- 

i  ita  Offigia  Gmd  WtrdM,  a  serial  of  wUch  the  rcaiarfcable  success  to  in  no  soiall 

itodbepopalarltjof  thcccBtor.    Dr.  Macleod  to  one  of  Her  Majesty's  chaplalasL 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 


Courage,  brother !  do  not  stumble. 
Though  thy  path  is  dark  as  night ; 

There*s  a  star  to  guide  the  humble : 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Let  the  road  be  long  and  dreary, 

And  its  ending  out  of  sight ; 
Foot  it  bravely,  strong  or  weary  ; 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right*' 
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Perish  "policy"  and  cunning, 
Perish  all  that  fears  the  light ! 

Whether  losing,  whether  winning, 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Trust  no  forms  of  guilty  passion. 
Fiends  can  look  like  angels  bright ; 

Trust  no  custom,  school,  or  fiiishion, 
"Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Trust  no  paxty.  Church,  or  faction; 

Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight ; 
But,  in  every  word  and  action, 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 


Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee. 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight ; 

Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee ; 
••  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 
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Simple  rule,  and  safest  guiding  ; 

Inward  peace,  and  inward  li^t ; 
Star  upon  our  path  abiding : 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  rigjit" 


RICHARD   MANT,  D.D. 


Richard  MANT  was  born  at  Southampton,  on  the  lath  February.  1776^    RIs 

Mant.  was  rector  of  All  Saints'  church,  Southampton,  and  possessed  distinctka  as  1 

and  {general  scholar.    The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  placed  at  Winchester  School,  to  t}%| 

he  ^crwards  entered  Trinity  Collicgt,  Oxford.     He  graduated  M.A.  in  lios,  and  te 

foUowing^  year  was  ordained  as  curate  to  his  father.    After  different  cliaaires.  ke  1 

z8xo.  Vicar  of  Coggeshall.  Essex.    In  1813.  he  was  appointed  domestic  chaplain  todw  Aidhi 

bishop  of  Canterbury.    In  i8t6.  he  obtained  the  rectory  of  St.  Botolph,  Blihopfigate.  In  ill% 

he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Killaloe,  Ireland.    He  was  translated  to  the  see  of  Dews  ad 

Connor,  in  1803.    His  last  promotion  took  place  in  184a.  when  he  accepted  the  bidbopric  if 

Dromore.    He  died  on  the  snd  November.  1848.    Bishop  Mant  was  a  most  vofan 

His  edition  of  the  Bible,  prepared  in  conjunction  with  Dr.  Geori^e  D'Oyley,  is  bdd  In  1 

esteem.     He  published  an  "  Engli-sh  Metrical  Version  of  the  Book  of  Psahns,"  **  ^ 

Hymns  from  the  Roman  Breviary,  for  domestic  nse,"  etc,  and  oUier  works  In 

hymns  are  spread  oyer  his  different  worlu. 
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HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR.' 

Saviour,  who,  exalted  high 
In  Thy  Father*s  majesty. 
Yet  vouchsaf 'st  Thyself  to  show 
To  Thy  faithful  flock  below; 
Foretaste  of  that  blissful  sight. 
When,  arrayed  in  glorious  light. 
Beaming  with  paternal  grace. 
They  shall  see  Thee  face  to  face. 
Saviour,  though  this  earthly  shroud 
Now  my  mortal  vision  cloud. 
Still  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me  ! 

Son  of  God,  to  Thee  I  cry : 
By  the  holy  mystery 
Of  Thy  dwelling  here  on  earth  ; 
By  Thy  pure  and  holy  birth, 

*  We  have  followed  the  example  of  Sir  Roundell  Palmer  in 
out  of  nine  stanzas  of  this  composition.    It  is  contained  in  Dr.  Mantel  "Bdr'; 
days  of  the  Church." 
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Ofl&pring  of  the  Virgin's  womb ; 
Bj  the  light  through  midnight  gloom, 
Bursting  on  the  shepherds*  gaze ; 
By  the  angels*  song  of  praise ; 
By  the  leading  of  the  star, 
The  eastern  sages'  guide  from  far ; 
By  their  gifts,  with  worship  meet, 
Offer'd  at  Thy  infant  feet ; 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me ! 


Man  of  sorrows,  hear  me  cry  ! 

By  Thy  great  humility  ; 

By  Thy  meekly  bowed  head ; 

By  Thy  gentle  Spirit,  fled 

To  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 

By  the  wound,  whence  issuing  flow'd 

"Water,  mingled  with  Thy  blood. 

By  Thy  breathless  body,  laid 

In  the  rock's  sepulchral  shade, 

Where  man  ne'er  before  reposed, 

Straitly  watch'd,  securely  closed ; 

Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 

Manifest  Thyself  to  me  1 

Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky, 
God  and  man,  to  Thee  I  cry : 
"With  Thy  love  my  bosom  fill ; 
Prompt  me  to  perform  Thy  will ; 
Grant  me,  what  Thou  bidd'st  to  do. 
What  Thou  proffer'st  to  pursue : 
So  may  He,  the  Sire  above. 
Guard  me  with  a  parent's  love ; 
So  may  He,  the  Spirit  blest. 
Whisper  comfort,  hope,  and  rest ; 
So  may* St  Thou,  my  Saviour,  come, 
Make  this  froward  heart  Thy  home. 
And  manifest  Thyself  to  me 
In  the  Triune  Deity. 
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JESUS  OUR  LIGHT  AND  SAVIOUR. 

Son  of  man,  to  Thee  we  cry  : 
By  the  wondrous  mystery 
Of  Thy  dwelling  here  on  earth. 
By  Thy  pure  and  holy  birth. 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  us  see : 
Thou  our  Light  and  Saviour  be. 

Lamb  of  God,  to  Thee  we  cry  : 
By  Thy  bitter  agony. 
By  Thy  pangs  to  us  unknown. 
By  Thy  Spirit's  parting  groan, 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  us  see : 
Thou  our  Light  and  Saviour  be. 

Prince  of  life,  to  Thee  we  cry  : 
By  Thy  glorious  majesty, 
By  Thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
By  Thy  power  to  help  and  save. 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  us  sec  : 
Thou  our  Light  and  Saviour  be. 

Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky. 
With  Thy  love  our  bosom  fill ; 
Help  us  to  perform  Thy  will ; 
Then  shall  we  Thy  glory  sec. 
Heaven  our  home,  and  we  with  Thee. 
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JOHN  MARRIOTT. 


,  JORV  IfAKRIOTT  warn  born  at  Coctcabach.  new  Luiiuiitt^  Lekealarridre,  in 

hx    Be  -wtm  the  youngwt  son  of  die  Rev.  Dr.  Marriott,  awMT  and  inciimbcDt  of 

.    He  Bluilkirl  nt  Cfafte  Chnrch,  Oxford,  and  took  honoon  at  tlie  asaadnatlon  in 

imbHc  iKMom  ware  awarded.     He  waa  ordained  in  1803,  and  after 

I  appointed  rector  of  Church  Lawford.  Warwidohire.    Hit  latter 

of  Devon.    He  died  00  the  ^ist  March,  xSas.  in  Ua  45th  jrear. 

or^inaDy  appeared  in  Dr.  Rafleif  collectioo,  la  here  printed  froa 

^itod  by  the  ■■rtinr'a  urn, 

A  MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight; 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 
And  where  the  gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

••  Let  there  be  light." 

Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring. 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing. 
Healing  and  sight. 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind. 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind 

Let  there  be  light." 
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Spirit  of  truth  and  love. 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight : 
Move  o'er  the  waters'  face. 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace. 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

"Let  there  height" 

BlessM  and  holy 
And  glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might ; 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Kolling  in  fullest  pride. 
Thro*  the  world,  far  and  wide, 

"Let  there  be  light." 


Assist  me,  I^r 

Mine  eveninj 

Awake,  my  lov 

Awake,  my  I 

Sleep  not :  whi 

Break  foith  i 

Man's  life  'sat 

The  leaves  tt 

The  letters,  mei 

The  title  ]s  T 

This  day  God  v 

My  keeper  ar 

His  care  was  on 

His  mercies  n 

Mhiutes  and  me 
Have  made  u| 

Minute*  came  qi 
More  fleet  am 
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SAMUEL  MEDLEY. 

bora  at  Cheshunt.  Hertfordshire,  on  the  «3rd  Jane.  1738.    He  was 

bk  Loodon ;  bat«  not  rdwhiog  this  employnieat,  he  entoed  the  nary 

At  tUs  period  be  was  a  stranger  to  the  concerns  of  religioa.    A  sercra 

ggueited  ia  a  naval  engagement  with  the  French,  off  Cape  Lagos,  In  August, 

imrafided  tor  sereral  months.    He  was  now  brought  to  a  sense  of  hb 

led  to  dose  with  the  offer  of  salvation.    Entering  the  ministry  of  the 

ht  aorepted.  in  1767,  a  call  from  a  congregation  at  Watford,  Herts.    In  1773, 

to  Liverpool,  where,  in  1789.  a  new  chapel  in  Byrom  Street  was  erected  for  his 

regntioa.    Alter  a  period  of  declining  health,  he  died  on  the  17th  July,  1799. 

a  trfBaq)haat  vindication  of  his  latter  life.    Mr.  Medley's  hymns  originally 

I  broadsides.   In  1785  appeared  a  second  edition  of  his  "  Hymns  on  Select  For- 

"  cositaiaiag  thirty -four  hymns.  Of  this  little  work  a  third  edition,  containing 

LS  published  in  1789,  lamo.    lu  1794  he  printed  a  small  collection  of 

after  preaching.**    A  volime  of  "  Hymns  "  from  his  pen,  containing  two  hun* 

coMpoaitioBS,  appeared  in  z8oo.    His  memoin  were  puUiahed  by  his  son, 


CHRIST  OUR  KING. 

Not  of  terrestrial  mortal  themes, 
Not  of  the  world's  delusive  dreams 

My  soul  attempts  to  sing  : 
But  of  that  theme  Divinely  true, 
Ever  delightful,  ever  new — 

My  Jesus  and  my  King. 

Oh  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

"Which  in  my  Saviour  shine  ! 
rd  soar,  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings. 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  Divine. 

Upon  the  theme  I'd  ever  dwell. 
And  in  transporting  raptures  tell 

What  I  in  Jesus  see  ; 
rd  sing  with  more  than  mortal  voice. 
And  lose  my  life  amidst  the  joys 

Of  what  He  is  to  me. 

Prostrate  before  His  throne  I'd  fall, 
And  bless  His  holy  name  for  all 

The  riches  of  His  grace ; 
I'd  sing  how  glorious  power  subdued^ 
I'd  sing  how  sovereign  love  rcnew'd 

The  vilest  of  the  race. 


39« 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

rd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt. 
My  lansom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  Divine  : 
I*d  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

rd  sing  the  characters  He  bears. 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears. 

Exalted  on  His  throne : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  His  glories  known. 

But  ah  !  Tm  still  in  clay  confin'd. 
And  mortal  passions  clog  my  mind. 

And  downward  drag  me  still : 
O  when  shall  I  attain  the  skies. 
And  to  immortal  glories  rise 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hill  ? 

Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come, 

When  He,  dear  Lord  I  will  bring  me  home. 

And  I  shall  see  His  face : 
There,  with  my  Saviour,  brother,  friend, 
A  bless*d  eternity  1*11  spend, 

Triimiphant  in  His  grace. 


CHRIST  OUR  LIFE. 

Jesus,  my  Lord  !  my  life  !  my  all ! 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  I  fidl ; 
Fain  would  my  soul  look  up  and  see 
My  hope,  my  heaven,  my  all  in  Thee. 

Hcre,  in  this  world  of  sin  and  woe, 
I*m  fill'd  with  tossings  to  and  fro. 
Burdened  with  sin,  with  fear  oppressed  ; 
And  nothing  here  can  give  me  rest 
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In  vain  finom  creatures  help  I  seek  : 
Thoo,  only  Thou,  the  word  canst  speak. 
To  heal  my  wounds,  and  calm  my  grief. 
Or  give  piy  mournful  heart  relief. 

Lord,  I  am  vile,  and  poor,  and  weak ; 
Yet  will  I  for  Thy  mercy  seek  ; 
I  therefore  cannot  turn  away, 
But  wait  to  hear  what  Thou  wilt  say. 

Oh  speak,  and  bid  my  soul  rejoice  ; 
I  long  to  hear  Thy  pard'ning  voice : 
Say,  **  Peace,  be  still !  look  up  and  live  ; 
Life,  peace,  and  heaven  are  mine  to  give.*' 

Without  Thy  peace  and  presence.  Lord, 
Not  all  the  world  can  help  afford : 
Oh,  do  not  frown  my  soul  away  : 
Lord,  smile  my  darkness  into  day. 

Then,  fill'd  with  grateful,  holy  love. 
My  soul  in  praise  shall  soar  above. 
And  with  delightful  joy  record 
The  wondrous  goodness  of  my  Lord. 


RESIGNATION. 

Let  me.  Thou  sovereign  Lord  of  all. 
Low  at  Thy  footstool  humbly  fall ; 
Ajid,  while  I  feel  affliction's  rod. 
Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 
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When,  or  wherever  Thou  shalt  smite, 
1*11  own  Thee  kind,  I'll  own  Thee  right. 
And,  underneath  the  heaviest  load, 
"  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God.' 


Dost  Thou  my  earthly  comforts  slay. 

And  take  beloved  ones  away  ? 

Yet  will  my  soul  revere  Thy  rod, 

"  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God.** 
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Then  be  my  trials  great  or  small. 
There's  sure  a  needs-be  for  them  all ; 
Thus  then  Thy  dealings  I'll  applaud, 
"  Be  ^till,  and  know  that  Thou  ait  God." 

Let  me  not  murmur,  nor  repine 
Under  these  trying  strokes  of  Thine, 
But,  while  I  walk  the  mournful  road, 
•*  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Still  let  this  truth  supi>ort  my  mind,, 
Thou  canst  not  err,  nor  be  unkind ; 
And  thus  may  I  improve  the  rod, 
••  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Thy  love  Thou'lt  make  in  heav'n  appear. 
In  all  IVe  borne,  or  suffered  here  ; 
Let  me,  till  brought  to  that  abode, 
*•  Be  stUl,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Then,  when  my  happy  soul  shall  rise 
To  joys  and  Jesus  in  the  skies, 
I  shall,  as  ransomed  by  His  blood. 
For  ever  sing,  **  Thou  art  my  God." 


THE  LOVING-KINDNESS  OF  GOD. 

Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays. 
And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me  ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  free  I 

He  saw  me  ruin'd  in  the  fall. 
Yet  lov'd  me  notwithstanding  all. 
And  sav'd  me  from  my  lost  estate  ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  great ! 

When  I  was  Satan's  easy  prey. 
And  deep  in  debt  and  bondage  lay. 
He  paid  His  life  for  my  discharge  : 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  large. 
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,^*^*  mighty  hosts  of  cruel  foes, 
y^ere  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
^«  safely  leads  my  soul  along ; 
**is  loving-kindness  is  so  strong  I 

When  earthly  friends  forsake  me  quite, 
And  I  have  neither  skill  nor  might. 
He's  sure  my  helper  to  appear  ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  near. 

Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart ; 
And  tho*  I  oft  have  Him  forgot. 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not  I 

So,  when  I  pass  death's  gloomy  vale. 
And  life  and  mortal  pow'rs  shall  fail. 
Oh  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death  ! 

Then  shall  I  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day  ; 
Then  shall  I  sing  with  sweet  surprise 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies. 

There  with  their  golden  harps  I'll  join. 
And  with  their  anthems  mingle  mine. 
And  loudly  sound  on  ev'ry  chord 
The  loving-kindness  of  the  Lord. 


MISS  MENNEL. 

TtKL  is  «athorof  "  Ufe's  Moniing ;"  ••  Life's  Eveninfr ; "  "  Sunday  Hours,"  and  other 
ibUcstioas,  chiefly  intended  for  the  younf^.  The  foUowinif  hymn,  hitherto  described 
305  in  the  coUectiont,  was  composed  by  Miss  Mennel,  and  included  by  her,  along 
1  other  hrrica  bom  her  pen,  in  her  volume  of  "  Life's  Morning,"  published  by  the 
'net  Society.     Miss  Mennel  formerly  resided  at  Bri^^hton. 

GOING  HOME. 

have  no  home  but  heaven  ;  a  pilgrim's  garb  we  wear; 

path  is  nuurk'd  by  changes,  and  strew'd  with  many  a  care ; 
rounded  with  temptation,  by  varied  ills  oppressed, 
h  day's  experience  warns  us  that  this  is  not  our  rest. 

D  n 
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We  have  no  home  but  heaven ;  then  wherefore  seek  one  here? 
Why  murmur  at  privation  ?  or  grieve  when  troable  's  near? 
It  is  but  for  a  season  that  we  as  strangers  roam ; 
And  strangers  must  not  look  for  the  comforts  of  a  home. 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven ;  we  want  no  home  beside ; 
O  God,  our  Friend  and  Father,  our  footsteps  thither  guide. 
Unfold  to  us  its  glory ;  prepare  us  for  its  joy. 
Its  pure  and  perfect  friendship,  its  angel-like  employ. 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven.   How  cheering  is  the  thought  I 
How  bright  the  expectations  which  God*s  own  word  has  taught! 
With  eager  hearts  we  hasten,  the  promised  bliss  to  share ; 
We  have  no  home  but  heaven — Oh,  would  that  we  were  that  I 
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JAMBS  MERRICK  was  bom  about  the  year  t7z8L  In  1736.  he  entered  Trinity  CoAcfC;  OifaA 
Of  that  college  he  became  a  probationer  fellow,  in  May,  1744.  He  pub^bed  a  naaiterd 
works,  these  consisting:  chiefly  of  sacred  poetry,  and  contribations  to  ezesetkal  thealogf.  Wt 
paraphrased  version  of  the  Book  of  Psalms  is  held  in  moch  esteem.  He  died  at  Reaibf  ,  wtti 
5th  January.  1769.  Bishop  Lowth  has  described  him  as  "  one  of  the  best  of  mea,  mA  ■■! 
eminent  of  scholars."  The  followinijr  is  transcribed  from  his  Tolume  gntttled  **FoeMii4 
Sacred  Subjects."    Oxford,  1763.    8vo. 


ADDRESS  TO  GOD. 

God  of  my  health,  whose  tender  care 

First  gave  me  pow'r  to  move. 
How  shall  my  thankful  heart  declare 

The  wonders  of  Thy  love  I 
While  void  of  thought  and  sense  I  lay. 

Dust  of  my  parent  earth. 
Thy  breath  informed  the  sleeping  day. 

And  caird  me  to  the  birth. 

From  Thee  the  parts  their  fashion  took. 

Ere  life  was  yet  b^;un. 
And  in  the  volume  of  Thy  book 

Were  written  one  by  one. 
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Tliine  eye  beheld  in  open  view 

The  yet  unfinished  plan  ; 
The  shadowy  lines  Thy  pencil  drew, 

And  fonn'd  the  future  man. 

Oh !  may  this  frame,  that  rising  grew 

Beneath  Thy  plastic  hands. 
Be  studious  ever  to  pursue 

Whatever  Thy  will  commands. 
The  soul  that  moves  this  earthly  load. 

Thy  semblance  let  it  bear. 
Nor  lose  the  traces  of  the  God 

Who  stamped  His  image  there. 

Thou,  who  within  this  earthly  shrine 

Hast  pour*d  Thy  quickening  ray. 
Oh !  let  Thy  influence  on  me  shine, 

And  purge  each  mist  away. 
With  curious  search  let  others  ask 

Through  nature's  depths  to  see  ; 
Oh !  teach  my  soul  the  better  task. 

To  know  itself  and  Thee. 


Teach  me  to  know  how  weak  the  muid 

That  yields  to  erring  pride  ; 
And  make  my  doubting  reason  find 

Thy  word  its  safest  guide. 
Let  me  not,  lost  in  learning's  maze. 

Religion's  flame  resign  ; 
For  what's  the  worth  of  human  praise, 

Compar'd,  my  God,  to  Thine  ? 

Keep  in  my  soul  the  strong  delight. 

The  hopes  that  in  me  rise. 
While  faith  presents  before  my  sight 

The  bliss  that  never  dies. 
O  be  those  hopes  my  only  boast. 

That  faith  my  whole  employ  ; 
Till  faith  in  knowledge  shall  be  lost. 

And  hope  in  fullest  joy. 
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Where'er  I  turn  my  wakeful  thought, 

UnnumberM  foes  I  see  ; 
Guide  of  my  youth,  forsake  me  not, 

But  lead  me  safe  to  Thee. 
As  on  I  press,  distrust  and  doubt 

Dissuasive  step  between ; 
While  pleasures  tempt  me  firom  withont, 

And  passions  war  within. 

Yet,  fixM  on  Thee,  I  lose  each  fear, 

Each  vain  assault  I  brave ; 
I  know  Thee,  Lord,  not  slow  to  hear, 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 
O  cast  my  errors  from  Thy  sight. 

And  let  them  pass  away 
Unheeded  as  a  watch  by  night, 

Or  as  a  cloud  by  day. 

So,  while  in  secret  thought  arralgn'd, 

0*er  my  past  life  I  go, 
And  mark  how  oft  I  urg*d  Thy  hand 

To  strike  th*  avenging  blow  ; 
So  oft  shall  my  repeated  lays 

My  thankful  heart  declare, 
And  joy  to  celebrate  Thy  praise. 

Whose  mercy  deign*d  to  spare. 


HENRY  HART   MILMAN,  D.D. 

The  Very  Rhv.  Henry  Hart  Milman,  D.D.,  was  bora  in  Loadf 
February,  1791.  His  father  was  Sir  Francis  Mtlman,  Bart.,  physidaa  to  G«or 
educated  at  Eton,  and  Brasenose  College.  Oxford.  In  18x7,  he  obtained  o 
after  was  appointed  Vicar  of  St.  Mary's,  Reading.  In  x82z,  he  was  ded 
Poetry  in  the  university  of  Oxford.  He  was  afterwards  appcunted  Rector  o 
Westminster.  Since  November.  1849,  he  has  held  the  oflice  of  Dean  of  Sc  Pi 
man  has  composed  a  "  History  of  Latin  Christianity,'*  and  a  "  History  of  tlw 
been  an  extensive  contributor  to  TAe  Quarterly  Rcviem,  His  poetical  worfe 
in  1839,  in  three  volimies,  zamo. 

THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

Bound  upon  th*  accursM  tree. 
Faint  and  bleeding,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  eyes  so  pale  and  dim. 
Streaming  blood,  and  writhing  limb ; 
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By  the  flesh,  with  scourges  torn  ; 
By  the  crown  of  twisted  thorn  ; 
By  the  side  so  deeply  pierced  ; 
By  the  baffled,  burning  thirst ; 
By  the  drooping  death-dew'd  brow  : 
Son  of  man,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  ! 

Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  sun  at  noon -day  pale. 
Shivering  rocks,  and  rending  veil ; 
By  earth,  that  trembles  at  His  doom  ; 
By  yonder  saints  who  burst  their  tomb ; 
By  Eden  promised,  ere  He  died, 
To  the  felon  at  His  side  ; 
Lord,  our  suppliant  knees  we  bow, 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  !  'Us  Thou  I 

Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Sad  and  dying,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  last  and  bitter  cry  ; 
The  ghost  given  up  in  agony  ; 
By  the  lifeless  body  laid 
In  the  chamber  of  the  dead  ; 
By  the  mourners  come  to  weep 
Where  the  bones  of  Jesus  sleep  ; 
Crucified  !  we  know  Thee  now  : 
Son  of  man,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  I 

Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  prayer  for  them  that  slew, — 
**  Lord,  they  know  not  what  they  do  !" 
By  the  spoil'd  and  empty  grave  ; 
By  the  souls  He  died  to  save ; 
By  the  conquest  He  hath  won  ; 
By  the  saints  before  His  throne  ; 
By  the  rainbow  round  His  brow  : 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  I  'tis  Thou  I 
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THE  LAST  DAY. 

The  chariot  I  the  chariot  I  its  wheels  roll  on  fire, 
As  the  Lord  cometh  down  in  the  pomp  of  His  ire ; 
Self-moving,  it  drives  on  its  pathway  of  cloud. 
And  the  heavens  with  the  burden  of  Godhead  are  borir'd. 

The  glory  !  the  glory  !  By  myriads  are  pour'd 
The  hosts  of  the  angels  to  wait  on  their  Lord  ; 
And  the  glorified  saints,  and  the  martyrs  are  there, 
And  all  who  the  palm -wreath  of  victory  wear. 

The  trumpet !  the  trumpet  I    The  dead  have  all  heard. 
Lo  !  the  depths  of  the  stone-cover'd  chamels  are  stirr'd  ; 
From  the  sea,  from  the  land,  from  the  south  and  the  noitt 
The  vast  generations  of  man  are  come  forth  I 

The  judgment !  the  judgment !    The  thrones  are  all  set. 
Where  the  Lamb  and  the  white-vested  elders  aze  met ; 
All  flesh  is  at  once  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord, 
And  the  doom  of  eternity  hangs  on  His  word  ! 

Oh  mercy  !  oh  mercy  !  look  down  from  above, 
Creator  !  on  us.  Thy  sad  children,  with  love  ; 
When  beneath  to  their  darkness  the  wicked  are  driven. 
May  our  sanctified  souls  find  a  mansion  in  heaven. 


INVOCATION  OF  THE  REDEEMER. 

When  our  heads  are  bow*d  with  woe, 
When  our  bitter  tears  overflow. 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear, — 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn  ; 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne ; 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear  ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

When  the  sullen  death-bell  toUs 
For  our  own  departed  souls ; 
When  our  final  doom  is  near, 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 
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Thou  hast  bow'd  the  dying  head, 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed ; 
Thou  hast  fUl'd  a  mortal  bier  ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

When  the  heart  is  sad  within. 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin  ; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear. 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 

Thou  the  shame,  the  grief  hast  known, 
Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own  ; 
Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

FUNERAL  ANTHEM. 

Brother,  thou  art  gone  before  us, 

And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye. 

And  sorrow  is  unknown. 
From  the  burden  of  the  flesh. 

And  from  care  and  fears  released  ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

The  toilsome  way  thou  *st  travell'd  o*er, 

And  borne  the  heavy  load  ; 
But  Christ  hath  taught  thy  languid  feet 

To  reach  His  blest  abode. 
Thou  *rt  sleeping  now,  like  Lazarus, 

Upon  His  Father's  breast, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest 

Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now. 

Nor  doubt  thy  faith  assail. 
Nor  thy  meek  tnist  in  Jesus  Christ 

And  the  Holy  Spirit  fail. 
And  there  thou  *rt  sure  to  meet  the  good 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovedst  best ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 


May  wo,  unlainte- 
As  sure  a  weko 

May  ench,  like  th( 
To  be  a  glorious 

Where  the  wicked 
And  the  weary  i 
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Wonld'st  thou  know  God's  wondrous  love  ? 

Seek  it  not  beside  the  throne  ; 
List  not  angels*  praise  above, 

But  come  and  hear  the  heavy  groan 
By  the  Godhead  heav'd  for  thee, 
Sinner,  in  Gethsemane. 

When  His  tears  and  bloody  sweat. 

When  His  passion  and  His  prayer. 
When  His  pangs  on  Olivet, 

Wake  within  thee  thoughts  of  care, — 
Remember,  sinner,  *twas  for  thee 
He  sufTer'd  in  Gethsemane  I 

Hate  the  sin  that  cost  so  dear  ; 

Love  the  God  that  loved  thee  so  ; 
Weep,  if  thou  wilt — but  likewise  fear 

To  bid  thai  fountain  freshly  flow, 
TTiat  gush'd  so  freely  once  for  thee 
In  sorrowful  Gethsemane. 


REDEEMING  GRACE. 

In  every  season,  every  hour. 
In  every  leaf,  in  every  flower. 
In  every  scene,  and  every  sound. 
Amid  creation's  wonders  found. 

My  soul  Thy  providence  discerns  ; 
And  whensoe'er  I  walk  abroad. 

To  Thee  involuntar'ly  turns, — 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 

The  glories  of  the  midnight  sky, 
The  evening  insect  humming  by. 
The  mightiest  and  the  meanest  prove 
Alike  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ; 

While  heav*n  and  earth  thus  both  combine 
To  raise  the  heart,  and  point  the  road 

That  leads,  thro'  blessings  so  Divine, 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 
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But  O,  how  much  more  dear  to  timoe 
The  wonders  of  Thy  world  of  grace  ! 
The  soul  that  by  the  cross  can  kneel. 
And  all  that  cross's  comfort  feel, 

Upon  the  Saviour's  healing  wings, 
Wash'd  in  the  Saviour's  precious  blood- 

Redeem'd — regenerated  springs. 
To  Thee,  my  God  I  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 


REST. 

Rest  of  the  weary, 

Joy  of  the  sad, 
Hope  of  the  dreary. 

Light  of  the  glad  ; 
Home  of  the  stranger. 

Strength  to  the  end, 
Refuge  from  danger. 

Saviour  and  Friend  I 

Pillow  where,  lying, 

Love  rests  its  head. 
Peace  of  the  dying, 

Life  of  the  dead  ; 
Path  of  the  lowly. 

Prize  at  the  end. 
Breath  of  the  holy. 

Saviour  and  Friend  I 


When  my  feet  stumble, 

I'll  to  Thee  cry  ; 
Crown  of  the  humble, 

Cross  of  the  high. 
When  my  steps  wander, 

Over  me  bend, 
Truer  and  fonder, 

Saviour  and  Friend  ! 
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Ever  confessing 

Thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  lliee  blessing, 

Glory,  and  praise ; 
All  my  endeavour, 

World  without  end. 
Thine  to  be  ever. 

Saviour  and  Friend. 


«« SOON  AND  FOR  EVER." 

•*  Soon  and  for  ever :" 

Such  promise  our  trust. 
Though  ashes  to  ashes, 

And  dust  unto  dust ; 
**  Soon,  and  for  ever," 

Our  union  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious 

Redeemer,  in  Thee : 
"When  the  sins  and  the  sorrows 

Of  time  shall  be  o'er. 
Its  pangs  and  its  partings 

Remcmber'd  no  more. 
Where  life  cannot  fail,  and  where 

Death  cannot  sever. 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

**  Soon  and  for  ever." 

*•  Soon  and  for  ever" 

The  breaking  of  day 
Shall  drive  all  the  night-clouds 

Of  sorrow  away : 
**  Soon  and  for  ever" 

We'll  see  as  we're  seen. 
And  learn  the  deep  meaning 

Of  things  that  have  been  : 
When  fightings  without  us, 

And  fears  from  within, 
Shall  weary  no  more  in 

The  warfare  of  sin ; 
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Where  fears,  and  where  tears,  and  where 

Death  shall  be  never, 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

**  Soon  and  for  ever." 

**  Soon  and  for  ever" 

The  work  shall  be  done  ; 
The  warfare  accomplish'd. 

The  victory  won  ; 
** Soon  and  for  ever" 

The  soldier  lays  down 
His  sword  for  a  harp,  and 

His  cross  for  a  crown  : 
Then  droop  not  in  sorrow. 

Despond  not  in  fear, 
A  glorious  to-morrow 

Is  bright'ning  and  near  ; 
When  (blessed  reward  of  each 

Faithful  endeavour) 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

**  Soon  and  for  ever." 


INVOCATION  OF  CHRIST. 

Birds  have  their  quiet  nest, 
Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed  ; 

All  creatures  have  their  rest : 
But  Jesus  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

Winds  have  their  hour  of  calm. 
And  waves — to  slumber  on  the  voiceless  deep  ; 

Eve  hath  its  breath  of  balm, 
To  hush  all  senses  and  all  sounds  to  sleep  ; 


The  wild  deer  hath  his  lair, 
The  homeward  flocks  the  shelter  of  their  shed  ; 

All  have  their  rest  from  care  : 
But  Jesus  had.  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 
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And  yet  He  came  to  give 
The  weary  and  the  heavy  laden  rest. 

To  bid  the  sinner  live, 
And  soothe  our  griefs  to  slumber  on  His  breast. 

What  then  am  I,  my  God, 
Permitted  thus  the  path  of  peace  to  tread  ? 

Peace,  purchased  by  the  blood 
Of  Him  who  had  not  where  to  lay  His  bead  I 

I — ^who  once  made  Him  grieve, 
I — ^who  once  bid  His  gentle  spirit  mourn. 

Whose  hand  essayed  to  weave 
For  His  meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn  I 

Oh,  why  should  I  have  peace  ? 
Why  ? — ^but  for  that  unchang'd  undying  love 

Which  would  not,  could  not  cease, 
Until  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above  ? 

Yes  ;  but  for  pardoning  grace, 
I  feel  I  never  should  in  glory  see. 

The  brightness  of  that  face 
That  once  was  pale  and  agonizM  for  me. 

Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest. 
Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed  ; 

Come,  Saviour  I  in  my  breast 
Deign  to  repose  Thine  oft-rejected  head. 

Come,  give  me  rest,  and  take 
The  only  rest  on  earth  Thou  lov'st,  within 

A  heart  that  for  Thy  sake 
Lies  bleeding,  broken,  penitent  for  sin. 


INGRATITUDE. 

Luke  xvii.  17,  z8. 

There  are  ten  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour ; 

In  wearisome  sickness  they  pine  ; 
They  are  whole,  but  is  this  Uieir  behaviour  ? 

"  Ten  deansM  I— but  where  are  the  nine  ?" 


"Ton  cleanstcl  ! — but 

O  Saviour  !  Iioiv  oficn  ii 
Our  steps  lo  Thme  aJt 

But  return  not  in  sunshii 
"  Ten  deansed  ! — but 

We  shrink  fiom  the  pain 
Will  not  study  its  loTii 

All  we  want  seems  the  le 
"  Ten  demsM  I — bat 

The  vows  that  in  sicknest 
Bound  us  over  tenfold  1 

Wm  they  Hve  thro'  the  jo 
"  Ten  deansid  ! — bnt 

Better  for  our  afflictions  n 
If  grace  with  the  chail'i 

Than  to  call  forth  Thy  ge 
"  Ten  deansid  1— but  i 
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JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 

1^^^  MwrcoMHRY  was  born  at  Inrine,  Ayrshire,  on  the  4th  Norember,  xfjx.    His  ather, 
^^Mootgooaefy,  a  native  of  Ireland,  was  a  convert  of  John  Cennick,  and  a  preacher  in  con- 
^^  with  the  Moravians.    In  his  sixth  year,  Montgomery  was  placed  at  the  Moravian  settle- 
rs of  Folnedc,  Yorkshire.    After  occupyini;  a  number  of  uncongenial  situations,  he  became, 
^^  t»eBty<£fst  year,  assistant  to  a  boolcseUer  in  Sheffield.    He  acquired  the  property  of  a 
/^  ■ew>|)apcr,  which  he  successfully  conducted.    Having^  incidentally  printed  a  patriotic 
r^i^  a  street-hawker,  he  was,  in  1794.  subjected  to  three  months'  imprisonment  in  York 
r*^  OB  the  charge  of  conspiring  against  the  Government.    He  was  subsequently  confined 
"  i^ork  Castle  for  publishing  an  account  of  a  riot  at  Sheffield.    It  was  on  this  occasion  (hat  he 
*'*^>OKd  his  int  volume  of  poems,  which,  in  1797,  appeared  under  the  title  of  "  Prison 
^WWlwiiniiU.'*    He  cfied  at  Sheffield,  in  April,  1854,  in  his  eighty-second  year.    For  a  number 
^'^Itm  Mr.  Mootgomery  enjoyed  a  civil  list  pension  of  iJxsa.    He  is  one  of  the  most  graceful 
^BriUdi  byma-writers. 


PSALM  SEVENTY-SECOND. 


Hail  to  the  Lord*s  anointed  I 

Great  David's  greater  Son  ! 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed. 

His  reign  on  earth  begun  ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression. 

To  let  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression, 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes,  with  succour  speedy 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light. 
Whose  souls  condemn'd  and  dying. 

Were  precious  in  His  sight. 

By  such  shall  He  be  feared, 

While  Sim  and  moon  endure, 
Beloved,  obey'd,  reverM  ; 

For  He  shall  judge  the  poor, 
Through  changing  generations, 

With  justice,  mercy,  truth. 
While  stars  maintain  their  stations. 

Or  moons  renew  their  youth. 


•■^^^^ 
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He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth  ; 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birth ; 
Before  Him,  on  the  mountams, 

Shall  Peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  righteousness,  in  fountains, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

Arabia's  desert  ranger 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see ; 
With  offerings  of  devotion 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  His  feet. 

Kings  shall  fall  down  before  Him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing  ; 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

0*er  river,  sea,  and  shore. 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing, 

And  daily  vows  ascend, — 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end ; 
The  mountain-dews  shall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown. 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

O'er  every  foe  victorious. 

He  on  His  throne  shall  rest, 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious. 

All  blessing  and  all -blest; 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever  : 

TTiat  name  to  us  is — Love. 


JAMES  MONTGOMERY.  417 

GLORY  TO  GOD. 

Luke  ii.  13. 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang. 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  He  spake  and  it  was  done. 

Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom. 
When  the  Prince  of  peace  was  bom ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity. 

Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day. 
God  will  make  new  heavens,  new  earth  ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

And  can  man  alone  be  dumb 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No ;  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice. 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ! 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love. 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

Bome  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory. 
Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth ; 

Ye  who  sang  creation's  story. 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth; 

Come  and  worship, 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bora  King. 


E   R 
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Shepherds,  in  the  field  abiding. 
Watching  o*er  your  flocks  by  night, 

God  with  man  is  now  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  infant-light ; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  King. 

Sages,  leave  yom-  contemplations^ 
Brighter  visions  beam  afar ; 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations  ; 
Ye  have  seen  His  natal  star. 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

Saints,  before  the  altar  bending. 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 

Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending, 
In  His  temple  shall  appear; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

Sinners,  wrung  with  true  repentance. 
Doomed  for  guilt  to  endless  pains. 

Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 
Mercy  calls  you — break  your  chains ; 

Come  and  worship, 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

DEPARTING  FRIENDS. 

Friend  after  friend  departs: 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 

There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts. 
That  finds  not  here  an  end. 

Were  this  frail  world  our  only  rest. 

Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest 

Beyond  the  flight  of  time. 
Beyond  this  vale  of  death. 

There  surely  is  some  blessM  dime, 
Where  life  is  not  a  breath. 

Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire. 

Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 
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There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown ; 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Form*d  for  the  good  alone ; 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

Thus  star  by  star  declines, 

Till  all  are  pass'd  away ; 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day : 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night. 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light 


THE  PREPARATION  OF  THE  HEART. 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright, 

"With  reverence  and  with  fear  : 
Though  dust  and  ashes  in  Thy  sight, 

We  may,  we  must  draw  near. 

We  perish  if  we  cease  from  prayer  ; 

Oh  grant  us  power  to  pray  ; 
And  when  to  meet  Thee  we  prepare. 

Lord,  meet  us  by  the  way. 

Burdened  with  guilt,  convinced  of  sin, 

In  weakness,  want,  and  woe, 
Fightings  without  and  fears  within. 

Lord,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 

God  of  all  grace,  we  bring  to  Thee 

A  broken,  contrite  heart  ; 
Give  what  Thine  eye  delights  to  see, — 
Truth  in  the  inward  part. 

Give  deep  humility  ;  the  sense 

Of  godly  sorrow  give  ; 
A  strong  desiring  confidence 

To  hear  Thy  voice,  and  live. 

^  ^  a 
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Faith  in  the  only  sacrifice 
That  can  for  sin  atone  ; 

To  cast  our  hopes,  to  fix  our  eyes, 
On  Christ,  on  Christ  alone. 

Patience,  to  watch,  and  wait,  and  weep, 
Though  mercy  long  delay  ; 

Courage,  our  fainting  souls  to  keep. 
And  trust  Thee  though  Thou  slay.* 

Give  these, — and  then  Thy  will  be  done 
Thus  strengthen'd  with  all  might. 

We,  through  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  Son, 
Shall  pray,  and  pray  aright. 


PRAYER. 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire. 

Uttered  or  unexpressed; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 

When  none  but  Gotl  is  near. 

Prayer  is  the  simj)lest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try  ; 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 

The  Majesty  on  high. 

Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  from  his  ways. 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice. 

And  cry,  *'  Behold  he  prays !  " 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  \ital  breath. 

The  Christian's  native  air ; 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death,- 

Ue  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 
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The  saints,  in  prayer,  appear  as  one 

In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind  ; 
While  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 

Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 

Nor  prayer  is  made  by  man  alone  ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads  ; 
And  Jesus  on  the  eternal  throne 

For  sinners  intercedes. 

0  Thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God  ! 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way  I 
The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod. 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  ! 


ON  OPENING  A  PLACE  FOR  WORSHIP. 

Lord  of  hosts  !  to  Thee  we  raise. 
Here  an  house  of  prayer  and  praise ; 
Thou  Thy  people's  hearts  prepare. 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

Let  the  living  here  be  fed 
With  Thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread  ; 
Here,  in  hope  of  glory  blessed. 
May  the  dead  be  laid  to  rest. 

Here  to  Thee  a  temple  stand, 
While  the  sea  shall  gird  the  land  ; 
Here  reveal  Tliy  mercy  sure. 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 

Hallelujah  !  earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply  ! 
Hallelujah  !  hence  ascend 
Prayer  and  praise,  till  time  shall  end. 
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HENRY  MOORK 
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DIVINE  LOVE* 

My  God,  Thy  boundless  love  I  praise  ; 
How  bright  on  high  its  glories  blaze  ! 

How  sweetly  bloom  below  I 
It  streams  from  Thine  eternal  throne ; 
Thro*  heaven  its  joys  for  ever  run. 

And  o*er  the  earth  they  flow. 

'Tis  love  that  paints  the  purple  mom. 
And  bids  the  clouds,  in  air  upborne. 

Their  genial  drops  distil ; 
In  ev'ry  vernal  beam  it  glows, 
And  breathes  in  eVry  gale  that  blows. 

And  glides  in  eVry  riU. 

It  robes  in  cheerful  green  the  ground. 
And  pours  its  flowery  beauties  round. 

Whose  sweets  perfume  the  gale  ; 
Its  bounties  richly  spread  the  plain. 
The  blushing  fruit,  the  golden  grain. 

And  smile  on  ev'ry  vale. 


But  in  Thy  gospel  see  it  shine 
With  grace  and  glories  more  Divine, 

Proclaiming  sins  forgiven ; 
There  faith,  bright  cherub,  points  the  way 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day. 

And  opens  all  her  heaven. 
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Then  let  the  love  that  makies  me  blest 
With  cheerful  praise  inspire  my  breast. 

And  ardent  gratitude ; 
And  all  my  thoughts  and  passions  tend 
To  Thee,  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 

My  soul's  eternal  good. 

Dart  from  Thine  own  celestial  flame 
One  vivid  beam,  to  warm  my  frame 

With  kindred  energy ; 
Mark  Thine  own  image  on  my  mind  ; 
And  teach  me  to  be  good  and  kind, 

And  love  and  bless  like  Thee. 

ENDLESS  PRAISE. 

Hail  to  the  sovereign  power  that  broke 
The  strength  of  sin's  tyrannic  yoke, 

And  fi^ed  our  captive  race, — 
Did  all  the  rage  of  hell  confound. 
And  gave  to  death  its  fatal  wound  ! 

All  hail,  victorious  grace  I 

Hail  to  the  Friend  of  human  kind. 
Who  His  celestial  throne  resigned 

To  succour  man  dlstrest  ; 
Who  could  unnumber'd  wrongs  forgive ; 
Who  groan'd  the  rebel  to  relieve, 

And  bled  to  make  him  blest 

To  Thee  our  lives,  our  souls  we  owe, 
Our  peace  and  sweetest  joy  below, 

And  brighter  hope  above  ; 
Then  let  our  lives,  and  all  that's  ours. 
Our  souls,  our  passions,  and  our  powers, 

Be  sacred  to  Thy  love. 

O  when  shall  that  dear  day  arise, 
When,  in  full  glories,  to  our  eyes 

Thy  beauties  shall  appear  1 
Then,  with  a  far  sublimer  strain, 
We'll  praise  Thee  on  the  blissful  plain, 

Through  heaven's  eternal  year. 
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THOMAS   MOORE. 
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MIRIAM^S  SONG. 

Exodus  XV.  20. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o*er  Egypt's  dark  sea! 
Jehovah  has  triuinph'd,  His  people  are  free  : 
Sing, — for  the  pride  of  the  tyrant  is  broken, — 

His  chariots,  liis  horsemen,  all  splendid  and  brave — 
How  vain  was  their  boast,  for  the  Lord  hath  but  spoken. 

And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o*er  Eg^-pfs  dark  sea  ! 
Jehovah  has  triuinph'd  :  His  people  are  free. 

Praise  to  the  Comjueror  !  praise  to  the  Lord  ! 

His  word  was  our  arrow,  His  breath  was  our  sword. 

Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  story 

Of  those  slie  sent  forth  iii  the  hour  of  her  pride  ? 
For  the  Lord  hath  looked  out  from  His  pillar  of  glory, 

And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dashed  in  the  tide. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea  ; 
Jehovah  has  triuinph'd :  His  people  are  firee ! 


GOD  THE  ONLY  COMFORTER. 

On  Thou  !  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear. 
How  dark  this  world  would  be. 

If,  when  deceiv'd  and  wounded  here. 
We  could  not  fly  to  Thee  ! 

The  friends,  who  in  our  sunshine  live, 
When  winter  comes,  are  flown  ; 

And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give 
M.w:&\.  >Ne&^  tbose  tears  alone. 
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But  Thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart. 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part. 

Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers, 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears. 

Is  dimm'd  and  vanish'd  too  ! 

Oh,  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom. 

Did  not  Thy  wing  of  love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

Our  peace-branch  from  above  ! 

Then  sorrow,  toucli'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray ; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day. 


THE  GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  HEAVEN. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see  ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee  : 

Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glories  shine, 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 

When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  op'ning  clouds  of  even, 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven  : 

Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline 

So  soft,  so  radiant,  Lord,  are  Thine. 

When  night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plum6 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes  : 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  Divine, 

So  grand,  so  countless.  Lord,  are  Thine. 
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When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes. 
Thy  Spirit  warms  her  firagrant  sigh  ; 

And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 
Is  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye  : 

Where'er  we  turn  Thy  glories  shine, 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 


HANNAH   MORK 

Hannah  MORB  was  born  at  Stapleton,  Gloucestershire,  in  1744.  Her  fttlier,  vribo 
orders,  conducted  a  foundation  school  in  her  native  town.  With  her  dvee  Asters, 
opened  a  boarding-school  for  young  ladies,  first  at  Stapleton,  and  afterwards  at  BrirtoL  la 
her  seventeenth  year,  she  composed  a  pastoral  drama,  entitled  "  The  Search  after  HapptBCSBk" 
She  subsequently  devoted  her  pen  to  the  cause  of  reUgion  and  morals.  Her  works  bncamft 
abundantly  popular,  and  realised  her  upwards  of  ^^30,000.  A  third  of  this  sum  aiie  bequeathed 
to  charitable  purposes.  She  died  at  Clifton,  on  the  7th  September,  XB33.  He 
correspondence,  in  four  volumes,  appeared  in  1834. 


CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

Oh  how  wondrous  is  the  story 
Of  our  blest  Redeemer's  birth  I 

See,  the  mighty  Lord  of  glory 
Leaves  His  heaven  to  visit  earth. 

Hear  with  transport,  every  creature. 
Hear  the  Gospel's  joyfid  sound  : 

Christ  appears  in  human  nature, — 
In  our  sinful  world  is  found. 

Comes  to  pardon  our  transgression  ; 

Like  a  cloud  our  sins  to  blot ; 
Comes  to  His  own  favour'd  nation. 

But  His  own  receive  Him  not. 

If  the  angels  who  attended 
To  declare  the  Saviour's  birth. 

Who  from  heaven  with  songs  descended 
To  proclaim  good-vrill  on  earth  : 
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I(  in  pity  to  our  blindness. 

They  had  brought  the  pardon  needed, 

Still  Jehovah's  wondrous  kindness 
Had  our  warmest  hopes  exceeded. 

If  some  prophet  had  been  sent 

With  salvation's  joyful  news. 
Who  that  heard  the  blest  event 

Could  their  warmest  love  refuse  ? 

Bat  'twas  He  to  whom  in  heaven 

Hallelujahs  never  cease ; 
He,  the  mighty  God,  was  given — 

Given  to  us — a  Prince  of  peace. 

None  but  He  who  did  create  us 

Could  redeem  from  sin  and  hell ; 
None  but  He  could  reinstate  us 

In  the  rank  from  which  we  fell. 

Had  He  come,  the  glorious  Stranger, 
Deck'd  with  all  the  world  calls  great ; 

Had  He  lived  in  pomp  and  grandeur, 
Crown'd  with  more  than  royal  state, — 

Still  our  tongues,  with  praise  overflowing. 
On  such  boimdless  love  would  dwell ; 

Still  our  hearts,  with  rapture  glowing, 
Feel  what  words  could  never  tell. 

But  what  wonder  should  it  raise. 

Thus  our  lowest  state  to  borrow ! 
O  the  high  mysterious  ways, 

God's  own  Son  a  child  of  sorrow  ! 

*Twas  to  bring  us  endless  pleasure 

He  our  suffering  nature  bore  ; 
'Twas  to  give  us  heavenly  treasure 

He  was  willing  to  be  poor. 

Come,  ye  rich,  survey  the  stable 

Where  your  infant  Saviour  lies  ; 
From  your  full,  o'erflowing  table. 

Send  the  hungry  good  supplies. 
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Boast  not  your  ennobled  stations  ; 

Boast  not  that  you're  highly  fed ; 
Jesus — hear  it  all  ye  nations  ! — 

Had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

Learn  of  me,  thus  cries  the  Saviour, 
If  my  kingflom  you'd  inherit ; 

Sinner,  quit  your  proud  behaviour, 
Learn  my  meek  and  lowly  spirit. 

Come,  ye  servants,  see  your  station 
Freed  from  all  reproach  and  shame  : 

He  who  purchased  your  salvation 
Bore  a  servant's  humble  name. 

Come,  ye  poor,  some  comfort  gather ; 

Faint  not  in  the  race  you  run  ; 
Hard  the  lot  your  gracious  Father 

Gave  His  dear,  His  only  Son. 

Think  that  if  your  humbler  stations 
Less  of  worldly  good  bestow, 

You  escape  those  strong  temptations 
Which  from  wealth  and  grandeur  flow. 

See,  your  Saviour  is  ascended  : 
See,  He  looks  with  pity  down  ! 

Trust  Him,  all  will  soon  be  mended  ; 
Bear  His  cross,  you'll  share  His  crown. 


MRS.  ELIZA  FANNY  MORRIS. 

ELIZA  FANNY  GOPFE  is  a  native  of  London.    In  1849.  she  married  Mr.  Joaiah  Morris,  wb 
now  sub-editor  of  The  Malvern  Sm-s.    Mrs.  Morris  publUhed.  in  1853,  "  The  Voice  and 
Reply,"  a  coUcction  of  oritjinal  poems.    She  lately  issued  a  second  vohnne  of  venet  eotil 
"  Life  Lyrics." 

THE  FATHER'S  VOICE. 

Poor  child  of  sin  and  woe. 
Now  listen  to  thy  Father's  pleading  voice ; 

No  longer  need'st  thou  go  ^ 

Without  a  friend  to  bid  thy  heart  rejoice. 
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I  know  thou  canst  not  rest 
Until  thou  art  from  guilt  and  sorrow  free ; 

Earth  cannot  make  thee  blest ; 
Come,  bring  thy  suffering,  bleeding  heart  to  me. 

How  often  in  the  hour 
Of  weariness  would  I  have  succoured  thee  I 

But  thou  didst  spurn  the  ix)wer, 
And  scorn  the  heart  that  loved  so  tenderly. 

Oh,  what  on  earth  appears 
To  comfort  thy  <listress  and  heal  thy  grief, 

To  dry  thy  bitter  tears. 
And  offer  thy  poor  sinking  soul  relief? 

Thy  life  of  sin  has  lieen 
A  toilsome  path,  without  one  cheering  ray  ; 

Now  on  thy  Father  lean, 
And  He  will  guide  thee  in  a  l)etter  way. 

Come,  leave  the  desert  land 
And  all  the  husks  on  which  thy  soul  has  fed. 

And  trust  the  faithful  Hand 
That  offers  thee  a  feast  of  living  bread. 

O  sinner  I  'tis  the  voice 
Of  One,  who  long  has  loved  and  pitied  thee  ! 

He  would  thy  heart  rejoice, 
And  set  thee  from  all  sin  and  suffering  free. 

Oh,  canst  thou  turn  away  ? 
It  is  thy  Father  that  invites  thee  near  ! 

Nay,  sinner,  weep  and  jiray  I 
And  heaven  shall  hail  the  penitential  tear ! 
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JOHN   MORRISON,  D.D. 

Thb  Rev.  JOHN  Morrison.  D.D.,  minister  of  Canfebay.  Cadtbnealifane. 
with  Login  and  others  in  preparing  the  Pkraphraaes  from  sacred  ScripCnre  whldi  are  i 
nsed  by  the  Scottish  National  Church.  The  two  foUowinf^  hymns  bare  been  ascribed  to  ] 
MorriMO.    He  died  in  1799. 


REPENTANCE. 

Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 
With  contrite  hearts  return  ; 

Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth. 

And  stills  the  stormy  wave  ; 
And  though  His  arm  be  strong  to  smite, 

*Tis  also  strong  to  save. 

Long  hath  the  night  of  sorrow  reign'd ; 

The  dawn  shall  bring  us  light  ; 
God  shall  appear,  and  we  shall  rise 

With  gladness  in  His  sight. 

Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know. 
Shall  know  Him  and  rejoice  ; 

His  coming  like  the  mom  shall  be. 
Like  morning  songs  His  voice. 

As  dew  upon  the  tender  herb. 

Diffusing  fragrance  round  ; 
As  showers  that  usher  in  the  spring. 

And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground : 

So  shall  His  presence  bless  our  souls. 

And  shed  a  joyful  light ; 
That  hallow'd  mom  shall  chase  away 

The  sorrows  of  the  night 
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THE  SAVIOUR'S  ADVENT. 

The  Tooe  that  long  in  darkness  pined 

Have  seen  a  glorious  light ; 
The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 

In  death's  surrounding  night. 

To  hail  Thy  rise,  Thou  better  Sun, 

The  gathering  nations  come. 
Joyous  as  when  the  reapers  bear 

The  harvest-treasures  home. 

For  Thou  our  burden  hast  removed. 

And  quelled  the  oppressor'  sway  ; 
Quick  as  the  slaughtered  squadrons  fell 

In  Midlands  evil  day. 

To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom. 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey. 

Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  peace, 

For  evermore  adored. 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

His  power  increasing  still  shall  spread  ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know  ; 
Justice  shall  guard  His  throne  above. 

And  peace  aboimd  below. 
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JOHN  MOULTRIE. 

DESCRNDED  from  a  Scottish  family  settled  for  so-eral  gesentions  at  CharicstcMv.  *   ^^j,^ 
the  subject  of  this  notice  was  bora  early  in  the  century,  in  Great  Portland  Street  ^^^^ 
Square.  Ij>ndon.    His  father,  the  Rev.  George  Moultrie,  held,  from  xaooto  X8L4.S**  ^  ^ 
Cleobury- Mortimer,  Shropshire.    He  was  educated  chiefly  at  Eton,  iriiere.  iia.  **.  ^  f  t<** 
popular  poem.  "  My  Brother's  Grave,"  was  written  and  published  in  7"*'^*'**^^  ^^ 
Eton  he  proceeded  to  Trinity  CoUeg-e,  Cambridge,  where  he  obtained  a  **^****^^eA  **  ^ 
and  graduated  in  1833.    He  took  orders  in  1835,  and  in  the  same  year  was  *-^^^*l  <y[  ^*' 
rectory  of  Ruf^by,  his  present  office.    Mr.  Moultrie  has  published  "  The  I— ***^^j^  He*** 
"  Lays  of  the  English  Church ; "  "  Altars.  Hearths,  and  Graves ; "  and  other  '^f*f''^  mooJO* 
a  contributor  to  Knij^fifs  Quarterly  Af.tg-aetfu.     The  following  hymns   '^-^1  ^  rr^ifi^^ 
are  transcribed,  with  his  permission,  from  a  coUectkm  of  "  Psahns  and  H] 
him  for  the  use  of  his  congrcgatioo. 

THE  CHURCH. 

Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save 
From  the  chaml^ers  of  the  grave, 
Christ  the  steep  ascent  hath  trod. 
Up  to  the  right  hand  of  God. 

With  all  power  invested,  thence 
He  His  Spirit  doth  dispense, 
To  His  faithful  people  still, 
Quickening  whomsoever  He  wiD. 

Some  apostles>  prophets  some, 
At  His  gracious  bidding  come ; 
Pastors,  teachers  still  He  sends 
To  His  children  and  His  friends ; 

For  the  help  of  those  who  faint. 
For  the  strengthening  of  the  saint ; 
That  the  Church  increased  may  be^ 
For  the  body's  ministry : 

Till,  in  unity  and  love. 
Faith  and  hope  in  Him  above, 
To  the  measure  and  the  span 
Come  we  of  a  perfect  man ; 


Be  no  longer  to  and  fro 
Toss'd  by  all  tiie  winds  that  blow ; 
Keep  the  truth,  nor  let  it  slip  ; 
Keep  the  Christian  fellowship. 
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Bj  no  cunning  sleight  enticed 
From  our  perfect  trust  in  Christ ; 
Close,  compact  in  joint  and  limb 
May  we  all  grow  up  in  Him. 


A  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  HYMN. 

O  Lord,  a  wondrous  story 

Our  ears  have  heard  of  Thee, 
How  Thou  didst  leave  Thy  glory 

A  little  chUd  to  be  ; 
And  here  in  lowly  station 

Didst  suffer  childhood's  woes, 
And  feel  each  sharp  temptation 

Which  e'en  our  childhood  knows. 

And,  in  Thy  manhood's  meekness, 

Thy  hands  were  spread  to  bless 
Sweet  childhood's  smiling  weakness 

With  many  a  mild  caress. 
Young  babes  Thou  lov'st  to  cherish, 

As  on  a  parent's  knee  ; 
Nor  would'st  that  one  should  perish, 

But  all  be  taught  of  Thee. 

Help  then  our  weak  endeavour 

To  make  Thy  gospel  known, 
And  seal,  O  Lord,  for  ever. 

These  little  ones  Thine  own. 
Thy  Church's  nurslings  gather 

Beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing  ; 
Be  Thou  their  Friend  and  Father, 

Redeemer,  Guide,  and  King. 


CHILDREN'S  HYMN. 

Source  of  wisdom,  past  and  present. 
Fount  of  love  which  ne'er  shall  cease. 

Thou,  whose  ways  are  always  pleasant. 
Thou,  whose  paths  are  perfect  peace ; 
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Though  our  tongues,  vrhich  I 
Thy  transcendent  prnis!  be 

Hear  us  now,  before  Thine  ■ 
Chant  our  artless  infiuit  hy 

Vain,  without  Thy  aid,  the  ti 

E'en  by  Chrislian  kindnesi 
Hear  us  row  that  aid  beseecl 

Help  us  from  Thy  highest 
Grant  us,  in  ungrudging  meai 

Grace,  whereby  all  good  ii 
Guide  us  to  Thy  heavenly  tre 

Bless  Thy  teachers  and  Th 

So  from  homes  of  humble  gli 
So  from  heartbs  by  wealth 

'Where,  aJikc  in  jay  and  sodni 
Wisdom's  won]  is  known  i 

From  the  plough,  the  loom,  I 
Hymns  of  praise  shall  still 

Hearts  with  grateful  love  shal 
TonarJ  thdi  bavioui  and  I 
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EVENING. 

TitEtlay,  O  Loni,  is  spe 

Abide  with  us,  and  rest ; 

Our  hearts'  dosires  are  fully 

On  makitig  Thee  onr  got 
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We  have  not  reachM  that  land. 
That  happy  land,  as  yet. 
Where  holy  angels  round  Thee  stand, 
Whose  son  can  never  set 

Our  sun  is  sinking  now ; 
Our  day  is  almost  o'er ; 
O  Sun  of  righteousness,  do  Thou 
Shine  on  us  evermore  ! 

From  men  bdow  the  skies, 
And  ail  the  heavenly  host, 
To  God  the  Father  praise  arise — 
The  Son  and  Holy  Ghost 


CHRIST  HATH  RISEN. 

The  foe  behind,  the  deep  before, 

Our  hosts  have  dared  and  past  the  sea ; 
And  Pharaoh's  warriors  strew  the  shore. 
And  Israel's  ransom'd  tribes  arc  free. 
Lift  up,  lift  up  your  voices  now  I 
The  whole  wide  world  rejoices  now  ! 
The  Lord  hath  triumph'd  gloriously  ! 
The  Lord  shall  reign  victoriously  ! 
Happy  morrow. 
Turning  sorrow 

Into  peace  and  mirth  ! 
Bondage  ending, 
Love  descending 
O'er  the  earth ! 
Seals  assuring, 
Guards  securing. 

Watch  His  earthly  prison ; 
Seals  are  shatter'd. 
Guards  are  scatter* d, 
Christ  hath  risen. 

No  longer  must  the  mourners  weep. 
Nor  call  departed  Christians  dead ; 

For  death  is  hallow'd  into  sleep, 
And  every  grave  becomes  a  bed. 
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Now,  once  more, 

Eden's  door 
Open  stands  to  mortal  eyes ; 
For  Christ  hath  risen,  and  men  ihall  rise. 

Now,  at  last. 

Old  things  past, 
Hope  and  joj  and  peace  begin; 
For  Christ  hath  won,  and  man  shall  win. 

It  is  not  exile,  rest  on  high ; 

It  is  not  sadness,  peace  from  strife ; 
To  fall  asleep  is  not  to  die ; 
To  dwell  with  Christ  is  better  life. 
Where  our  banner  leads  ns, 

We  may  safely  go ; 
When  our  Chief  precedes  ns, 

We  may  lace  the  foe. 
His  right  arm  is  o'er  ns, 

He  will  guldens  through; 
Christ  hath  gone  before  ns ; 
Christians,  follow  you ! 

He  shall  soon  deliTer 
From  every  woe. 
Alleluia! 
If  His  paths  ye  tread. 
Pleasures  as  a  river 
Shall  round  jrou  flow  ; 
Alleluia! 
When  ye  see  your  Head. 


With  loins  upglrt,  and  staff  in  hand. 
And  hasty  mien  and  sandaled  feet, 

Aroimd  the  paschal  feast  we  stand. 
And  of  the  paschal  Lamb  we  eat 


So  shall  He  collect  us,  direct  us,  |»otect  ns, 

From  Egypt's  strand ; 
So  shall  He  precede  us,  and  feed  ns,  and  lead  ns, 

To  Canaan's  land. 
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ToOs  and  foes  assailing,  friends  quailing,  hearts  failing, 

Shall  threat  in  vain, 
If  He  be  providing,  presiding,  and  guiding 

To  Him  again. 

Christ,  our  Leader,  Monarch,  Pleader,  Interceder, 

Praise  we,  and  adore  ; 
Eialtation,  veneration,  gratulation 

Bringing  evermore  I 

Once  despised  and  once  rejected 
Was  this  stone,  that  now,  elected 
To  a  comer-stone,  perfected, 
As  a  glorious  trophy  stands  erected. 

Amen. 


JOHN  NEEDHAM, 


THB  RBV.  Jomt  Nbbdham  was  elected  co-pastor  of  the  Pithay  Baptist  chnrcli,  Bristol, 
alKMt  the  year  1747.  In  rjs^  he  proceeded  to  another  church  in  that  city.  He  published 
**  Hyams,  Dcvotiooal  and  Moral,  on  various  subjects,"  8vo.,  in  1768.    His  death  took  place  in 


THE  LOST  SHEEP  FOUND. 

When  some  kind  shepherd  from  his  fold 

Has  lost  a  straying  sheep, 
Through  vales,  o*er  hills,  he  anxious  roves, 

And  climbs  the  mountain's  steep ; 

But  O,  the  joy  !  the  transport  sweet ! 

When  he  the  wand'rer  finds ; 
Up  in  his  arms  he  takes  his  charge, 

And  to  his  shoulders  binds. 

Homeward  he  hastes  to  tell  his  joys. 
And  make  his  bliss  complete  ; 

The  neighbours  hear  the  news,  and  all 
The  joyful  shepherd  greet 
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Nor  angels  can  (heir  joys  contain. 

But  kindle  with  new  fire; 
A  wand'ring  sheep  's  retum'd,  the^  sing. 

And  strike  the  soondii^;  lyre. 
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On  the  Rock  of  ages  founded. 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  ? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded. 

Thou  ma/st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 


See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t'assuage  ; 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age  ? 

Round  each  habitation  hovMng, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  cov'ring — 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day, 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  pray. 

Blest  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Wash'd  in  the  Redeemer's  blood  ! 
Jesus,  whom  their  souls  rely  on, 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God. 
'Tis  His  love  His  people  raises 

Over  self  to  reign  as  kings  ; 
And  as  priests,  His  solemn  praises 

Each  for  a  thank-offering  brings. 

Saviour,  if  of  Zion*s  city 

I,  through  grace  a  member  am, 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity : 

I  will  glory  in  Thy  name. 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure, 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show ; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 

None  but  Zion's  children  know. 
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"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare  ; 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prajrer  ; 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray. 
Therefore  vnil  not  say  thee  nay. 

Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, — 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring  ; 
For  His  grace  and  power  are  such. 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

With  my  burden  I  begin  ; 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin  ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  firom  guilt 

Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 
There  Thy  blood -bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

As  the  image  in  the  glass 
Answers  the  beholder's  face. 
Thus  unto  my  heart  appear  ; 
Print  Thine  own  resemblance  there. 

While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 

Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend^ 

Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

Show  me  what  I  have  to  do, 
EVry  hour  my  strength  renew  ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith. 
Let  me  die  Thy  people's  death. 

THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

Day  of  judgment  I  day  of  wonders  ! 

Hark  the  trumpet's  awful  sound. 
Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders, 

Shakes  the  vast  creation  round  I 
How  the  summons 

Vf  ill  \1l<&  ^sxmex's  heart  confound  1 
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S«e  the  Judge,  our  nature  wearing^ 

Cloth'd  in  majesty  Divine  ! 
You,  who  long  for  His  appearing. 

Then  shall  say,  **  This  God  is  mine." 
Gracious  Saviour, 

Own  me  in  that  day  for  Thine. 

At  His  call  the  dead  awaken, 

Rise  to  life  fromearth  and  sea ; 
All  the  pow'rs  of  nature,  shaken 

By  His  looks,  prepare  to  flee. 
Careless  sinner. 

What  will  then  become  of  thee  ? 

Horrors  past  imagination 

Will  surprise  your  trembling  heart. 
When  you  hear  your  condemnation — 

**  Hence,  accursed  wretch,  depart ! 
Thou,  with  Satan 

And  his  angels  have  thy  part" 

Satan,  who  now  tries  to  please  you. 

Lest  you  timely  warning  take. 
When  that  word  is  past,  will  seize  you, — 

Plunge  you  in  the  burning  lake. 
Think,  poor  sinner. 

Thy  eternal  all's  at  stake. 

But  to  those  who  have  confessed, 

Loved,  and  served  the  Lord  below. 
He  will  say,  **  Come  near,  ye  bless^, 

See  the  kingdom  I  bestow. 
You  for  ever 

Shall  my  love  and  glory  know." 

Under  sorrows  and  reproaches, 
May  this  thought  your  courage  raise  ! 

Swiftly  God's  great  day  approaches. 
Sighs  shall  then  be  changed  to  praise. 

We  shall  triumph 
When  the  world  is  in  a  blaze. 
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NONE  DESIRED  BESIDE  JESUS. 

How  tedioas  and  ttsteless  the  hours, 

When  Jesus  no  loi^;er  I  see  ; 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet  flow*is 

Have  lost  all  their  sweetness  with  me. 
The  midsiimmer  son  shipes  but  dim. 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gaj ; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

His  name  yields  the  richest  peHume^ 

And  sweeter  than  music  His  voice  ; 
His  presence  disperses  my  gloom, 

Ajod  makes  all  within  me  rejoice; 
I  should,  were  He  always  so  nigh. 

Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear  ; 
No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 

My  summer  would  last  all  the  year. 

Content  with  beholding  His  &ce, 

My  all  to  His  pleasure  resign'd  ; 
No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind ; 
Wliile  blessed  with  a  sense  of  His  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  would  appear  ; 
And  prisons  would  palaces  prove. 

If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 

Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  Thine^ 

If  Thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song  ; 
Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine^ 

Ajid  why  are  my  winters  so  long  ?  • 

Oh,  drive  these  dark  clouds  firom  my  sky. 

Thy  soul -cheering  presence  restore  ; 
Or  take  me  unto  Thee  on  high. 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 

SIN  AND  PARDON. 

On  man  in  His  own  image  made, 
How  much  did  God  bestow  I 

The  whole  creation  homage  paid. 
And  own*d  him  loxd  below. 
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He  dwelt  in  Eden's  garden,  stored 

With  sweets  for  ev*ry  sense  ; 
And  there,  with  h^  descending  Lord, 

He  walk'd  in  confidence. 

But  oh !  by  sin  how  quickly  chang'd  ! 

His  honour  forfeited  ; 
His  heart  from  God  and  truth  estranged. 

His  conscience  fill'd  with  dread  ! 

Now  from  his  Maker's  voice  he  flees. 

Which  was  before  his  joy  ; 
And  thinks  to  hide,  amidst  the  trees. 

From  an  ail-seeing  eye. 

Compelled  to  answer  to  his  name. 

With  stubbornness  and  pride 
He  cast  on  God  himself  the  blame. 

Nor  once  for  mercy  cried. 

But  grace,  unask'd,  his  heart  subdued. 

And  all  his  guilt  forgave  ; 
By  fiiith  the  promis'd  Seed  he  viewed. 

And  felt  His  pow'r  to  save. 

Thus  we  ourselves  would  justify, 

Though  we  the  law  transgress  ; 
Like  him,  unable  to  deny. 

Unwilling  to  confess. 

But  when,  by  faith,  the  sinner  sees 

A  pardon,  bought  with  blood  ; 
Then  he  forsakes  his  foolish  pleas. 

And  gladly  turns  to  God. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  SAFETY. 

Psalm  xci. 

That  man  no  guard  or  weapons  needs. 
Whose  heart  the  blood  of  Jesus  knows ; 

But  safe  may  pass,  if  duty  leads, 
Thzx>ugh  burning  sands,  or  mountain-snows. 


444  L^^^  BRITANNICA« 

RdeasM  from  guilt,  he  feels  no  fear, 
Redemption  is  his  shield  and  toVr ; 

He  sees  his  Saviour  always  near. 
To  help  in  every  trying  hour. 

Though  I  am  weak,  and  Satan  strong. 
And  often  to  assault  me  tries ; 

When  Jesus  is  my  shield  and  son^^ 
Abash'd  the  wolf  before  me  flies. 

His  love  possessing,  I  am  blest. 
Secure  whatever  change  may  come ; 

Whether  I  go  to  east  or  west, 
With  Him  I  still  shall  be  at  home. 

If  placM  beneath  the  northern  pole. 
Though  winter  reigns  with  rigour  there, 

His  g^cious  beams  would  cheer  my  soul. 
And  make  a  spring  throughout  the  year. 

Or  if  the  desert's  sun-burnt  soil 
My  lonely  dwelling  e'er  should  prove, 

His  presence  would  support  my  toil. 
Whose  smile  is  life,  whose  voice  is  love. 


THE  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul. 
And  to  the  weary  rest 

Dear  Name  !  the  rock  on  which  I  buildy 
My  shield  and  hiding-place  ; 

My  never-failing  treasury  fill'd 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 
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By  Thee  my  prayers  acceptance  gain. 

Although  with  sin  defil'd ; 
Satan  accuses  me  in  vain. 

And  I  am  own'd  a  child. 

Jesos !  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 

Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 

I^U  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  ev*ry  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


"A  FRIEND  THAT  STICKETH  CLOSER  THAN  A 

BROTHER." 

One  there  is,  above  all  others, 
Well  deserves  the  name  of  friend ; 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end ; 

They  who  once  His  kindness  prove, 

Find  it  everlasting  love. 

Which  of  all  our  friends  to  save  us. 
Could  or  would  have  shed  their  blood? 

But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconcil'd  in  Him  to  God. 

This  was  boundless  love  indeed, 

Jesus  is  a  friend  in  need. 

/Men,  when  raised  to  lofty  stations. 
Often  know  their  friends  no  more ; 
Slight  and  scorn  their  poor  relations, 
Though  they  valued  them  before  ; 
But  our  Saviour  always  owns 
Those  whom  He  redeem'd  with  groans. 
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Oh  I  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  ; 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love 
We,  alas  I  forget  too  ofken, 

'What  a  Friend  we  h>ve  abore ; 
But  when  home  our  souls  aie  bron^t, 
We  will  [ove  Thee  as  we  ougbL 

THE  REFUGE,  RIVER,  AND  ROCK  OF  THE 
He,  who  on  earth  as  man  was  known. 

And  bore  our  sins  and  pain*, 
Now  seated  on  th'  eternal  throne; 
The  Cod  of  glory  reigns. 

His  hands  the  wheels  of  nature  guide 
With  an  unerring  skill ; 

And  countless  worlds,  extended  wide, 
Obey  His  sovereign  will. 
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This  land  through  which  His  pilgrims  go 

Is  desolate  and  dry ; 
But  streams  of  grace  from  Him  o'crflow, 

Their  thirst  to  satisfy. 

'When  troubles,  like  a  burning  sun, 

Beat  heavy  on  their  head. 
To  this  almighty  rock  they  run. 

And  find  a  pleasing  shade. 

How  glorious  He,  how  happy  they, 

In  such  a  glorious  Friend  ! 
Whose  love  secures  them  all  the  way. 

And  crowns  them  at  the  end. 


GERARD  THOMAS  NOEL. 

(OB  of  Sir  C«rard  Nod,  baronet,  and  the  Baroness  Barham,  the  Hon.  ud  Rev 
p^p  Thomas  Noel  was  born  on  the  and  December,  xjSa.  He  studied  at  the  onhrersities 
^rtiy.Mti  aad  Cambridge.  Taking  orders,  he  was  ordained  to  the  curacy  of  Radwell, 
Mdskire  ;  be  w*^  latterly  vicar  of  Romsey,  and  a  canon  of  Winchester.  In  xSao  he  pub* 
"A  Sdection  of  Psalms  and  Hynms."  A  selection  from  his  "Sermons  preached  at 
gfj'^ui  poblisbed  posthumously,  with  a  preface  by  Samuel,  Bishop  of  Oxford.  London 
1^    ^tr.  Nod  died  at  Romsey,  on  the  a4th  February,  1851. 


"  THIS  DO  IN  REMEMBRANCE  OF  ME. 

If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  bum. 

To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh  : 

O  !  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell. 

Our  more  than  orphan's  woe? 

While  yet  His  anguish'd  soul  surveyed 
Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee  ; 

What  love  His  latest  words  displa/d — 
"  Meet,  and  remember  Me  1 " 


»» 
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Remember  Thee!  Thy  death.  Thy  shame, 
Our  sinful  hearts  to  share  I 

O  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
But  His  recorded  there  ! 


HOPE  AND  TROUBLE. 

When  musing  sorrow  weeps  the  past 
And  mourns  the  present  pain. 

How  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last, 
And  feel  that  death  is  gain. 

'Tis  not  that  murm'ring  thoughts  arise, 
And  dread  a  Father's  will ; 

'Tis  not  that  meek  submission  flies, 
And  would  not  suffer  still ; 

It  is  that  heav'n-taught  faith  surveys 
The  path  that  leads  to  light ; 

And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise, 
And  lose  herself  in  sight. 

It  is  that  hope  with  ardour  glows, 

To  see  Him  face  to  feice, 
Whose  dying  love  no  language  knows 

Sufficient  art  to  trace. 

It  is  that  harass'd  conscience  feels 
The  pangs  of  struggling  sin  ; 

Sees,  though  afar,  the  Hand  that  heals 
And  ends  her  war  within. 

O  let  me  wing  my  halloVd  flight 
From  earth-bom  woe  and  care, 

And  soar  above  these  clouds  of  night. 
My  Saviour's  bliss  to  sliare  I 
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MARIANNE  NUNN. 

IfARIAMMB  NUMN  WW  bom  St  Cokhester,  about  the  year  1779.  When  her  brother,  the  Ret. 
John  Nan,  was  preparins  hb  selection  of  "  Psalms  and  Hymns."  she  contributed  to  hfan  the 
fompoiitkin,  with  the  riew  of  adapting  to  the  Welsh  measure,  jtr  hydy  nos,  the 
of  John  Newton,  bcginninK  with  the  same  line.  We  hare  reproduced  the  hymn  as 
In  the  deventh  edition  of  Nunn's  Selection;  it  differs  considerably  from  the 
m  fa  use.  The  authoress  lired  in  retirement,  and  died  unmarried  in  1847.  "^^  l»vc 
indebted  for  these  particnlats  to  her  sunrivins  brother,  the  Rev.  Preston  Nunn,  of 
tStrcOon,  Sbiopshire* 


THE  LOVE  OF  CHRIST. 
"  Behold  how  He  loved  him  !" — John  xL  36. 

• 

One  there  is  above  all  others  : — 

Oh  how  He  loves  I 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's ; 

Oh  how  He  loves  I 
Earthly  friends  may  fail  and  leave  us, 
This  day  kind,  the  next  bereave  us  ; 
But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  deceive  us. 

Oh  how  He  loves  ! 

BlessM  Jesus  I  would'st  thou  know  Him  ? 
Give  thine  heart,  thine  all  unto  Him  ; 
Is  it  sin  that  pains  and  grieves  thee  ? 
Unbelief  and  trials  tease  thee  ? 
Jesus  can  from  all  release  thee. 

Love  this  Friend,  who  longs  to  save  thee  I 
Dost  thou  love  ?  He  will  not  leave  thee. 
Think  no  more  then  of  to-morrow, 
Take  His  easy  yoke  and  follow  ; 
Jesus  carries  all  thy  sorrow. 

All  thy  sins  shall  be  forgiven, 
Backward  shall  thy  foes  be  driven  ; 
Best  of  blessings  He'll  provide  thee. 
Nought  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  thee^ 
Safe  to  glory  He  will  guide  thee. 
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THOMAS  OLIVERS. 

Thomas  OLIVBXtS  was  bom  in  Trefonan.  MonlKoiiier]FiliiB%  la  X7a$.  Vnm  tn 
profligate  youth,  of  which  he  has  presented  a  narrattre  in  an  astobiogiapUcal  akctdi,  be  wa» 
conTCited  under  the  ministxy  of  Whitefield.  He  was  originaSjr  apprenticed  to  a  ihocBakcr» 
and  he  prosecuted  his  trade  snccesstvety  at  Shrewsbury.  WrexhaaDi,  and  BrisaoL  laiy&Johm 
Wesley  engaged  him  as  an  assistant ;  he  performed  the  datica  of  an  ItiaeraBt  alniatary  for  th« 
period  of  twenty-ire  years.  He  afterwards  obtained  a  respectable  appointment  is  connecthm 
with  Mr.  Wesley's  printini^-office.  Latterly  he  was  dependent  on  a  smstt  ptn^ii^.  allowed  him ' 
by  the  Wesleyan  Conference.  He  died  in  March,  1799,  and  hb  remains  were  deposited  in  the 
rault  which  contained  those  of  John  Wesley,  in  the  City  Road  Qiapd  yard,  l/m&rriL  Tbe 
following  hyihn  of  Olivers  has  long  been  a  favourite.* 


THE  GOD  OF  ABRAHAM. 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise^ 
Who  reigns  enthroned  above ; 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 
And  God  of  love ; 
Jehovah,  great  I  Am  I 
By  earth  and  heaven  confess'd  ; 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name^ 
For  ever  bless'd. 

The  God  of  Abraham  prdse. 
At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 
At  His  right  hand  : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake, 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power, 
And  Him  my  only  portion  make^ 
My  shidd  and  tower. 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise^ 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 
Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days, 
In  all  His  ways  : 
He  calls  a  worm  His  friend  I 
He  calls  Himself  my  God  I 
And  He  shall  save  me  to  the  end 
Through  Jesus*  blood. 
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He  bj  Himsdf  hath  sworn } 
I  on  His  oath  depend ; 
I  shall,  on  eagles'  wings  up*bome 
To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  His  face, 
I  shall  His  power  adore. 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  eveiuiore* 


PART  SECOND. 

Thon^  nature's  strength  decay, 
And  earth  and  hell  withstand. 
To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urge  my  way. 
At  His  command  : 
The  watery  deep  I  pass. 
With  Jesus  in  my  view. 
And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 

The  goodly  land  I  see, 
With  peace  and  plenty  bless'd ; 
A  laxid  of  sacred  liberty 
And  endless  rest : 
There  milk  and  honey  flow. 
And  oil  and  wine  abound  ; 
And  trees  of  life  for  ever  grow, 
With  mercy  crown'd. 

There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  righteousness. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  peace  : 
On  Sion's  sacred  height 
His  kingdom  still  maintains, 
And  glorious,  with  His  saints  in  light, 
For  ever  reigns. 

He  keeps  His  own  secure, 
He  guards  them  by  His  side. 
Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 
His  spotless  bride : 

O  G  2 
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With  streams  of  sacred  blis^ 
With  groves  of  living  joys. 
With  all  the  fruits  of  i)aradise^ 
He  still  supplies. 


PART  THIRD. 

Before  the  Three  in  One, 
They  all  exulting  stand. 
And  tell  the  wonders  He  hath  done 
Through  all  their  land. 
The  listening  spheres  attend. 
And  swell  the  growing  fame. 
And  sing,  in  songs  which  never  end. 
The  wondrous  Name. 

The  God  who  reigns  on  high 
The  great  archangels  sing;. 
And  "  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 
"  Ahni^ty  King ! 
Who  was,  and  is  the  same. 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
Jehovah — Father — great  I  Am  ! 
We  worship  Thee." 

Before  the  Saviour's  faoe 
The  ransomed  nations  bow  \ 
O'erwhelmed  at  His  almighty  grace. 
For  ever  new : 
He  shows  His  prints  of  love  ; 
They  kindle  to  a  flame. 
And  sound,  through  all  the  worlds  above, 
The  slaughtered  Lamb. 

The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high  : 
Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
They  ever  cry  : 
Hail,  Abraham's  God  and  mine; 
I  join  the  heavenly  lays  ; 
AU  might  and  majesty  are  Thine, 
And  endless  praise. 


RAY  PALMER^  D.D.  453 


RAY  PALMER,  D.D. 


RZV.  Rat  Tauom,  D.D.,  wu  bom  at  Little  Comptan,  Rhode  Idnd,  U.  &,  iatht 
ML  la  sfl^a.  be  gndaated  at  Yale  College.  New  HaTcn,  Cooaectiatt.  la  m»3S>  h«  was 
ed  pHffeor  of  the  Tliird  Coagregatioiul  Church  fai  Bath,  Mahie,  firom  which  he  was 
Aed,  la  sfl^o^  to  Ua  preaeat  chaige— the  pastorate  of  the  Ffaat  CoogregatloBal  Ouirch, 
f.  Stale  d  New  York.  Dr.  Pahncr  published  a  Tohime  of  "  Hjmas  and  Sacred 
I "  im  saSs  The  toOomtog  hyma  from  his  pea  was  oiigfaiaDy  priated  tai  xBjf) ;  It 
had  wtt  marie  bgr  Dr.  Lowdl  Masoa  hi  zStjs. 


LORD,  SAVE  ME  I 

Mt  £uth  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  LAmb  of  Calvary  : 

Saviour  Divine  I 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 
Oh  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fialnting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire  ! 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire  I 

While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  arotmd  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day  ; 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away  ; 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

When  ends  life's  transient  dream. 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, — 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove  ; 
Oh  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransomed  soul. 
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MRS.  EDGCUMBE  PARSON. 

ICftS.  fiDOCOlOB  PAKSOM  to  daugliter  of  die  Rev.  WBHm  Roofev,  a  aiulitui  of  ttie 
iBdepcadent  Chwth.  She  Is  a  netKe  of  T&Tlstock,  aad  dow  residai  widi  Iwr  haAmd  at 
Svttoo,  Sorrqr.  Fourteen  hymns  composed  by  Mis;  Pttson  hare  beoi  WlTiiltnf  la  tha 
**  fri'uf'y*^"***'*  Hjniii  Book. 

SABBATH  SERVICE. 

Jesus,  we  love  to  meet. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
We  worship  round  Thy  scat. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Thoa  tender,  heavenly  Friend, 
To  Thee  our  prayers  ascend  ; 
0*er  our  young  spirits  bend, 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

We  dare  not  trifle  now. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
In  sUent  awe  we  bow, 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Check  every  wandering  thought. 
And  let  us  all  be  taught. 
To  serve  Thee  as  we  ought. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

We  listen  to  Thy  word. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Bless  all  that  we  have  heard. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Go  with  us  when  we  part. 
And  to  each  youthful  heart 
Thy  saving  grace  impart. 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

THE  SUFFERINGS  OF  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Is  there  one  heart,  dear  Saviour,  here^ 

That  humbly  seeks  for  Thee  ? 
Now  with  Thy  promised  grace  appetr. 

Let  each  Thy  beauty  see. 
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We  rwd  Thy  power  where'er  we  turn, 

Around,  beneath,  above, 
But  to  Thy  cross  we  come  to  learn 

The  history  of  Thy  love. 

Thou  Man  of  sorrows,  hearts  like  ours 

Thy  griefs  can  never  know ; 
No  human  tongues,  no  mortal  powers. 

Can  utter  half  Thy  woe. 
Yet  *twas  for  us  Thy  tears  were  shed. 

For  us  they  pierced  Thy  side ; 
To  bring  us  help  the  Saviour  bled. 

To  give  us  life  He  died. 

Dear  suffering  Saviour,  let  us  stay 

To  gare  and  think  of  Thee, 
And  never  coldly  turn  away 

From  sacred  Calvary. 
Ofl  may  we  gather  round  Thy  feet, 

To  praise  Thy  dying  love, 
'Till  to  behold  Thy  face  we  meet 

In  purer  scenes  above. 


ALEXANDER  S.  PATTERSON,  b.D. 

TUB  REV.  Albxamdkr  SIMPSON  PATTBRSOif,  D.D.,  was  bom  at  Croft  Hoofc  Alnwick. 
His  &tber,  Robert  Pattersoa,  was  owner  of  a  small  estate :  his  mother  was  a  dauf^hter  of  the 
odcbrated  John  Brown,  of  Haddington.  His  education  was  conducted  at  the  Hiph  School 
and  Unirenity  of  Edinburgh.  Obtaininf;  licence  as  a  probationer  of  the  Scottish  Church,  he 
was,  in  1837,  ordoiaed  to  the  ministry  at  Whitehaven.  In  1839,  he  was  translated  to  Hntche* 
•Ofttuwn  chnrch.  Glasgow.  He  adhered  to  the  Free  Church  in  1843.  Dr.  Patterson  has  pub. 
■shed  Commentaries  on  a  portion  of  the  New  Testament ;  also  two  small  works,  entitled  "  The 
Cradle  aad  the  Cross  of  Jesos,**  and  "  Poets  and  Preachers  of  the  Nineteenth  Ceatury."  He 
is  D.D.  of  Claigow  University.  The  two  following  lyrics  have  beea  kindly  cootritMited  by 
Dr.  Fattenoa  to  this  work. 

MORNING  HYMN. 
(Contributed,) 

Morning  breaks  !  the  kingly  sun 
Issueth  forth,  a  glorious  one  I 
Fount  of  gladness,  nature's  crown, 
Now,  at  noon,  or  going  down  ! 
First  and  universal  light. 
Make  my  shadowy  spirit  bright  I 
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Morning  breathes  !  the  sleeping  flowers 
Wake  before  her  gentle  powers. 
And  the  dewy  plants  inhale 
Blessings  from  the  sunny  gale : 
Thou  that  breakest  nature's  rest, 
Stir  and  animate  my  breast. 

Morning  calls  I  the  rustic  starts 
To  the  work  of  sturdy  hearts  ; 
Daily  toils  the  fields  shall  tell, 
Soon  b^;un,  hath  ended  welL 
For  **  the  work  of  faith,"  this  hour, 
Nerve  my  spirit,  God  of  power. 

Morning  smiles  I  the  choral  bird 
And  the  shepherd's  chaunt  is  heard  ; 
Grazing  herds,  and  lambs  at  play, 
Welcome  in  the  rising  day. 
Gladdener  of  the  blissfU  throng. 
Bid  me  join  the  general  song. 


SUNSET. 
(Contributtd.) 

WHAT^a  bright,  blessed  hour,  when  earth's  voioes  repeat 

Their  anthems  at  close  of  the  day, 
And  the  waves  of  the  heaven  in  calm  loveliness  meet 

With  the  waters  which  borrow  its  ray  ; 

Sweet  season  of  parting,  bright  hour  of  farewell. 

Albeit  the  herald  of  gloom  1 
With  his  eye  on  the  west,  who  would  think  of  the  knell. 

Or  the  shriek,  or  the  corse,  or  the  tomb  ! 

Yet  the  saint,  they  tell  truly,  sinks  sunlike  at  death. 
And  bright  is  the  cloud  that  arrays  him  ; 

From  the  home  of  his  spirit,  a  beam  and  a  breath 
Seem  to  hallow  the  spot  where  he  lays  him. 

When  the  sun  hath  evanished,  a  glory  declares 

He  shines,  though  to  us  he  hath  set ; 
So  a  radiance  proclaims  that  the  holy  man  bears, 

Far  away,  his  bright  loveliness  yet. 
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**  It  is  good  to  be  here,'*  and  look  forth  on  the  flowers. 

The  stars,  and  the  sunset  of  eve  ; 
*'  It  is  good  to  be  here,"  and  from  this  world  of  ours 

Glowing  thoughts  of  a  better  receive. 

••It  is  good  to  be  here  I**  O  then  "  here  let  us  raise  " 

Memorials  of  the  thanks  to  the  Giver, 
And  then,  fillM  with  His  love,  and  inspired  with  His  praise, 

Go  to  bask  m  His  brightness  for  ever  1 


SAMUEL  PEARCE. 

fUS  RBV.  SAMIJEX.  PBARCB  was  born  at  Plymouth,  on  the  aoth  July,  17661.    He  became  a 
'  o!r  the  B^ytist  Cburch  in  Norember,  X786.    Having  attended  the  theological  academy 
be  was  bivited  to  the  ministry  of  the  Baptist  Church.  Cannon  Street.  Bimdngham, 
^J  tyax     Coosequent  on  incessant  literary  and  ministerial  labours,  he  contracted  an 
',  wkkh  temunated  in  consumption.     He  died  on  the  xoth  October.  X799,  in  his  33rd 
Memoirs  (rf  his  life  were  published  by  the  Rer.  Andrew  Fuller.     The  foUovdng  hymn 
1,^^  Peaice  has  hitherto  appeared  in  the  Collections  in  an  incorrect  form.     The  present 
I  is  transcribed  from  the  copy  included  by  Mr.  Fuller  in  the  author's  memoir.     Another 
I  his  iien«  besinniag  "  The  fabric  of  nature  is  fair,"  was  composed  in  the  Immediate 
;  of  diasobitioo. 

HYMN  IN  A  STORM. 

In  the  floods  of  tribulation, 

While  the  billows  o'er  me  roll, 
Jesus  whispers  consolation, 

And  supports  my  fainting  soul: 
Thus  the  lion  yields  me  honey, 

From  the  eater  food  is  given; 
Strengthened  thus,  I  still  press  forward, 

Singing  as  I  wade  to  heaven — 
Sweet  affliction !  sweet  affliction. 

That  brings  Jesus  to  my  soul. 

*Mid  the  gloom  the  vivid  lightnings 
"With  increasing  brightness  play; 

'Mid  the  thorn-brake  beauteous  flowerets 
I^ook  more  beautiful  and  gay  : 
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So,  in  darkest  dispensations 
Doth  my  &ithful  Lord  appear. 

With  His  richest  consolations, 
To  reanimate  and  cheer : 

Sweet  affliction!  sweet  affliction. 
Thus  to  bring  my  Saviour  near! 

Floods  of  tribulation  heighten. 

Billows  still  around  me  roue ; 
Those  that  know  not  Christ,  ye  frighten. 

But  my  soul  defies  your  pow*r  : 
In  the  sacred  page  recorded. 

Thus  His  word  securely  stands — 
"  Fear  not,  I'm  in  trouble  near  thee, 

Nought  shall  pluck  thee  from  my  hands.** 
Sweet  affliction!  sweet  affliction. 

That  to  such  sweet  words  lay  daim! 

All  I  meet  I  find  assists  me 

In  my  path  to  heavenly  joy  ; 
Where,  though  trials  now  attend  me^ 

Trials  never  more  annoy : 
Wearing  there  a  weight  of  glory, 

Still  the  path  I'll  ne'er  forget ; 
But,  reflecting  how  it  led  me 

To  my  blessed  Saviour's  scat, 
Cry,  "affliction,  sweet  affliction  ! 

Haste,  bring  more  to  Jesus*  feet !" 
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EDWARD  PERRONET. 

{ Kxv.  EOWAMD  PBRltoinrr  wu  the  lOB  of  the  Rer.  Vincent  Perrooet.  vicar  of  Shore* 
,  Kent.  For  some  time  an  associate  of  the  Wesley*,  he  stibseqitently  abandoned  their 
rovne.  and  wns  cn^plojrcd  by  Lady  Hunringdno.  at  Canterbury  and  Norwich.  He 
red  widi  ber  kdjrahip  by  his  stronif  opposition  to  the  Cliurch  of  England,  and  became 
or  of  a  itiMi  nrlm:  congregatloa.  His  death  todk  place  at  Canterbury,  in  1790.  In  1785, 
.^HHf**^  a  snaU  Tohiine.  entitled  "  Occasional  Verses,  Moiel  and  SodaL"  This  work  Is 
extremely  rare ;  a  copy  b  presenred  in  the  library  of  the  Britisb  Museom.  The  fbOosrlac 
a  ftem  Us  pea  bas  been  asajgoed  to  different  authors. 


CHRIST  THE  LORD  OF  ALL. 

Alx  hail  the  power  of  Jesu^s  name ! 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
.  Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
To  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Let  high-bom  seraphs  tune  the  lyre^ 

And  as  they  tune  it,  fall 
Before  His  iace,  who  tunes  their  choir, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light, 
Who  fix'd  this  floating  ball ; 

Now,  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 

Ye  ransom'd  of  the  fall. 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace. 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


Hail  Him,  ye  heirs  of  David's  line, 
Whom  David  Lord  did  call ; 

The  God  incarnate,  man  Divine, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
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Sinners !  whose  love  can  ne'er  fo^et 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 

Go — spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Let  every  tribe  and  every  tongae 
That  bound  creation's  call. 

Now  shout  in  universal  song, 
The  crownM  Lord  of  all. 


MRS.  MARY  PETERS. 

THB  iabject  of  tUs  notice  was  m  natiTe  of  Cirencester,  and  daugltter  of  RklHrd  Bcul^ ; 
Esq.,  who  long  resided  in  that  place.  She  married  the  Rev.  Mc  WiUiain  Petcn, 
Quenningtoo,  Gloocestershire.  She  died  at  Clifton,  Clooccstershire,  on  the  99th  Ja)r<  >M^  ' 
Mrs.  Peters  composed  an  elegant  work,  in  seven  duodecinoo  ▼ohunes,  entided  "  The  WeriA  I 
History  £rom  the  Creation  to  the  accession  of  Queen  Victoria.*  In  1846,  she 
"  Hymns  intended  to  help  the  Commimion  of  Saints."  LoodoB,  1849^  Tin  fiBle 
contains  SB  f^^fPTfitiitnti 

THE  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

Jesus,  how  much  Thy  name  unfolds 

To  every  open'd  ear  ! 
The  pardon'd  sinner's  memory  holds 

None  other  half  so  dear. 


) 


« 


Jesus," — it  speaks  a  life  of  love, 
And  sorrows  meekly  borne  ; 
It  tells  of  sympathy  above. 
Whatever  makes  us  mourn. 


I 


It  speaks  of  righteousness  complete, 

Of  holiness  to  God  ; 
And,  to  our  ears,  no  tale  so  sweet 

As  His  atoning  blood. 

Jesus,  the  one  who  knew  no  sin. 
Made  sin  to  make  us  just  ; 

Worthy  art  Thou  our  love  to  win. 
And  worthy  all  our  trust. 
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Thy  name  encircles  eveiy  grace 

That  God  as  man  could  show  ; 
There  only  can  the  Spirit  trsux 

A  perfect  life  below. 

The  mention  of  Thy  name  shall  bow 

Our  hearts  to  worship  Thee ; 
The  chiefest  of  ten  thousand.  Thou, 

The  chief  of  sinners,  we. 


ALL  IS  WELL. 

Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  His  favour, 

AU,  aU  is  well. 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  heal'd  us ; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  seal'd  us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretch'd  forth  to  shield  us ; 

All  must  be  well. 

Though  we  pass  through  tribulation, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well. 
Happy  still,  to  God  confiding. 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, — 

All  must  be  well. 

We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow,  * 

All  will  be  well ; 
Faith  can  sing,  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
Or  in  living  or  in  dying, 

All  must  be  well. 
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ALEXANDER  POPR 

ALSXANDBR  Pops  was  hom  in  Londoa,  on  the  srst  May,  z688.  His  pncats  were  Ranan 
CathoBcs.  Of  a  feeble  constitution,  and  somewhat  deformed  in  peraoa,  he  dioac  die  Iberary 
profesdon.  His  numerous  poetical  wrMnga,  which  rapkOjr  attracted  public  aotioe.  acquired 
him  the  means  of  independence.  His  poetical  tran^tion  of  Homer  has  not  been  supassed  la 
felldty  of  diction.  As  on  English  satirist,  he  stands  alone.  His  whole  works  hare  been  edited 
more  frequently  than  those  of  any  other  British  writer,  with  tibm  rrvf^km  at 
Pope  died  at  his  villa,  TwkkenhanH  oo  the  90th  May,  1744^ 


THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  SOUL* 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame. 
Quit,  oh,  quit  this  mortal  frame ! 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering^  flyings 
Oh,  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying  t 

Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife^ 

And  let  me  languish  into  life  t 

Hark !  they  whisper;  angels  say, 

•*  Sister  spirit,  come  away  I " 

What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite, 

Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight, 
Drowns  my  spirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  this  be  death? 

The  world  recedes — ^it  disappears ; 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes ;  my  ears 

With  sounds  seraphic  ring  ! 
Lend,  lend  your  wings  I  I  mount !  I  fly  ! 
O  Grave  !  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O  Death  I  where  is  thy  sting? 
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ADELAIDE  A  PROCTER. 


Pkoctsr  «m  born  In  Bedford  Sqamn,  London,  M  the  fdth  October, 
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t  "The  Victorin  Regia,  a  vohnne  of  Original  Contributions  hi  Poetry  and  Prose,"  fssoed 
dK  Victorfa  Rrees,  for  the  empkyyment  of  women.  Another  publication  appeared  la 
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ar  kad  esnbraccd  dw  Romiah  Csith.  Her  remains  are  deposited  in  St.  Mary's  CathoBc 
Id.  KeMsI  Green.  An  elegantly  Uhntrated  edition  of  her  "  Legends  and  Lyrics"  has 
bj  Bed  sad  Dnidy,  with  an  introdactfoa  by  Mr.  Charles  Dickens.  Land.  x866.  4to. 


EVENING  HYMN. 

The  shadows  of  the  evening  hours 

Fall  from  the  darkening  sky  ; 
Upon  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers 

The  dews  of  evening  lie  : 
Before  Thy  throne,  O  Lord  of  heaven, 

We  kneel  at  close  of  day ; 
Look  on  Thy  children  from  on  high. 

And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 

The  sorrows  of  Thy  servants,  I/>td, 

O  do  not  Thoa  despise ; 
But  let  the  incense  of  our  prayers 

Before  Thy  mercy  rise ; 
The  brightness  of  the  coming  night 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls ; 
With  hopes  of  future  glory  chase 

The  shadows  on  our  souls. 

Slowly  the  ra3rs  of  daylight  fade  ; 

So  fade  within  our  heart 
The  hopes  in  earthly  love  and  joy. 

That  one  by  one  depart : 
Slowly  the  bright  stars,  one  by  one. 

Within  the  heavens  shine, — 
Give  us,  O  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  heaven, 

And  trust  in  things  Divine. 


STRIVE,  W 

Strive  I  yei  I  d 

The  prize  you 
WiUnotfedewh 

And  melt  in  ji 
Bnt  another  and 

Yon  would  nen 
Will  come  when 

And  pKjr  job  ft 

W«It  I  yet  I  do  B 

The  hoar  you  i 

Will  not  come  wii 

Vet  far  through  tl 
With  ■  crown  o 

An  hour  of  joy  yo 
I>  winging  hu  > 

Pray  1  though  tlie 

May  never  comf 

May  never  repay  y 
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THANKFULNESS. 

My  God,  I  thank  Thee  who  hast  made 

The  earth  so  bright ; 
So  full  of  splendour  and  of  joy, 

Beauty  and  light ; 
So  many  glorious  things  are  here, 

Noble  and  right. 

I  thank  Thee,  too,  that  Thou  hast  made 

Joy  to  abound ; 
So  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 

Circling  us  round, 
That  in  the  darkest  spot  of  earth 

Some  love  is  found. 

I  thank  Thee  more  that  all  our  joy 

Is  touched  with  pain; 
That  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours; 

That  thorns  remain  ; 
So  that  earth's  bliss  may  be  our  guide, 

And  not  our  chain. 

For  Thou  who  knowest,  Lord,  how  soon 

Our  weak  heart  clings. 
Hast  given  us  joys,  tender  and  true, 

Yet  all  with  wings  : 
So  that  we  see,  gleaming  on  high, 

Diviner  things. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  kept 

The  best  in  store  ; 
"We  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much 

To  long  for  more — 
A  yearning  for  a  deeper  peace, 

Not  known  before. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  here  our  souls. 

Though  amply  blest. 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  p>erfect  rest — 
Nor  ever  shall,  until  they  lean 

On  Jesus*  breast. 

H  H 


Pliingeil  in  si 

Ask  ihy  soul,  o 

Wtul  has  Jes 


But  In  teaderne 
He  thj  deepe 

He  has  brooght 
Taught  thee  a 

Treasures  far  buj 
Which  from  I 

He  has  bid  thy  t 
Look  in  Taith  I 

He  has  piomiseri 
Every  blessing 
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As  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

Bold  and  fearless  lead  me  on ; 
Deeming  aU  things  here  but  dross, 

Till  the  glorious  crown  be  won. 

As  I  near  the  golden  prize, 

Brighter,  brighter  let  it  shine  : 
Let  no  mists  obscure  mine  eyes  ; 

Make  and  keep  me  ever  Thine. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  VIEW  OF  DEATH. 

Let  me  go  !   The  day  is  breaking ; 

Morning  bursts  upon  mine  eye  ; 
Death  this  mortal  frame  is  shaking, 

But  the  soul  can  never  die  I 

Let  me  go  I   The  day-star  beaming 

Gilds  the  radiant  realms  above  ; 
Its  full  glory,  on  me  streaming. 

Lights  me  to  that  land  of  love. 

Let  me  go  I    No  more  a  stranger 

Pilgrim  would  I  wander  here  ; 
Now  exposed  to  sin  and  danger. 

Now  a  prey  to  doubt  and  fear. 

Let  me  go  !    May  Heaven's  best  favour 
Rest,  my  dearest  friends,  with  you  I 

Oh,  I  haste  me  to  the  Saviour  : 
Fair  but  fleeting  world,  adieu  ! 

Let  me  go  I    My  warfare's  ended  ; 

Night's  dark  shades  have  pass'd  away  ; 
All  in  view  is  glory  splendid. 

Boundless  and  eternal  day  I 

Let  me  go  I     My  Master's  chariot 
Waits  in  state  to  bear  me  home — 

Purchase  of  His  grace  and  merit ! 
Hallelujah  !    Lord,  I  come  ! 

H  H  2 
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Now  I'm  Thine,  and  Thine  for  ever, 
While  eternal  ages  roll ; 

Sense  and  sin  no  more  can  sever 
Thy  blest  presence  from  my  soul ! 

Now,  amid  the  sacred  splendour 
Of  the  glorious  hosts  above^ 

Everlasting  praise  1*11  render 
To  that  God  whose  name  is  Love  ! 


\ 
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THE  BELIEVER'S  HOPE, 

Thou  art  my  hiding-place,  O  Lord  ! 

In  Thee  I  put  my  trust ; 
Encouraged  by  Thy  holy  word, 

A  feeble  child  of  dust. 
I  have  no  argument  beside^ 

I  urge  no  other  plea  ; 
And  'tis  enough  my  Saviour  died — 

My  Saviour  died  for  me  ! 

When  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat. 

And  furious  foes  assail. 
My  refuge  is  the  mercy-seat, 

My  hope  within  the  veiL 


THOMAS  RAFFLES,  D.D.,  LL.D.  469 

From  strife  of  tongues,  and  bitter  words^ 

My  spirit  flies  to  Thee ; 
Joy  to  my  heart  the  thought  affords — 

My  Saviour  died  for  me  ! 


'Mid  trials  heavy  to  be  borne, 

When  mortal  strength  is  vain, 
A  heart  with  grief  and  anguish  torn, 

A  body  racked  with  pain : 
Ah  !  what  could  give  the  sufferer  rest. 

Bid  every  murmur  flee. 
But  this,  the  witness  in  my  breast 

That  Jesus  died  for  me  ? 

And  when  Thine  awful  voice  commands 

This  body  to  decay  ; 
And  life,  in  its  last  lingering  sands. 

Is  ebbing  fast  away : 
Then,  though  it  be  in  accents  weak, 

And  faint,  and  tremblingly, 
Oh  give  me  strength  in  death  to  speak, 

"My  Saviour  died  for  me  I " 


THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 

Shall  mortal  man,  a  child  of  earth, 
Who  yesterday  received  his  birth 

From  God's  all -bounteous  hand, — 
Shall  he,  while  sojourning  below. 
Presume  the  Almighty's  plans  to  know, 

His  ways  to  understand  ? 

He  rides  upon  the  stormy  deep  ; 
His  watchful  eyes,  that  never  sleep, 

Wide  o'er  creation  roll. 
And  from  His  high,  empyreal  throne 
View  with  one  glance  the  torrid  zone 

And  ice-surrounded  pole. 


To  deeper  ca 
FIfti-i-,  Iih^iiis 
I!diii,.l  ITim  |«.-, 

His  wisdom,  inl 
Sliall  Ihrough  et 
UnchangeabI) 
While  in  the  dre 
His  justice,  so  ii 
Proclaims  His 

Before  the  earth 
His  vast,  eternal 

In  wisdom  anc 
And  what  the  AI 
Is  linish'd  in  the 

His  purpose  ca 

Ah  then,  sappre 
Nor  dare  to  ask  t 

Or  what  His  h 
Submit  to  His  nil 
Whose  power  can 

Or  raise  them  t 
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Built  of  pure  and  massy  goM, 

Strong  and  durable  are  they  ; 
Deck'd  with  gems,  of  worth  untold, 

Subjected  to  no  decay. 

Glad,  within  these  blest  abodes. 

Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above, 
Where  no  anxious  care  corrodes, 

Happy  in  Emmanuel's  love. 
Once  indeed  like  us  below, 

Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears  ; 
Torturing  pain  and  heavy  woe. 

Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears. 

These  alas  !  full  well  they  knew, 

Sad  companions  of  their  way  ; 
Oft  on  them  the  tempest  blew, 

Through  the  long,  the  cheerless  day  ! 
Oft  their  vileness  they  deplored. 

Wills  perverse  and  hearts  untrue  ; 
Grieved  they  could  not  love  the  Lord, 

Love  Him  as  they  wish'd  to  do  I 

Oft  the  big,  unbidden  tear, 

Stealing  down  the  furrow'd  cheek. 
Told,  in  eloquence  sincere, 

Tales  of  woe  they  could  not  sp>eak  ; 
But,  these  days  of  weeping  o'er, 

Pass'd  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain. 
They  shall  feel  distress  no  more. 

Never,  never  weep  again. 

*Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 

*Mid  the  angelic  lyres  above. 
Hark  I  their  songs  melodious  rise, 

Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus*  love  ! 
Happy  spirits  !  ye  are  fled 

Where  no  grief  can  entrance  find, 
Lulled  to  rest  the  aching  head, 

Sooth'd  the  anguish  of  the  mind. 


TRUST 

Mv  Father,  the  ( 

To  Thee  for  di 

O  gram  me  Thy 

Nor  ever  Thy  ] 

My  pillar  of  dom 

While  destined 

What  more  can  ■ 

Or  Thou  In  Th: 

My  pillar  of  cloud 

I'll  follow  when 

My  heart  shall  not 

Though  rugged  ■ 

And  what  though 

In  daifaiesi  III  i 

Thy  light  shall  the 

Thy  presence  tht 

My  Father,  Jeho™] 
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CHRISTIAN  UNITY. 

One  in  Christ  His  people  are, 

All  indissolubly  one ; 
Each  in  his  right  hand  a  star 

Bright  with  glories  not  his  own  ; 
Each,  withdrawn  from  nature's  mine, 

An  inestimable  gem. 
Destined  evermore  to  shine 

In  Emmanuel's  diadem. 

Mingled  hues  one  bow  compose, 

God's  own  sign  to  mortals  given  ; 
One  vast  ocean  ebbs  and  flows, 

Though  in  countless  billows  driven  ; 
So  one  Church  the  ransom'd  prove, 

Though  from  varied  realms  they  come,- 
One  community  of  love. 

Bound  for  one  eternal  home. 

Then,  while  pilgrims  here  below. 

Why  should  they  divided  be  ? 
Why  should  sharp  contentions  grow 

To  disturb  their  unity  ? 
Why  apart  should  they  remain. 

Each  within  his  sect  confined  ? 
Nor  their  Master's  law  maintain. 

Nor  display  His  heavenly  mind  ? 

Was  not  this  His  fervent  prayer, — 

"  Father,  let  my  people  be 
One  in  us,  as  one  we  are, 

Thou  in  me,  and  I  in  Thee  ; 
Then  shall  all  the  world  believe 

My  commission  is  Divine  ; 
All  my  Gospel  shall  receive, 

All  within  my  fold  recline  !" 

Happy  p>eriod  I  joyful  day  ! 

When  shall  thy  bright  morning  rise  ? 
I-o,  before  thy  kindling  ray, . 

Every  fiend  of  discord  flies  : 
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Rise,  Thou  Sun  of  righteousness  ! 

Wide  Thy  healing  wings  outspread ; 
With  Thy  light  the  nations  bless. 

O'er  Thy  Church  Thine  influence  shed. 

Hallow*d  influence  from  above  ! 

Source  of  concord  and  of  peace, 
In  Thy  bond  of  perfect  love 

Let  our  sad  divisions  cease  : 
Heart  to  heart,  and  hand  to  hand. 

Each  shall  then  his  brother  own : 
An  indissoluble  band, 

Christians  be  for  ever  one  ! 

MARRIAGE. 

Saviour,  let  Thy  sanction  rest 
On  the  union  witnessed  now  ; 

Be  it  with  Thy  presence  blest, 
Ratifv  the  nuptial  vow  ; 

Hallow'd  let  this  union  be 

With  each  other  and  with  Thee. 

Thou  in  Cana  didst  appear 
At  a  marriage-feast  like  this  : 

Deign  to  meet  us,  Saviour,  here. 
Fountain  of  unmingled  bliss  ! 

Crown  with  joy  this  festive  board — 

Joy  that  earth  cannot  afford. 

We  no  miracle  require, 
Turning  water  into  wine  : 

All  our  panting  hearts  desire 
Is  to  taste  Thy  love  Divine  ; 

Holy  influence  from  above. 

Consecrating  earthly  love. 

Let  the  path  our  friends  pursue. 
From  this  hour  together  trod. 

Many  though  its  days  or  few, 
Be  a  pilgrimage  to  God  ; 

To  the  land  where  rest  is  given. 

To  our  Father's  house  in  heaveiu 
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ILij^py  llu-y  who  reach  lluU  j-laco, — 

In  those  regions  find  their  home  ; 
Tears  are  wiped  from  every  face ; 

Toil  and  danger  never  come. 
They  no  pain  nor  sorrow  know, 
Ransom'd  from  this  world  of  woe. 

To  that  festival  on  high, 

To  that  banquet  of  the  skies. 
To  that  glorious  company 

May  we  all  at  length  arise  ; 
Mingle  with  the  joyful  throng ; , 
Join  the  everlasting  song. 


ANDREW   REED,  D.D. 
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HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 


Holy  Ghost,  with  light  Divine 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  the  darkness  into  day. 
Let  me  see  my  Saviour's  face. 
Let  me  all  His  beauties  trace  : 
Show  those  glorious  truths  to  me. 
Which  are  only  known  by  Thee, 


476  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Holy  Ghost,  with  power  Divine 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine  : 
Long  has  sin  without  control 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  souL 
Oft  I  of  its  power  complain. 
Yet  I  live  beneath  its  reign  : 
In  Thy  mercy  pity  me. 
From  this  bondage  set  me  free. 

Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  Divine 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart. 
Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 
Yield  a  sacred,  settled  peace. 
Bid  it  grow  and  still  increase ; 
Till  each  anxious  thought  expires. 
Till  my  joy  to  heaven  aspires. 

Holy  Spirit,  all  Divine, 
Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine  j 
Cast  down  every  idol  throne. 
Reign  supreme,  and  reign  alone. 
See,  to  Thee  I  yield  my  heart : 
Shed  Thy  life  through  every  part ; 
A  pure  temple  I  would  be, 
Wholly  dedicate  to  Thee. 


I 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Ah  !  Jesus,  let  me  hear  Thy  voice 

Fall  gently  on  mine  ear  ; 
Thy  voice  alone  can  soothe  my  grief. 

And  charm  away  my  fear. 

Ah  !  Jesus,  let  me  see  Thy  fiice 
Beaming  with  truth  and  love  ; 

I  ask  no  other  heaven  below. 
No  other  heaven  above. 
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Ah !  Jesus,  let  me  feel  Thy  grace ; 

Now  hear  my  earnest  cry : 
If  Thou  art  absent,  oh  !  behold 

I  droop,  I  faint,  I  die  ! 

**  I  come,  I  come  ! "  the  Saviour  cries, 

**  To  give  you  full  repose  ; 
My  presence  shall  revive  your  joys. 

My  frown  confound  your  foes." 

I  hear  His  voice  I  I  see  His  face  I 

I  feel  His  present  grace  I 
'Tis  life,  'tis  heaven,  'tis  transport,  thus 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  A  CHURCH. 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers, 
And  make  this  house  Thy  home  ; 

I>escend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers  : 
O  come.  Great  Spirit,  come  1 

Come,  as  the  light;  to  us  reveal 

Our  emptiness  and  woe  ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 

Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

Come,  as  theyfr^*,  and  purge  our  hearts 

Like  sacrificial  flame : 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 

To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

Come,  as  the  dew^  and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour ; 
May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 

Thy  fertilizing  power. 

Come,  as  the  </<7zr,  and  spread  Thy  wings. 
The  wings  of  peaceful  love  ; 

And  let  Thy  Church  on  earth  become 
Blest  as  the  Church  above. 
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Come,  as  the  windf  with  rushing  sound 

And  Pentecostal  gfrace, 
That  all  of  woman  bom  may  see 

The  glory  of  Thy  face. 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers, 
Make  a  lost  world  Thy  home  ; 

Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers  : 
O  come,  Great  Spirit,  come  I 


MRS.  ELIZABETH   REED. 
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HYMN  FOR  ISRAEL. 

"  Is  it  nothing  to  you,  all  ye  that  pass  by  ?  "^—Lam.  L  i«, 

( Contributed. ) 

Oh  say,  is  it  nothing  to  you  that  pass  by 
That  the  joy  of  the  earth  should  in  widowhood  li 
Her  cities  desertctl,  her  dwellings  forlorn. 
And  all  her  bright  hues  of  prosperity  gone  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  light  we  possess 
Was  borrow'd  from  those  who  are  now  in  distre: 
That  they  from  the  summit  of  favour  were  hurl'd 
Unknown  and  unloved  by  a  pitiless  world? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  prophets  reveal 
A  time  when  the  Lord  shall  their  misery  heal. 
When  they  shall  be  gather'd  again  to  their  fold. 
And  stand  in  their  lot  as  in  seasons  of  old  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that,  whenever  they  pray. 
The  wrath  of  Jehovah  shall  vanish  away  ; 
Tliat  life  from  the  dead  shall  their  rising  appear, 
And  all  who  oppress'd  them  be  silent  in  fear  ? 
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Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  Gentile  and  Jew, 
For  ages  divided,  no  more  should  be  two, 
But  one  in  the  Saviour,  their  Shepherd  and  King, 
Together  for  ever  His  praises  to  sing  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  Lord  has  decreed 
Rich  blessings  to  those  who  for  Israel  plead ; 
That  they  who  the  way  of  His  coming  prepare, 
Shall  say  of  the  city^  "Jehovah  is  there  ?  " 

Oh,  pray  that  the  days  of  their  mourning  may  cease. 
That  God  may  return  to  His  chosen  in  peace, 
That  glory  at  length  may  revisit  their  shore. 
And  all  be  united,  to  wander  no  more  I 


ROBERT  ROBINSON. 
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to  incline  towards  Unitarianism,  though  he  did  not  obtrude  his  sentiments  in  his  pulpit 
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at  tbe  dose  of  the  vohime. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  mine  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace  ; 

Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
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Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet. 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 

Praise  the  mount ;  I*m  flx*d  upon  it ! 
Mount  of  God's  unchanging  love. 

Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer ; 

Hither,  by  Thine  help,  I*m  come  ; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 

Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 

He,  to  rescue  me  fix>m  danger, 
Interposed  with  precious  blood. 

Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be ! 

Let  that  grace  now,  like  a  fetter. 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. 

Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 
Here's  mine  heart — oh,  take  and  seal  it  I 

Seal  it  from  Thy  courts  above. 


CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

Mighty  God,  while  angels  bless  Thee, 
May  an  infant  lisp  Thy  name  ? 

Lord  of  men,  as  well  as  angels. 
Thou  art  every  creature's  theme. 

Hallelujah  ! 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah.     Amen  ! 

Lord  of  every  land  and  nation. 

Ancient  of  eternal  days. 
Sounded  through  the  wide  creation 

Be  Thy  just  and  lawful  praise. 
Hallelujah,  etc 
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For  the  grandeur  of  Thy  nature, 

Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought ; 
For  created  works  of  power, 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrought 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

For  Thy  providence  that  governs 
Through  Thine  empire's  wide  domain ; 

Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow  ; 
BlessM  be  Thy  gentle  reign. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

But  Thy  rich,  Thy  free  redemption. 

Dark  through  brightness  all  along  ; 
Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  expression ; 

Who  dare  sing  that  awful  song  ? 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory. 

Shall  Thy  praise  unutter'd  lie  ? 
Fly,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence ; 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

Did  archangels  sing  Thy  coming  ? 

Did  the  shepherds  learn  their  lays? 
Shame  would  cover  me,  ungrateful. 

Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

From  the  highest  throne  in  glory. 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe. 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives  ; 

Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

Go,  return,  immortal  Saviour ! 

Leave  Thy  footstool,  take  Thy  throne ; 
Thence  return,  and  reign  for  ever  ; 
Be  the  kingdom  all  Thy  own. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

I  I 


Let  the  angel  of  Thy  presence 
Hover  o'er  Thy  temple  now. 

Here  are  hearts  that  TboD  cwut  soften  j 
Earthly  dross  to  purge  away  ; 

Daiken'd  minds,  on  which  Thy  sjirit 
Yet  may  poor  celestial  day. 

From  the  world's  entrancing  vlsloa ; 

From  the  spirit's  stillen  night ; 
From  the  tempter's  dark  dominion, — 

Free  as,  by  Thy  saving  might 


Let  Thy  Spirit's  glad  ci 

Waken  thoughts  of  peace  and  Iotc, 
And  prepare  us  for  Thy  presence^ 

In  the  nobler  conrts  above:. 

There  lo  join  in  perfect  worship. 

There  to  swell  the  angels'  song  ; 
And  in  higher,  sweeter  measure. 

Earth's  Imperfect  praise  prolone. 
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So  shall  this  love  our  spirits  raise, 
While  at  the  cross  we  kneel  in  prayer  ; 

Dear  Saviour,  Thine  be  all  the  praise 
If  we  have  left  our  burdens  there. 

Spirit  of  holiness  and  power  ! 

Spirit  of  truth  and  love  Divine  ! 
Thy  presence  cheers  this  dosing  hour ; 

Still  dwell  with  us,  for  we  are  Thine. 

For  the  pure  manna  of  Thy  word. 

And  streams  of  life  so  richly  given  ; 
As  pilgrims  here,  we  bless  Thee  Lord, 

But  wait  the  perfect  rest  of  heaven. 

Sweet  hope  !  a  few  more  changing  days 

And  weary  cares  our  faith  shall  try  ; 
Then  for  the  songs  of  nobler  praise, 

The  ceaseless  Sabbath  of  the  sky. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

(Contributed.) 

Isaiah  be.  20. 

When  the  sky  is  overcast. 
And  the  cold  rain  driveth  fast ; 
When  the  soul  is  bow'd  with  fear, 
Jesus,  full  of  mercy,  hear  I 

Dreary  clouds  are  hurrying  by. 
Moon  nor  star  is  in  the  sky  ; 
Saviour,  in  the  gloom  of  night. 
Give  Thy  waiting  children  light. 

See  the  cross,  for  light  is  there  ; 
Kneel,  for  Jesus  answers  prayer  ; 
Is  the  spirit  sunk  with  grief? 
Saviour,  Thou  canst  bring  relief. 


\  V  ^ 
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Christian,  bravely  hope  and  pray  ; 
Wait  the  dawning  of  the  day  ; 
Clouds  are  drifting  from  the  sky  ; 
Christ,  thy  hope  and  help,  is  nigh. 

See,  in  yonder  mountain  height. 
Breaks  a  flood  of  glorious  light  ; 
Rise,  and  with  a  song  confess, 
'Tis  the  Sun  of  righteousness. 

Brighter  still  its  beams  shall  shine 
In  the  land  of  love  Divine  ; 
Where  no  clouds  of  sorrow  come, 
In  the  saint's  eternal  home. 


MRS.  ELIZABETH  ROWE. 
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BEGIN  THE  HIGH  CELESTIAL  STRAIN. 

Begin  the  high  celestial  strain. 

My  ravish'd  soul,  and  sing 
A  solemn  hymn  of  grateful  praise 

To  heaven*s  almighty  King. 

Ye  purling  fountains,  as  ye  roll 

Your  silver  waves  along. 
Whisper  to  ail  your  verdant  shOTes 

The  subject  of  my  song. 
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Retain  it  long,  ye  echoing  rocks, 

The  sacred  sound  retain  ; 
And  from  your  hollow,  winding  caves, 

Return  it  oft  again. 

Bear  it,  ye  winds,  on  all  your  wings 

To  distant  climes  away. 
And  round  the  wide  extended  world 

My  lofty  theme  convey. 

Take  the  glad  burden  of  His  name, 

Ye  clouds,  as  you  arise ; 
Whether  to  deck  the  golden  mom, 

Or  shade  the  ev'ning  skies. 

Let  harmless  thunders  roll  along 

The  smooth  ethereal  plain. 
And  answer  from  the  crystal  vault 

To  ev*ry  flying  strain. 

Long  let  it  warble  round  the  spheres, 

And  echo  through  the  sky ; 
Till  angels,  with  immortal  skill, 

Improve  the  harmony. 

While  I,  with  sacred  rapture  fir'd 

The  blest  Creator  sing, 
And  warble  consecrated  lays 

To  heaven's  almighty  King. 


THOU  DIDST,  O  MIGHTY  GOD,  EXIST. 

Thou  didst,  O  mighty  God,  exist 

Ere  time  begun  its  race  ; 
Before  the  ample  elements 

Fill*d  up  the  voids  of  space. 

Before  the  pond'rous  earthly  globe 

In  fluid  air  was  stay'd  ; 
Before  the  ocean's  mighty  springs 

Their  liquid  stores  displa/d. 


V 


486  lA'RA    r.RlTANNICA. 

Ere  through  the  gloom  of  ancient  night 
TTie  streaks  of  light  appear'd  ; 

Before  the  high  celestial  ardi 
On  starry  poles  was  rear'd. 

Before  the  loud,  melodious  spheres 
Their  tuneful  round  begun ; 

Before  the  shining  roads  of  heaVn 
Were  measured  by  the  sun. 

Ere  through  the  empyrean  courts 

One  hallelujah  rung ; 
Or  to  their  harps  the  sons  of  ligjfat 

Ecstatic  anthems  sung. 

Ere  men  ador'd,  or  angels  knew, 
Or  prais'd  Thy  wondrous  name  ; 

Thy  bliss,  O  sacred  spring  of  life  I 
And  glory  was  the  same. 

And  when  the  pillars  of  the  world 

With  sudden  ruin  break. 
And  all  this  vast  and  goodly  frame, 

Sinks  in  the  mighty  wreck  ; 

When  from  her  orb  the  moon  shall  start. 
The  astonish'd  sun  roll  back  ; 

And  all  the  trembling  starry  lamps 
Their  ancient  course  forrake  ; 

For  ever  permanent  and  fix'd. 

From  agitation  free, 
Unchanged  in  everlasting  3rears 

Shall  Thy  existence  be. 


IN  VAIN  THE  DUSKY  NIGHT. 

In  vain  the  dusky  night  retires, 

And  sullen  shadows  fly  ; 
In  vain  the  mom  with  purple  light 

Adorns  the  eastern  sky. 
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In  vain  the  gaudy  rising  sun, 

The  wide  horizon  gilds, — 
Comes  glittering  o'er  the  silver  streams, 

And  cheers  the  dewy  fields. 

In  vain,  dispensing  vernal  sweets, 

The  morning  breezes  play  ; 
In  vain  the  birds  with  cheerfid  songs 

Salute  the  new-bom  day. 

In  vain,  unless  my  Saviour's  face 

These  gloomy  clouds  control, 
And  dissipate  the  sullen  shades 

That  press  my  drooping  soul. 

Oh  visit  then  Thy  servant.  Lord, 

With  favour  from  on  high ; 
Arise,  my  bright  immortal  Sun, 

And  all  these  shades  will  die. 

When,  when,  shall  I  behold  Thy  face 

All  radiant  and  serene, 
"Without  these  envious,  dusky  clouds 

That  make  a  veil  between  ? 

When  shall  that  long-expected  day 

Of  sacred  vision  be, 
When  my  impatient  soul  shall  make 

A  near  approach  to  Thee  ? 


HEAVEN. 

Hail,  sacred  Salem,  plac'd  on  high. 

Seat  of  th'  almighty  King  ! 
What  thought  can  grasp  the  boundless  bliss?  , 

What  tongue  Thy  glories  sing  ? 

Thy  crystal  towers  and  palaces 

Magnificently  rise, 
And  dart  their  beauteous  lustre  round 

All  the  empyrean  skies. 


il  cnirmm);  uirmony. 


No  scorching  heats,  no  pterdng  colds. 
The  changing  seasons  bring  ; 

But  o'er  the  fields  mild  breeds  there 
Breathe  an  eternal  spring. 

The  flow'rs  with  lasting  beautf  thine. 
And  deck  the  smiling  grooiui  j 

While  flowing  streams  of  plea 
The  happy  plaii 
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His  decree  that  formed  the  earth, 
Fix'd  my  first  and  second  birth ; 
Parents,  native  place,  and  time, — 
All  appointed  were  by  Him. 

He  that  form'd  me  in  the  womb. 
He  shall  guide  me  to  the  tomb  ; 
All  my  times  shall  ever  be 
Ordered  by  His  wise  decree. 

Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health, 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth  ; 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief ; 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief. 

Times  the  tempter's  power  to  prove  ; 
Times  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love  ; 
All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end. 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Friend. 

Plagues  and  deaths  around  me  fly  ; 
Till  He  bids,  I  cannot  die  ; 
Not  a  single  shaft  can  hit, 
Till  the  God  of  love  sees  fit. 

0  Thou  gracious,  wise,  and  just. 
In  Thy  hands  my  life  I  trust ; 
Have  I  somewhat  dearer  still  ? 

1  resign  it  to  Thy  will. 

May  I  always  own  Thy  hand-^ 
Still  to  the  surrender  stand  ; 
Know  that  Thou  art  God  alone  ; 
I  and  mine  are  all  Thy  own. 

• 
Thee  at  all  times,  will  I  bless  ; 
Having  ThecL  I  all  possess  : 
How  can  I  bereaved  be, 
Since  I  cannot  part  with  Thee. 


Why  should  the  soul  a  drop  bemoan. 
Who  has  a  foontain  Dear, — 

A  founUan  which  will  ever  ran 
With  waters  sweet  and  dear  ! 

No  good  in  creatures  can  be  iband. 
But  may  be  found  in  Thee ; 

I  must  have  all  things,  and  abaand, 
WhUe  God  is  God  lo  me. 

Oh,  that  I  had  a  stronger  faith. 

To  look  within  the  veil,— 

To  credit  what  my  Saviour  saith. 

Whose  Word  can  never  6ul ! 

He  that  has  made  my  heaven  secure, 
Will  here  all  good  provide  ; 

While  Christ  is  rich,  can  I  be  poor  ! 
What  can  I  want  beside  ! 

O  Lord,  I  cast  my  care  on  Thee^ 
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THE  PILGRIM'S  SONG. 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings ; 

Thy  better  portion  trace  ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 

Towards  heaven  thy  native  place. 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay. 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course  ; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun  : 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source. 
So  my  soul,  derived  from  God, 

Pants  to  view  His  glorious  face  ; 
Forward  tends  to  His  abode. 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 

Fly  me  riches,  fly  me  cares. 

Whilst  I  that  coast  explore  ; 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares. 

Solicit  me  no  more. 
Pilgrims  fix  not  here  their  home  ; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night ; 
When  the  last  dear  mom  is  come, 

They'll  rise  to  joyful  light 

Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn. 
Press  onward  to  the  prize  ; 

Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 
Triumphant  in  the  skies. 
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Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 
Happy  entrance  will  be  given. 

All  our  sorrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 
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HYMN  FOR  THE  ORDINATION  OF  MISSIONARIES.* 

Awake  !  all  conquering  arm,  awake  ! 

And  lift  the  Saviour's  standard  high  ; 
Oh  cause  Thy  cheering  face  to  shine, 

And  call  Thy  chosen  people  nigh. 

Baptize  benighted  nations.  Lord, 
And  let  Thy  saving  truth  be  known  ; 

Arise,  Thy  royal  power  assume. 
And  claim  the  kingdoms  for  Thine  own. 

Bless  those  who  now  in  distant  lands 

Bid  the  untutor'd  heathen  live  ; 
Be  Thou  their  guard,  their  God,  their  friend ; 

Success  to  every  effort  give. 

*  This  was  written  by  Mr.  Seymour  in  1805.    A  portioa  of  the  hymn  appqus 
anonymously  in  the  collections* 
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£temal  God,  their  hearts  inspire ; 

Let  each  Thy  sacred  presence  prove  ; 
Bid  them  go  forth  with  holy  zeal. 

And  loud  proclaim  Thy  dying  love. 

Mouitains  of  unbelief  and  sin 

Shall  fall  before  Thy  sacred  word ; 
And  millions,  saved  from  death  and  hell, 

Shall  own  the  Saviour  as  their  Lord. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  SPREAD  OF  THE  GOSPEL.^ 

Jesus,  immortal  King,  arise  I 

Assume,  assert  Thy  sway  ; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  tribute  brings. 

And  distant  lands  obey. 

Ride  forth,  victorious  Conqueror,  ride  ! 

Tin  all  Thy  foes  submit. 
And  all  the  powers  of  hell  resign 

Their  trophies  at  Thy  feet. 

Send  forth  Thy  word,  and  let  it  fly 

This  spacious  earth  around, 
Till  every  soul  beneath  the  sun 

Shall  hear  the  "joyful  sound." 

Oh  may  the  dear  Redeemer's  name 

TTirough  every  clime  be  known. 
And  heathen  gods,  like  Dagon,  fall. 

And  Jesus  reign  alone. 

Oh  hasten.  Lord,  that  happy  time. 

That  long  expected  day  ; 
"When  every  kingdom,  tribe,  and  tongue 

Shall  own  Thy  gentle  sway. 

When  all  th*  untutor'd  heathen  tribes 

Shall  the  Redeemer  own, 
And  crowds  of  willing  converts  come 

To  worship  at  Thy  throne. 

In  the  New  Congregational  Hymn-book  this  hymn  is  ascribed  to  "  Burder." 
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From  sea  to  sea,  from  shore  to  shores 

May  Jesus  be  adored  ; 
And  earth,  with  all  her  milliozis,  shout 

Hosamias  to  the  Lord. 


MISSIONARY  HYMN.* 
(ContribuUd.) 

Great  Captain  of  salvation,  rise 
In  Thy  resistless,  saving  might ; 

Send  Thine  anointed  servants  forth. 
To  spread  abroad  Thy  glorious  light. 

Heralds  of  God !  proclaim  the  cross. 
Display  the  glorious  banner  high  ; 

Go,  spread  the  joyful  news  abroad. 
And  bid  a  guilty  world  draw  nigh. 

On  Afric's  shores,  to  Indians  sons 

Your  sacred  embassy  declare  ; 
And  may  untutored  heathen  tribes, 

And  earth,  the  mighty  blessings  share. 

**  Zion's  King  shall  reign  victorious," 
In  heaven  and  earth  the  Lord  of  all ; 

Nations  shall  bow  before  His  throne, 
And  low  "before  His  footstool  fidl." 

Roll  swiftly  round,  ye  wheels  of  time. 
And  bring  the  long-expected  day. 

When  realms  that  now  in  darkness  lie. 
Shall  own  and  bless  Thy  sovereign  sway. 

*  Composed  in  1805,  but  hitherto  unpublished. 
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MRS.  ANNE  SHEPHERD. 

HOULDITCH  was  born  at  Cowes,  Isle  of  Wight.    Her  &ther.  the  Rev.  Edward  Houl- 
held,  for  many  years,  the  living  of  Speen,  Berkshire.    By  marrian^  she  became  Mrs. 
She  died  at  Blackheath,  Kent,  in  1857.  Mrs.  Shepherd  was  possessed  of  a  vigorous 
which  had  been  much  improved  by  culture.    Two  religious  novels,  from  her  pen, 
"  EQen  Seymour  "  and  "  Reality,"  attracted  considerable  attention.    But  her  reputa- 
wtl  chiefly  rest  00  her  hymn-book,  entitled  "  Hymns  adapted  to  the  Comprehension  of 
Minds."  These  compositions,  sixty-four  in  number,  are  admirably  adapted  for  interest- 
yowthfiJ  readen  in  the  precious  truths  of  salvation. 


FOR  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
TTiousands  of  children  f  stand ; 

Children,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band, 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white, 
•    See  every  one  arra/d  : 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light, 
And  joys  that  never  fade. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

Once  they  were  little  things  like  you. 

And  lived  on  earth  below. 
And  could  not  praise  as  now  they  do 

The  Lord  who  loved  them  so, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair. 

Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  : 
How  came  those  children  there, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory  ? 

Because  the  Saviour  shed  His  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin. 
Bathed  in  that  precious  purple  flood. 

Behold  them  white  and  clean. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 
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On  earth  they  sought  the  Saviour's  grace, 
On  earth  they  loved  His  name  ; 

So  now  they  see  His  blessed  face. 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 


A  MESSAGE  OF  LOVE. 

Here's  a  message  of  love 

Come  down  from  above 
To  invite  little  children  to  heaven ; 

In  God's  blessed  book 

Poor  sinners  may  look. 
And  see  how  all  sin  is  forgiven. 

For  there  they  may  read 

How  Jesus  did  bleed. 
And  die  for  His  dear  little  ones  ; 

How  clean  He  first  makes  them. 

And  afterwards  takes  them 
To  be  His  own  daughters  and  sons. 

And  then  when  they  die. 

He  takes  them  on  high. 
To  be  with  Him  in  heaven  above ; 

For  so  kind  is  His  heart. 

That  He  never  will  part 
From  a  child  that  has  tasted  His  love. 

And  O  !  what  delight 

In  heaven  so  bright. 
To  see  the  dear  Saviour's  face  ; 

On  His  beauty  to  gaze. 

And  to  sing  to  His  praise 
For  ever  in  that  happy  place  ! 

THE  GARDEN  OF  THE  LORD. 

Christ  has  a  garden  here  below. 
Where  pleasant  fruits  and  spices  grow ; 
The  trees  and  flowers  therein  that  stand 
Are  planted  by  His  gentle  hand. 
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This  may,  periiaps,  sound  stnmge  to  yon ; 
But  yet  the  Bible  says  *tis  true  : 
God's  children  in  His  holy  word 
Are  called  the  garden  of  the  Lord. 

By  nature,  rude  and  wild  they're  bom, 
Jost  like  the  brier  or  the  thorn  ; 
But  when  they're  in  this  garden  put. 
They  turn  to  trees  producing  fruit. 

Jesus  upon  His  garden  shines, 
And  props,  and  rears  His  tender  vines  ; 
His  grace  like  gentle  rain  is  shed 
On  every  little  drooping  head. 

Do  any  children  long  to  be 
Planted  and  water'd,  Lord,  by  Thee  ? 
O  let  them  hear  Thy  loving  calls. 
And  come  within  Thy  garden  walls. 

Such  children  are  the  tender  plants 
Of  whom  the  Lord  supplies  the  wants  ; 
The  little,  thirsty,  drooping  flowers. 
On  whom  He  pours  His  choicest  showers. 


THE  FAMILY  OF  GOD. 

God  has  a  family  on  earth 

Of  daughters  and  of  sons ; 
His  Holy  Spirit  gave  them  birth. 

They  are  His  little  ones. 

He  watches  over  them  for  good. 

And  hears  their  smallest  cries  ; 
He  gives  them  house,  and  clothes,  and  food. 

And  all  their  wants  supplies. 

He  knows  their  weak  and  tender  frame, 

Pities  their  griefs  and  fears; 
And  calls  them  every  one  by  name, 

And  vripes  away  their  tears. 

K  K 
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And  why  does  God  such  kindness  show 

To  things  so  mean  and  base  ? 
Why  does  He  more  on  them  bestow 

Than  others  of  their  race. 

Tis  all  because  that  Jesus  bled 

For  them  upon  the  tree  ; 
And  dwelt  awhile  among  the  dead 

To  set  His  children  free. 

To  what  the  Lamb  of  God  has  done 

They  all  their  blessings  owe ; 
'Tis  for  the  sake  of  His  dear  Son, 

The  Father  loves  them  so. 

Let  children,  tl^en,  redeemed  and  bought 

With  Jesus'  precious  blood. 
Sing  the  sweet  praise  of  Him  who  brought 

Such  little  ones  to  God. 


WALTER   SHIRLEY. 

Thb  Hon.  and  rev.  Walter  Shirley  was  born  in  179$.  He  wms  foarOi  son  of  tte 
Hod.  Laurence  Shirley,  who  was  fourth  son  of  Robert,  first  Earl  Ferrers.  His  tbgtt  dds 
brothers  were  successively  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixth  Earls.  Having  taken  orders,  he 
the  Urlng  of  Loughrea,  co.  Galway.  Ireland.  He  was  much  interested  in  the  evmag^&c 
of  the  cdebrated  Countess  of  Huntingdon,  who  was  the  second  daof^bter  and  coJieiressof  Mi 
father's  elder  brother.  Washington,  second  Earl  Ferrers.  He  published  a  voiiane  of  4»> 
courses,  and  two  poems,  entitled.  "Liberty:  an  Ode."  and  "The  Judgment."  LatfyRn* 
tiagdon's  hymn-book,  published  in  1764.  was  revised  by  him.  In  th^t  work,  fan  1774  tnt 
;q>peared  his  hymn,  b<^nning,  "  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blcssiag.**  beis^  a  pop^^ 
rendering  of  a  similar  hymn,  previously  published  by  the  Rev.  James  Alien,  tlie  tat  aai 
some  account  of  which  are  presented  in  a  note  appended  to  the  present  rtAumt.  After  a 
period  of  feeble  health,  Mr.  Shirley  died  in  1786,  in  hb  sixty-first  year.  The 
mission  hymn,  beginning,  "  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing."  which  has  been 
to  the  Rev.  George  Burder  and  other  writers,  may,  we  think,  fairly  be  ascribed  to  Mr. 
His  son,  the  late  Rev.  Walter  Shirley,  asserted  that  his  father  was  the  autfaar,  aaA  tUtl 
is  universal  among  his  descendants.  So  far  as  can  be  ascertained,  the  dismissiaa  hy^  fnK 
appeared  in  "  A  Collection  of  Hymns  for  Public  Worship."  edited  by  the  Rev.  John  Hanl^ 
of  Hull,  York,  1774,  and  next  in  Dr.  Conyers'  Collection,  published  in  Tyondon  h— h^  ^ 
same  year.  The  hymn  did  not  appear  in  Lady  Huntingdon's  CoUectkxi  tin 
after. 

THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 

• 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend ; 
Life  and  health  and  peace  possessing. 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 
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Here  Til  dt,  for  ever  viewing 

Mercy's  stresuns  in  slreanu  of  blood : 

PredoDS  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  wiLh  God. 

Tnily  blessed  is  IhU  sialion, 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie  ; 
While  I  see  Divine  compassion 

Floating  in  His  languid  eye. 
Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven. 

While  upon  the  Lamb  1  gaze  ; 
Love  I  much  !  I've  much  forgiven, 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 

With  my  tears  His  feet  I'U  bathe  ; 
Constant  still,  in  failh  abiding, 

Liie^deriving  from  His  death. 
Hay  I  still  enjoy  this  feelii^. 

In  all  need  1o  Jesus  go ; 
Prove  His  wounds  each  day  more  healin 

And  Himself  most  deeply  know  1 


DISMISSION. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing ; 

Fill  ouj  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 
Let  as  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 
Oh  refresh  us, 

Trav'lling  through  this  wilderness. 

TTianfcs  we  give  and  adoration 
For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  : 

May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ! 

Ever  faithful 
To  the  truth  may  we  be  found  [ 
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So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away. 

Borne  on  angel's  wing  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day  ! 


MISSIONARY   HYMN.* 

Go  !  destined  vessel,  heavenly  freighted,  go  ! 

For  lo  !  the  Lord's  ambassadors  are  there  ; 
Faith  sits  at  helm,  and  Hope  attends  the  prow, 

While  thousands  swell  the  sails  with  balmy  prayer. 

Jesus,  thy  Guardian,  walks  the  briny  wave. 

Or  on  the  whirlwind  rides  and  rules  the  stonn  ; 

His  eye  regards  thee,  vigilant  to  save. 
Though  danger  varies  its  terrific  form. 

Black  gathering  tempests,  awed  by  His  conunand. 
Their  hideous  roar  in  lowly  murmurs  cease  ; 

Whilst  o'er  the  monstrous  surge  He  waves  His  h^nA^ 
Or  spreads  the  silky  mantle  of  His  peace. 

The  Lord  of  elements  is  Lord  of  men. 

He  stills  the  menace  of  the  hostile  mind  ; 

His  servants,  soon  as  the  glad  port  they  gain. 
In  hearts  prepared  shall  friendly  welcome  find. 

Lo !  India's  tawny  sons  incline  the  ear. 
And  pause,  attentive  to  the  sacred  word  ; 

Heralds  of  God,  your  embassy  declare. 
And  win  obedient  nations  to  the  Lord. 

Proclaim  the  cross.  His  banner  lifted  high. 
And  bid  a  guilty  world  find  refiige  there  ; 

So  shall  the  praise  of  myriads  rend  the  sky. 

And  heaven  and  earth  the  mighty  blessings  share. 

*  These  lines,  printed  from  the  original  MS.,  were  written  by  Mr.  Shirley, ' 
the  first  Missiotuuries  were  sent  to  America,  in  1773,  by  the  Countess  of  ^fwTi^inf 
don,  under  the  Rev.  Wm.  Percy  as  their  Prcsideat. 
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Gleams  the  glad  mom !  arise,  O  King  of  kings ! 

Assume,  exert  Thine  imiversal  sway  ; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  willing  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  regions  cheerfully  obey. 

Then,  big  with  conquest,  bring  Thy  glories  down  ; 

Let  those  that  love  Thy  name  Thy  person  view ; 
Friends  of  Thy  cross,  they  soon  shall  share  Thy  crown 

In  peaceful  rest,  with  bliss  for  ever  new. 


EASTER  HYMN.* 

From  heaven  the  loud,  th'  angelic  song  began. 
It  shook  the  skies,  and  reached  astonished  man  ; 
By  man  re-echoed,  it  shall  mount  again, 
While  fragrant  odours  fill  the  blissful  plain. 

Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway. 
In  heaven  or  earth  the  Lord  of  all ; 

Ye  princes,  rulers,  powers,  obey. 
And  low  before  His  footstool  fall. 

The  deed  was  done ;  the  Lamb  was  slain  ; 

The  groaning  earth   the  burden  bore  : 
He  rose.  He  lives,  He  lives  to  reign, 

Nor  time  shall  shake  His  endless  power. 

Riches,  and  all  that  deck  the  great, 

From  worlds  unnumbered  hither  bring  ; 

The  tribute  pour  before  His  seat, 
And  hail  the  triumphs  of  our  King. 

Wisdom  and  strength  are  His  alone  ; 

He  raised  the  top-stone,  shouting  Grace  ; 
Honour  has  built  His  lofty  throne, 

And  glory  shines  upon  His  face. 

From  heaven,  from  earth,  loud  bursts  of  praise 
The  mighty  blessings  shall  proclaim  I 

Blessings  that  earth  to  glory  raise  ; 
The  purchase  of  the  wounded  Lamb. 

*  The  music  of  this  piece  is  by  Millgrove. 
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Higher,  still  higher  swell  the  strain  ; 

Creation*s  voice,  the  note  prolong  ; 
The  Lamb  shall  ever,  ever  reign : 

Let  hallelujahs  crown  the  song. 

Hallelujah. 


WILLIAM  SHRUBSOLE,  Sen. 

William  Shrubsole  was  born  at  Sandwich,  on  the  7th  Ainil.  tjt^.  In  1743.  he  wa> 
apprenticed  to  a  shipwright  at  Sheemen.  About  his  twentieth  year,  he  experienced  a  great 
spiritual  change.  He  be^n  to  Join  a  few  persons  for  Scripture  reading  and  pnjtr ;  be  sub- 
sequently engaged  in  theolc^pcal  studies.  After  a  period  of  subordinMe  empliqnDseBt  ia 
Sheeniess  dockyard,  he  was  appointed  master-mastmaker  in  1773.  He  continned  to  retaia 
that  office  till  his  death.  In  1766,  he  undertook  the  ministry  of  an  Independent  cbapd  at 
Sheemess.  His  pastoral  services  were  much  valued.  He  died  00  the  7th  Febniary.  1797,  in 
his  sixty-eighth  year.  In  1776.  Mr.  Shrubsole  published  "Christian  Memoirs,  a  Review  of  the 
present  state  of  Religion  in  England."  A  third  edition  of  that  work  was  pabBaked  in  1807. 
accompanied  with  a  memoir  of  the  author,  by  his  son.  Tbe-foUowing  hymn*  by  Mr.  Shrabsole 
firkt  appeared  in  1780. 

MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Arm  of  the  Lord  !  awake  !  awake  ! 
Put  on  Thy  strength,  the  nations  shake  ; 
And  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  Thee. 

Say  to  the  heathen  from  Thy  throne, 
**  I  am  Jehovah,  God  alone  !" 
Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound. 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground. 

No  more  let  human  blood  be  spilt, 
Vain  sacrifice  for  human  guilt ; 
But  to  each  conscience  be  applied 
The  blood  that  flow'd  from  Jesus*  side. 

Arm  of  the  Lord,  TTiy  power  extend  ; 
Let  Mahomet's  imposture  end  ; 
Break  papal  superstition's  chain, 
Aivd  live  ^to\id  scoffer's  rage  restrain. 
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Let  Zion's  time  of  fkvour  come  : 
Oh  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home  : 
And  let  our  wondering  eyes  behold 
Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Jesus'  fold. 

Almighty  God,  Thy  grace  proclaim 
In  every  clime  of  every  name  ; 
Let  adverse  powers  before  Thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 


WILLIAM   SHRUBSOLE,  Jun. 

WtlXlAM  SHKUBSOL^  Jan.,  son  of  the  precedinfi^,  was  born  at  Sheemess,  on  the  31st 
S7S9>  H^  '***  originally  employed  as  a  shipwright.  In  1785,  he  proceeded  to 
atKl  became  a  clerk  in  the  accotintants'  division  of  the  Bank  of  England.  In  the 
his  position  i^raduaUy  Improved ;  he  latterly  held  the  responsible  post  of  secretary  of  the 
at  treasury.  He  connected  himself  with  the  principal  religious  and  charitable 
{n  the  metropolis,  and  occasionally  contributed,  both  in  pro&e  and  verse,  to  the 
f  IJii  arlnnii  of  the  Religious  Tract  Society.  His  death  took  place  on  the  93rd  August,  xte^. 
frWrwtog  compositions  of  Mr.  Shnib!>ole  have  been  kindly  supplied  by  a  member  of 
In  tbe  collcctioas,  the  two  latter  are  attributed  to  others. 

LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

In  all  the  paths  my  feet  pursue 
While  travelling  to  my  heavenly  rest. 

My  wearied  powers  their  strength  renew, 
My  spirit  feels  Divinely 'blest, 

When,  Saviour,  to  Thy  cross  I  flee, 

And  my  whole  soul  commit  to  Thee. 

When  with  a  weight  of  care  I  bend, 
Oppress'd  beneath  the  heavy  load, 

And  troubles  every  step  attend, 
In  life's  perplex'd  and  rugged  road. 

Then,  O  my  Saviour,  be  Thou  near. 

My  cares  to  take,  my  heart  to  cheer. 

When  numerous  snares  beset  my  feet. 
Spread  by  the  world,  by  sense  and  sin  ; 

When  bold  temptation's  front  I  meet. 
Or  feel  a  treacherous  heart  within, 

Jesus,  my  guide  and  helper  be, 

And  let  me  stay  my  soul  on  Thee. 
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When  duties  on  my  languid  mind 
Wage  but  a  weak  and  feeble  daim. 

And  in  devotion's  hours  I  find 
No  kindling  of  a  heavenly  flame. 

Saviour,  the  will  and  power  impart ; 

Direct  my  mind  and  warm  my  heart. 

Should  my  breast  heave  with  laboniing  si^is, 
Oppressed  with  pain,  overcharged  with  grief ; 

Should  joy  be  hidden  from  my  e]res, 
And  hope  delay  her  sweet  relief: 

Then,  gracious  Saviour,  by  me  stay. 

And  wipe  the  gushing  tear  away. 

Soon  what  will  all  the  world  avail, — 
Its  hopes  and  fears,  its  joys  and  strife  ? 

Soon  even  flesh  and  heart  must  fiul. 
And  leave  me  on  the  verge  of  life  ; 

Then,  Saviour,  then  my  p>ortion  be. 

In  death  and  in  eternity. 


I 


A  MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Bright  as  the  sun's  meridian  blaze. 
Vast  as  the  blessings  he  convejrs. 
Wide  as  his  reign  from  pole  to  pde. 
And  permanent  as  his  control, — 

So,  Jesus,  let  Thy  kingdom  come ; 
Then  sin  and  hell's  terrific  gloom 
Shall,  at  its  brightness,  flee  away — 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day. 

Then  shall  the  heathen,  fill'd  with  awe, 
Learn  the  blest  knowledge  of  Thy  law ; 
And  Antichrist,  on  every  shore. 
Fall  from  his  throne,  to  rise  no  more. 

Then  shall  Thy  lofty  praise  resound 
On  Afric's  shores,  through  India's  ground ; 
And  islands  of  the  Southern  Sea 
Shall  stretch  their  eager  arms  to  Thee. 
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Then  shall  the  Jew  and  Gentile  meet 
In  pore  devotion  at  Thy  feet ; 
And  earth  shall  yield  Thee,  as  Thy  due, 
Her  fulness  and  her  glory  too. 

Oh  that  from  Britain  now  might  shine 
This  heavenly  light  and  truth  Divine, 
Till  the  whole  universe  abroad 
Flame  with  the  glory  of  our  God. 


DAILY  DUTIES. 

"When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  light  salutes  my  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  righteousness  Divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine  ; 
Chase  the  dark  clouds  of  guilt  away. 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

When  to  heaven's  great  and  glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring, 
And,  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame. 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name , 
Then,  Jesus,  sprinkle  with  Thy  blood. 
And  be  my  advocate  with  God. 

As  every  day  Thy  mercy  spares 
Will  bring  its  trials  and  its  cares, 
O  Saviour,  till  my  life  shall  end. 
Be  Thou  my  Counsellor  and  Friend  ; 
Teach  me  Thy  precepts,  all  Divine, 
And  be  Thy  great  example  mine. 

When  pain  transfixes  every  part, 
And  languor  settles  at  the  heart ; 
When  on  my  bed,  diseased,  opprest, 
I  turn,  and  sigh,  and  long  for  rest, 
O  Great  Physician,  see  my  grief. 
And  grant  Thy  servant  sweet  relief  I 
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Should  poverty's  consuming  blow 
Lay  all  my  worldly  comforts  low, 
And  neither  help  nor  hope  appear. 
My  steps  to  guide,  my  heart  to  cheer ; 
Lord,  pity  and  supply  my  need. 
For  Thou  on  earth  wast  poor  indeed. 

Should  Providence  profusely  poor 
Its  various  blessings  on  my  store. 
Oh,  keep  me  from  the  ills  that  wait 
On  such  a  seeming  prosp>erous  state  ; 
From  hurtful  passions  set  me  free. 
And  humbly  may  I  walk  with  Thee ! 

When  each  day's  scenes  and  labours  close. 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 
With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest ; 
And  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise. 
Oh,  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies. 

And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  conflicts  o*er,  my  labours  done, 
Jesus,  Thine  heavenly  radiance  shed. 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed  ; 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise. 
To  see  Thy  face  and  sing  Thy  praise. 


k 
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MRS.  SIMPSON. 

SIMFSON,  me  Jake  Cross  bell,  is  the  dauj^hter  of  James  Bell,  Esq.,  advocate,  and 

of  Glasgow.  At  an  early  period  she  contributed  verses  to  The  EdinHtrj^k  Literary 

',  edited  bjr  her  brother.  Henry  Glassford  Bell,  Esq.    She  assumed  the  literary  nom 

of  Gertrude ;  and,  under  this  designation,  she  reproduced  her  poetical  contributions 

Aprfl  Hoars."  a  small  zamo,  which  appeared  in  1838.    She  had  previously  published,  in 

▼olome  of  tales  and  sketches,  entitled  "  The  Piety  of  Daily  Life."    In  1848,  she 

**  Wotnan's  History."  Her  latest  work,  "  Linda ;  or.  Beauty  and  Genius ; "  appeared 

The  following:  hymn  has  been  ascribed  to  different  authors.    The  first,  second,  and 

of  the  hymn  appeared  in  "  April  Hours,"  in  1838.    The  entire  composition  is 

firfnted  from  a  copy  kindly  supplied  by  the  accomplished  authoress.    "  Gertrude  "  has 

for  Biaiiy  years  married  to  her  cousin,  Mr.  J.  B.  Simpson,  of  Glasgow. 


PRAYER. 

Go  when  the  morning  shineth, 

Go  when  the  noon  is  bright ; 
Go  when  the  eve  declineth, 

Go  in  the  hush  of  night  ; 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling, 

Fling  earthly  thought  away, 
And,  in  thy  chamber  kneeling, 

Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

Remember  all  who  love  thee. 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  that  hate  thee, 

If  any  such  there  be. 
Then  for  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim  ; 
And  link,  with  each  petition. 

The  great  Redeemer's  name. 

Or  if  *tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray, 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee. 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way  ; 
Even  then  the  silent  breathing 

Of  thy  spirit  raised  above. 
May  reach  His  throne  of  glory. 

Who  is  mercy,  truth,  and  love  ! 
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O  !  not  a  joy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compare. 
The  power  that  He  hath  given  us 

To  pour  our  hearts  in  prayer  ! 
Whene'er  thou  pin*st  in  sadness. 

Before  His  footstool  fall. 
And  remember,  in  thy  gladness, 

His  grace  who  gave  thee  alL 


THE  LESSON. 
( Contributed. ) 

I  HAD  a  lesson  to  teach  them. 

The  children  that  God  had  given. 

From  a  Book  most  high  and  holy. 
Whose  theme  is  the  love  of  Heaven. 

But  some  of  these  baby-blossoms 
Were  laid  by  the  reaper  low. 

Ere  yet  they  could  spell  the  letters 
I  wish'd  them  so  much  to  know. 

And  one,  on  whose  soul  had  fallen 
The  lesson  with  deepest  p)ower. 

Went  home  to  the  sainted  glory 
In  the  dawn  of  his  manhood's  hour. 

Ah  !  then,  as  the  waves  of  sorrow 
Went  over  my  drooping  head. 

My  pupils  became  my  teachers. 

The  living  was  taught  by  the  dead  ! 

And  the  more  their  memory  held  me. 
The  children  I  ne'er  could  see  ; 

The  more  we  rehearsed  that  lesson 
The  children  yet  left  with  me. 


1 


And  still,  when  the  Book  is  opened 
Where  wisdom  and  peace  are  found. 

We  fancy  our  loved  ones  bending 
To  meet  us  on  holy  ground. 
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And  the  lesson  so  pure  and  tender, 

We  study  with  silent  prayer, 
Sinks  down  to  our  inmost  spirits, 

With  these  angels  hovering  there  ! 

And  we  long  to  fold  our  pinions, 

By  sin  and  by  sorrow  pressM, 
'Keath  the  tree  by  the  crystal  river, 

The  city  of  endless  rest ! 

Till  then,  with  a  zeal  untiring, 

We'll  con  the  lesson  of  love ; 
The  children  on  earth  yet  dwelling, 

And  the  children  moored  above. 


JAMES  G.  SMALL. 


Tm  RBV.  Jambs  G.  small  U  a  naUve  of  Edinbutigrh.     Haring  attended  the  uniTenity  o 
:  dty.  be  there  attained  distinction  as  a  successfhl  competitor  for  rarious  prize  poenu 
ha  published  a  Tohune  of  poems,  entitled  "  The  Highlands,  etc"    This  work  has 
dutwch  several  edStioas.    Two  small  poetical  works  from  his  pen  hare  likewise  been 
In  1847.  Mr*  Small  was  ordained  pastor  of  the  Free  Church,  Bervie.  Kincardine- 


VOICES  FROM  HEAVEN. 

What  strains  of  compassion  are  heard  from  above. 
Calling  sinners  to  flee  to  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 
TIs  the  voice  of  the  Saviour  who  speaks  from  on  high — 
••  Turn,  turn,  ye  poor  wanderers,  O  why  will  ye  die  ? 
Tom,  turn,  ere  ye  perish ;  for  judgment  is  nigh." 

What  .a  sweet  invitation  is  heard  from  above  ! 

Calling  children  to  fly  to  the  bosom  of  Love  I 

*Tis  the  voice  of  the  Shepherd  !  how  kind  is  Its  tone— 

•*  Come,  ye  young  ones,  to  me,  ere  life's  spring-time  be  flown ; 

I  will  take  you,  and  bless  you,  and  make  you  mine  own.*' 
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What  accents  of  comfort  are  beard  firom  above, 
Calling  mourners  to  rest  on  the  bosom  of  Loire  ! 
Tis  the  voice  of  our  tender  and  faithful  High  Priest — 
*•  Come  to  me,  ye  who  labour,  with  sorrows  oppress*d  ; 
Come,  and,  learning  of  me,  your  tired  soul  shall  find  rest' 

What  songs  of  rejoicing  are  rising  above 
From  the  blest  who  repose  on  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 
*Tis  the  voice  of  the  ransomed  ;  how  joyful  the  strain — 
"  Glory,  blessing,  and  power  to  the  Lamb  that  was  glaiw^ 
For  He  suffered  for  us,  and  with  Him  we  shall  reign." 


"  REJOICE  EVERMORE," 

Child  of  God  and  heir  of  glory. 

Wherefore  should  thy  heart  despond  ? 

Set  the  joys  of  heaven  before  thee ; 
Pierce  the  veil,  and  look  beyond. 

Brood  not  o*er  this  scene  of  sorrow. 
Think  of  all  the  hopes  reveal'd ; 

From  \\iQ  future  learn  to  borrow 
What  \)^^  present  cannot  yield. 

Let  thy  heart  be  ever  cheerful. 
So  thy  soul  shall  still  be  strong  ; 

To  the  timid  and  the  fearful. 
Ne'er  does  victory  belong. 

What  though  clouds  above  thee  hover  ! 

They  shall  soon  be  chased  away  ; 
And,  dispersing,  will  discover 

All  the  glory  of  the  day. 

What  though  now  the  path  thou  treadest 
Be  with  grieving  thorns  beset ! 

All  the  ills  which  here  thou  dreadest 
Yonder  thou  shalt  soon  forget. 
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CHARITIE  LEES  SMITH. 

CMAXrriB  Less  Smith  it  the  dau^rhter  of  the  Rev.  Sidney  Smith,  D.D.,  rector  of  Agha- 
hifcher,  county  Fermanafrh,  Ireland ;  &he  was  born  at  BloomAeld,  Merrion,  in  the  county  of 
DabBn.  MiM  Smith  has  composed  a  numl>cr  of  sacred  lyrics ;  she  has  contributed  to  several 
rdilfioas  serials.    Her  hymn  entitled  "  Heavenly  Anticipations "  is  a  favourite  in  Sunday • 


HEAVENLY  ANTICIPATIONS. 

Oh  for  the  robes  of  whiteness  ! 

Oh  for  the  tearless  eyes  ! 
Oh  for  the  glorious  brightness 

Of  the  unclouded  skies  ! 


Oh  for  the  no  more  weeping 

Within  the  land  of  love, 
The  endless  joy  of  keeping 

The  bridal  feast  above  ! 

Oh  for  the  bliss  of  dying, 

My  risen  Lord  to  meet ! 
Oh  for  the  rest  of  lying 

For  ever  at  His  feet ! 

Oh  for  the  hour  of  seeing 

My  Saviour  face  to  face, 
The  hope  of  ever  being 

In  that  sweet  meeting-place ! 

Jesus,  Thou  King  of  glory, 
I  soon  shall  dwell  with  Thee  ; 

I  soon  shall  sing  the  story 
Of  Thy  great  love  to  me. 

Meanwhile  my  thoughts  shall  enter, 
E*en  now,  before  Thy  throne, 

That  all  my  love  may  centre 
On  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 
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"  MIGHTY  TO  SAVE." 
(ContribuUd,) 

The  King  of  glory  standeth 

Beside  that  heart  of  sin. 
His  mighty  voice  commandeth 

The  raging  waves  within ; 
The  floods  of  deepest  anguish 

Roll  backward  at  His  will. 
As  o*er  the  storm  ariseth 

His  mandate,  **  Peace,  be  stilL 

At  times,  with  sudden  glory, 

He  speaks,  and  all  is  done  ! 
Without  one  stroke  of  battle 

The  victory  is  won  : 
While  we  with  joy  beholding, 

Can  scarce  believe  it  true, 
That  e'en  our  kingly  Jesus 

Can  form  such  hearts  anew. 


He  comes  in  blood-stain*d  garments  ; 

Upon  His  brow  a  crown  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  fly  open. 

The  iron  bands  drop  down. 
From  off"  the  fettered  captive 

The  chains  of  Satan  fall. 
While  angels  shout  triumphant. 

That  Christ  is  Lord  of  all ! 

But  sometimes  in  the  stillness. 

He  gently  draweth  near. 
And  whispers  words  of  welcome. 

Into  the  sinner's  ear  : 
With  anxious  heart  He  waiteth 

The  answer  of  His  cry, 
That  oft  repeated  question, 

"0  wherefore  wilt  thou  die  t" 
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Or,  in  the  gatherii^  darlmrs^ 

With  wounded  feet  and  sore. 
The  sa]^liant  Savioor  standeth 

And  knodceth  at  the  door  : 
The  bleak  winds  howl  around  Him, 

The  unbelief  and  sin ; 
Yet  Jesus  waits,  entreating 

lliat  He  may  enter  in. 

He  whispers  through  the  portal ; 

He  woos  them  with  His  love ; 
He  calls  them  to  the  kingdom 

That  waits  for  them  above  : 
He  speaks  of  all  the  gladness 

His  yearning  heart  would  give, 
Tells  of  the  cleansing  fountain. 

And  bids  them  "wash,  and  live." 

Oh  Christ,  His  love  is  mighty  ! 

Long-suffering  is  His  grace  ! 
And  glorious  is  the  splendour 

That  beameth  from  His  face  ! 
Our  hearts  up-leap  in  gladness, 

When  we  behold  that  love. 
As  we  go  singing  onward 

To  dwell  with  Him  above ! 


MRS.  CAROLINE  SOUTHEY. 

tOLIXB  Ames  BOWLES  was  dau^^hter  of  Charles  Bowles,  Esq.,  of  Buckland,  North 
■i«j**M^-  She  was  bom  in  X786.  In  1830,  she  first  appeared  as  an  author,  by  the  pubUca- 
i  of  ••  "Ellen  FitsBTthur,  a  Metrical  Tale."  She  subsequently  published  "  Chapters  on  Church- 
li;'  "Mominff*  with  Mamma;"  "  Robin  Hood  ;"  and  "The  Birthday;  a  Poem."  She 
HOC,  In  zfl!j9»  Kl>«  second  wife  of  the  poet  Southey.    Her  death  took  place  in  1854. 

THE  MARINER'S  HYMN. 

Launch  thy  bark,  mariner  ; 

Christian,  God  speed  thee  ; 
Let  loose  the  rudder-bands, 

Good  angels  lead  thee. 

L  L 


•I 
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Set  thy  sails  warily, 
Tempests  will  come ; 

Steer  thy  course  steadily  : 
Christian,  steer  home. 

Look  to  the  weather-bow. 

Breakers  are  round  thee  ; 
Let  fall  the  plummet  now, 

Shallows  may  ground  thee. 
Reef  in  the  foresail,  there, — 

Hold  the  helm  fast ; 
So— let  the  vessel  wear  ; 

There  swept  the  blast. 

**  What  of  the  night,  watchman  ? 

What  of  the  night?" 
"  Cloudy,  all  quiet. 

No  land  yet— all 's  right" 
Be  wakeful,  be  vigilant ; 

Danger  may  be 
At  an  hour  when  all  seemeth 

Securest  to  thee. 


How !  gains  the  leak  so  fast  ? 

Clear  out  the  hold ; 
Hoist  up  thy  merchandise, 

Heave  out  thy  gold. 
There — let  the  ingots  go  ; 

Now  the  ship  rights : 
Hurrah  !  the  harbour's  near  ; 

Lo  !  the  red  lights. 

Slacken  not  sail  yet, 

At  inlet  or  island  ; 
Straight  for  the  beacon  steer. 

Straight  for  the  high  land. 
Crowd  all  thy  canvas  on. 

Cut  through  the  foam  ; 
Christian,  cast  anchor  now. 

Heaven  is  thy  home. 
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jOSSra.  Stammers  was  bora  at  Bury  St  Edmunds,  in  x8oz.  Educated  for  the  legal  pro- 
§tamkm,  be  practised  for  some  years  as  a  solicitor  in  the  city  of  London.  In  1833,  he  was  called 
to  the  bar,  and  Joined  the  Northern  Circuit.  Mr.  Stammers  continues  to  practise  as  a  barrister. 
Wvat  Oi  the  foOowfaig  hymns  have  been  kindly  contributed  to  thb  work  by  Mr.  Stammers. 
"*  Bfcast  the  ware.  Christian,''  was  written  by  him  many  years  ago  for  a  small  serial  edited  by 
Hbm  Rev.  John  Buckworth.  late  vicar  of  Dewsbury.  From  this  source  it  had  got  Into  the  hymn* 
It  has  been  assigned  to  at  least  five  different  writers.  We  r^ok:e  to  establish  the  true 


BREAST  THE  WAVE,  CHRISTIAN. 

Breast  the  wave,  Christian, 
When  it  is  strongest ; 

Watch  for  day,  Christian, 
When  the  night  *s  longest ; 

Onward  and  onward  still 
.  Be  thine  endeavour ; 

The  rest  that  remaineth 
Will  be  for  ever. 


Fight  the  fight,  Christian, 

Jesus  is  o*er  thee  ; 
Run  the  race.  Christian, 

Heaven  is  before  thee. 
He  who  hath  promised 

Faltereth  never; 
The  love  of  eternity 

Flows  on  for  ever. 


Lift  the  eye.  Christian, 

Just  as  it  closeth ; 
Raise  the  heart,  Christian, 

Ere  it  reposeth ; 
Thee  from  the  love  of  Christ 

Nothing  shall  sever ; 
Mount  when  thy  work  is  done, 

Praise  Him  for  ever. 
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THE  RIVER  IS  FREE ! 

Isaiah  It.  z. 
{ContribuUd.) 

Hark  I  the  cry  sounds  from 

Etemit/s  brink : 
Ho  !  he  that  thirsteth. 

Come  now  and  drink  I 
Freeman,  or  bond -slave, 

Whoever  you  be, 
Drink  of  salvation. 

The  river  is  free ! 

Ho  !  to  the  wanderer, 

Weary  and  worn  ! 
Ho !  to  the  objects 

Of  pity  and  scorn  ! 
Homeless  and  desolate, 

Land-bom,  or  sea. 
Come  to  the  waters, 

The  river  is  free  ! 

Mark  how  it  springeth 

From  mercy  alone  I 
The  fountain  out-gusheth 

From  God's  holy  throne  ; 
It  cheereth,  it  cleanseth 

Such  sinners  as  we  ; 
'Tis  life  everlasting, 

The  river  is  free  ! 


HIND  OF  THE  MORNING. 

Psalm  xxii. 
(Contrilmttd.) 

Hind  of  the  morning,  come  running,  come  leai^iig, 
Spring  from  the  thickets,  and  quickly  appear ; 

Tlie  souls  of  Thy  people  are  weary  with  weeping 
Xivd  YTwX.  fox  TVi*:^  presence  to  dry  up  the  tear. 
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Far  have  they  travelled  in  darkness  and  sorrow, 

Wasted  and  weary,  afflicted,  forlorn  ; 
L.ooking  for  joy  on  each  coming  to-morrow, 

Hoping  as  those  that  long  watch  for  the  dawn. 

When  shall  they  drink,  at  the  source  of  Thy  fountains. 
The  stream  of  those  pleasures  that  flow  from  above  ? 

O  Hind  of  the  morning,  make  haste  o'er  the  mountains, 
And  feed  them  with  freshness,  and  fill  them  with  love  ! 


THE  CRUCIFIXION. 
(CotUrilmUd,) 

O  Head,  so  full  of  bruises  I 
Brow,  that  its  life-blood  loses  I 

Oh  I  great  humility  ! 
Across  His  face  are  flying 
The  shadows  of  the  dying  : 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me  I 

O  Back,  by  scourges  ploughM ! 
O  Soul,  by  sorrow  bowM 

Upon  the  accursM  tree  ! 
He  hears  the  bitter  scorning  ; 
Tis  night,  without  a  dawning  : 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me  I 

Eye,  that  in  darkness  sinketh ! 
Lip,  that  the  red  cup  drinketh  ! 

Hands,  bound  to  misery ! 
See,  from  His  feet  forth  streameth 
The  fountain  that  redeemeth  I 

'Twas  suffer'd  all  for  me ! 

And  now  He  speaks,  oh  hearken, 
While  clouds  all  nature  darken ! 

"  Lama  sabachthani  ?  " 
His  head  is  bent,  and  droopeth  I 
To  such  a  death  He  stoopeth  I 

*Twas  suffered  all  for  me ! 


i 
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"SURSUM  CORDAI" 
(Contributed.) 

**SURSUM  corda  !"  let  your  hearts 
Mount  to  heaven,  as  sleep  departs ; 
Early  Mraking  from  repose, 
Sweet  and  fragrant  as  the  rose, 
Let  the  incense  prayer  arise 
To  the  Maker  of  the  skies. 
Who  dyes  the  East  uith  purple  dyes 
And  loves  the  morning  sacrifice. 

"Sursum  corda!'* 

"Sursum  corda!"  let  your  hearts 
Mount  to  heaven,  as  day  departs ; 
Lifl  the  voice,  with  all  your  power, 
At  the  lingering  sunset  hour. 
While  the  light  its  glory  flings 
On  hallow'd  men  and  angels*  wings, 
And  gilds  the  earth's  remotest  things ; 
Sing,  as  the  cherub  angel  sings. 

"Sursum  corda  I*' 

**  Sursum  corda  !**  let  your  hearts 
Moimt  in  praise,  as  life  departs  ; 
Ere  with  garb  immortal  deck*d. 
Take  the  glorious  retrospect ; 
Though  a  spirit  bom  in  sin. 
Yet  to  heavenly  hosts  akin. 
Destined  a  golden  crown  to  win. 
At  God*s  own  gate  to  enter  in. 

"Sursum  corda  !** 
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ANNE  STEELE. 

liMXE  STSBLB  was  born  at  Broutrhton,  Hampshire,  in  1717.  Her  father,  Wifliam  Steele,  a 
imber-merchant,  officiated  for  sixty  years  as  the  unsalaried  pastor  of  the  Baptist  congreji^ion 
iC  Broushton.  Anne  was  delicate  from  childhood,  and  of  retiring  habits.  Under  the  name  of 
riieodoAia,  she  pubUsbed,  in  1760,  two  volumes  of  "  Poems  and  Hymns."  A  third  volnme  of 
sacred  lyrics,  £rom  her  pen,  was  published  after  her  decease.  She  died  at  Broughton,  fan 
KoTcaber,  1778,  at  the  age  of  sixty-one.  Her  life  was  spent  in  worlcs  of  bene\-olence.  For 
BULny  yeaws  she  suiTered  from  severe  bodily  pain,  which  she  bore  with  exemplary  patience. 


THE  EXCELLENCY  OF  HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 

Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  I 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  ador'd 

For  these  celestial  lines. 

Here  mines  of  heavenly  wealth  disclose 
Their  bright  unbounded  store  ; 

The  glittering  gem  no  longer  glows. 
And  India  boasts  no  more. 

Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find  ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 

And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows. 

And  yields  a  free  repast ; 
Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 

Invite  the  longing  taste. 

Here  may  the  blind  and  hungry  come, 

And  light  and  food  receive  ; 
Here  shall  the  meanest  guest  have  room, 

And  taste  and  see  and  live. 

Amidst  these  gloomy  wilds  below, 
When  dark  and  sad  we  stray, 

Here  beams  of  heaven  relieve  our  woe. 
And  guide  to  endless  day. 
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Here  springs  of  consolation  rise. 
To  dieer  the  fainting  mind ; 

And  thirsty  souls  receive  supplies. 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 

When  guilt  and  terror,  pain  and  grie^ 

United,  rend  the  heart, 
Here  sinners  meet  Divine  relief 

And  cool  the  raging  smart. 

Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around. 

And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

But  when  His  painful  sufferings  rise, — 
Delightful,  dreadful  scene ! 

Angels  may  read  with  wondering  eyes 
That  Jesus  died  for  men. 

Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see. 

And  still  increasing  light ! 

Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lprd, 

Be  Thou  for  ever  near ; 
Teach  me  to  love  Thy  sacred  word. 

And  view  my  Saviour  there. 


CHRIST  EXALTED. 

Now  let  us  raise  our  cheerful  strains, 
And  join  the  blissful  choir  above ; 

There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns, 
And  there  they  sing  His  wondrous  love. 

While  seraphs  tune  th'  immortal  song. 
Oh,  may  we  feel  the  sacred  flame ; 

And  every  heart  and  every  tongue 
Adore  the  Saviour's  glorious  name. 
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• 

Jesus,  who  once  upon  the  tree 

In  agonizing  pains  expired, — 
Who  died  for  rebels— yes,  His  He  ! 

How  bright !  how  lovely  !  how  admired ! 

Je^s,  who  died  that  we  might  live, — 
Died  in  the  wretched  traitor's  place ; 

Oh,  what  returns  can  mortals  give 
For  such  immeasurable  grace  I 

Were  universal  nature  ours, 
And  art,  with  all  her  boasted  store, — 

Nature  and  art,  with  all  their  powers. 
Would  still  confess  the  offerer  poor. 

Yet,  though  for  bounty  so  Divine 

We  ne'er  can  equal  honours  raise, 
Jesus,  may  all  our  hearts  be  Thine, 

And  all  our  tongues  proclaim  Thy  praise. 


MORNING. 

Lord  of  my  life,  O  may  Thy  praise 

Employ  my  noblest  powers  ; 
Whose  goodness  lengthens  out  my  days. 

And  fills  the  circling  hours. 

Preserved  by  Thy  almighty  arm, 

I  pass'd  the  shades  of  night. 
Serene  and  safe  irom  every  harm, 

And  see  returning  light. 

While  many  spent  the  night  in  sighs. 

And  restless  pains  and  woes. 
In  gentle  sleep  I  closed  my  eyes. 

And  undisturb'd  repose. 

When  sleep,  death's  semblance,  o'er  me  spread. 

And  I  unconscious  lay. 
Thy  watchful  care  was  round  my  bed. 

To  guard  my  feeble  clay. 
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Oh,  let  the  same  ahnighty  care 
My  waking  hours  attend  ; 

From  every  danger,  every  snare. 
My  heedless  steps  defend. 

Smile  on  my  minutes  as  they  roll. 
And  guide  my  future  days ; 

And  let  Thy  goodness  fill  my  soul 
With  gratitude  and  praise. 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  CREATURES. 

There  is  a  God,  all  nature  speaks, 
Through  earth,  and  air,  and  seas,  and  skies  ; 

See,  from  the  clouds  His  glory  breaks, 
When  the  first  beams  of  morning  rise  ! 

The  rising  sun,  serenely  bright. 

O'er  the  wide  world's  extended  frame 

Inscribes,  in  characters  of  light. 
His  mighty  Maker's  glorious  name. 

Diffusing  life.  His  influence  spreads. 
And  health  and  plenty  smile  around ; 

The  fruitful  fields  and  verdant  meads 
Are  with  a  thousand  blessings  crown'd. 

Almighty  goodness,  power  Divine, 
The  fields  and  verdant  meads  display. 

And  bless  the  hand  which  made  them  shine 
With  various  charms,  profusely  gay. 

For  man  and  beast,  here  daily  food 

In  wide  extensive  plenty  grows  ; 
And  there,  for  drink,  the  crystal  flood 

In  streams,  sweet  winding,  gently  flows. 

By  cooling  streams  and  softening  showers 

The  vegetable  race  are  fed  ; 
And  trees,  and  plants,  and  herbs,  and  flowers 

Their  Maker's  bounty  smiling  spread. 
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The  flowery  tribes  all  blooming  rise 

Above  the  faint  attempts  of  art ; 
Their  bright,  inimitable  dyes 

Speak  sweet  conviction  to  the  heart. 

Ye  curious  minds,  who  roam  abroad 

And  trace  creation's  wonders  o*er, 
Confess  the  footsteps  of  the  God, 

And  bow  before  Him,  and  adore. 


WEARY  SOULS  INVITED  TO  REST 

Come,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressed, 
The  Saviour  offers  heavenly  rest ; 
The  kind,  the  gracious  call  obey. 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

Oppressed  with  guilt,  a  painful  load. 
Oh  come  and  spread  your  woes  abroad  ; 
Divine  compassion,  mighty  love, 
Will  all  the  painful  load. remove. 

Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows. 
To  cleanse  your  guilt,  and  heal  your  woes  ; 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace  ! 

Lord,  we  accept,  with  thankful  heart. 
The  hope  Thy  gracious  words  impart ; 
We  come  with  trembling,  yet  rejoice 
And  bless  the  kind  inviting  voice. 

Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove. 
And  sweetly  influence  every  breast. 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  rest 

THE  CONTRITE  HEART. 

O  Thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh. 
Whose  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 

From  sorrow's  weeping  eye  I 
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See,  low  before  Thy  throne  of  grace, 
A  wretched  wanderer  mourn. ! 

Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  face  ? 
Hast  Thou  not  said.  Return  ? 

And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail. 
To  drive  me  from  Thy  feet  ? 

Oh  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail. 
This  only  safe  retreat 

Absent  from  Thee,  my  Guide,  my  Lig^ 

Without  one  cheering  ray. 
Through  dangers,  fears,  and  gloomy  night. 

How  desolate  my  way  I 

O  shine  on  this  benighted  heart. 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine ; 

And  let  Thy  healing  voice  impart 
A  taste  of  joys  Divine. 

Thy  presence  only  can  bestow 
Delights  which  never  cloy  ; 

Be  this  my  solace  here  below. 
And  my  eternal  joy. 


THE  PROMISED  LAND. 

Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  nigfat 

Unbounded  glories  rise, 
And  realms  of  infinite  delight. 

Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

Fair,  distant  land  !  could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  joys  explore. 
How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise 

And  dwell  on  earth  no  more. 

There  pain  and  sickness  never  oome, 
And  grief  no  more  complains  ; 

Health  triumphs  in  immortal  bloom. 
And  endless  pleasure  reigns. 
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From  discord  free,  and  war's  alaitas, 

And  want,  and  pining  care. 
Plenty  and  peace  unite  their  charms, 

And  smile  unchanging  there. 

There  rich  varieties  of  joy 

Continual  feast  the  mind  ; 
Pleasures  which  fill  but  never  cloy, 

Immortal  and  refin*d. 


No  factious  strife,  no  envy  there 
The  sons  of  peace  molest ; 

But  harmony  and  love  sincere 
Fill  every  happy  breast 

No  doud  those  blissful  regions  know, 

For  ever  bright  and  fair; 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe. 

Can  never  enter  there. 

There  no  alternate  night  is  known. 
Nor  sun's  faint,  sickly  ray  ; 

But  glory  from  the  sacred  throne 
Spreads  everlasting  day. 

The  glorious  Monarch  there  displays 
His  beams  of  wondrous  grace  : 

His  happy  subjects  sing  His  praise. 
And  bow  before  His  face. 

O  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 
Our  hearts  with  ardent  love, 

Till  wings  of  faith  and  strong  desire 
Bear  every  thought  above. 

Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  Divine, 
For  Thy  bright  courts  on  high ; 

Then  bid  our  spirits  rise  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky. 


i 
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SAMUEL  STENNETT,  D.D. 

Samuel  STENNETT  wis  bom  at  Exeter,  in  1777.  His  &ther.  Dr.  Joseph  Stennctt. 
pastor  of  the  Baptist  conKTei?3^on  in  that  city ;  he  subsequently  became  wlni^tgi  of 
Baptist  chapel.  Little  Wild  Street.  Ix>ndon.  In  this  pastorate,  Samoe!  succeeded  his  t» 
In  1758.  He  was  priTtle};ed  with  the  friendship  of  Georse  III.,  who  emplojred  him  m  % 
literary  concerns.  He  died  on  the  a4th  Auini^.  X795.  in  his  sisty-eiKhth  year.  Dr.  Sas 
Stennett  is  author  of  several  doctrinal  worics.  These  were  repub&ihed  with  a  memoir  in  1 
Thirty-four  hymns  of  his  composition  are  appended.  Dr.  Steaaett  cootrllxitcd  fire  hymz 
Dr.  R^>pon's  Selection. 


EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  SCRIPTURES. 

Let  avarice  firom  shore  to  shore 

Her  favorite  god  pursue ; 
Thy  word,  O  Lord,  we  value  more 

Than  India  or  Peru. 

Here  mines  of  knowledge,  love,  and  joy- 
Are  open'd  to  our  view  ; 

The  purest  gold  without  alloy. 
And  gems  of  brightest  hue. 

The  counsels  of  redeeming  grace 
These  sacred  leaves  unfold  ; 

And  here  the  Saviour's  lovely  fJDUX 
Our  raptured  eyes  behold. 

Here  light,  descending  firom  above. 

Directs  our  doubtful  feet ; 
Here  promises  of  heavenly  love 

Our  ardent  wishes  meet 

Our  numerous  griefs  are  here  redrest. 
And  all  our  wants  supplied ; 

Nought  we  can  ask  to  make  us  blest 
Is  in  this  book  denied. 

For  these  inestimable  gains, 

That  so  enrich  the  mind. 
Oh  may  we  search  with  eager  pains^ 

Assur'd  that  we  shall  find. 
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THE  PROMISED  LAND. 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand. 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

Ob,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields,  array'd  in  living  green, 

And  rivers  of  delight. 

There  generous  fruits,  that  never  fail, 

On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
There  rocks  and  hills,  and  brooks  and  vales 

With  milk  and  honey  flow.  ^ 

All  o'er  those  wide  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day ; 
There  God  the  Son  for  ever  reigns, 

And  scatters  night  away. 

No  chilling  winds,  or  p)oisonous  breath 
Can  reach  that  healthful  shore  ; 

Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death 
Are  felt  and  fear'd  no  more. 

When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  for  ever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 

And  in  His  bosom  rest  ? 

Fill'd  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 

Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 
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JOHN  STOCELER. 

THB  permial  histocy  of  tJib  hjnnn-wiitier  b  onknovni.  He  Ured  at  Hatriton,  Dcnndurc, 
and  cootributcd  sereral  hymns  to  The  Gm^  MtigaMim*  In  1776  snd  1777.  The  fcflovinf 
hyinn  is  nmch  eiteenied. 

THE  DIVINE  MERCY.* 

Thy  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  theme  of  my  song^ 
The  joy  of  my  heart,  and  the  boast  of  my  tongue  ; 
Thy  free  grace  alone,  from  the  first  to  the  last. 
Hath  won  my  affections,  and  bound  my  soul  fast. 

Without  Thy  sweet  mercy  I  could  not  live  here. 
Sin  soon  would  reduce  me  to  utter  despair  ; 
But  through  Thy  free  goodness  my  spirits  revive^ 
And  He  that  first  made  me  still  keeps  me  alive. 

Whene'er  I  mistake.  Thy  kind  mercy  begins 
To  melt  me,  and  then  I  can  mourn  for  my  sins  ; 
And,  led  by  Thy  Spirit  to  Jesus's  blood. 
My  sorrows  are  dried  and  my  strength  is  renew'd. 

Thy  mercy  is  more  than  a  match  for  my  heart, 
Which  wonders  to  feel  its  own  hardness  depart ; 
Dissolved  by  Thy  sunshine,  I  &11  to  the  ground. 
And  weep  to  the  praise  of  the  mercy  I  found. 

Thy  mercy  is  endless,  most  tender  and  free  ; 
No  sinner  need  doubt,  since  *tis  given  to  me  ; 
No  merit  will  buy  it,  nor  sin  stop  its  course  ; 
Good  works  are  the  fruits  of  its  freeness  and  force. 

The  doors  of  Thy  mercy  are  open  all  day 
To  the  poor  and  the  needy  who  knock  by  the  way  ; 
But  those  that  bring  cash  in  the  mouth  of  their  sack. 
The  rich  and  the  proud,  shall  be  empty  sent  back. 

Dear  Father,  Thy  merciful  word  is  my  all ; 
Thy  promise  supports  me  when  ready  to  fall  r 
When  enemies  crowd,  to  cause  doubt  and  despair, 
I  conquer  them  all  by  the  spirit  of  prayer. 

*  From  T^  Gof^l  MagastnCtNQV>^«V9.  '^KirA*  London,  1776^  8vow 
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Thy  mercj,  in  Jesus,  exempts  me  from  hell ; 
Of  Thy  mercy  1*11  sing,  of- Thy  mercy  1*11  tell ; 
'Twas  Jesns,  my  Friend,  when  He  hung  on  the  tree, 
That  open'd  the  channel  of  mercy  for  me. 

Great  Father  of  mercies.  Thy  goodness  I  own, 
And  the  covenant-love  of  Thy  crucified  Son ; 
All  praise  to  the  Spirit,  whose  whisper  Divine 
Seals  mercy,  and  pardon,  and  righteousness  mine. 


HUGH  STOWELL. 

REV.  HUGH  STOWBLl.  was  born  on  3rd  of  December,  1799,  at  Doufi^las,  Isle  of  Man. 
Rector  of  BaUaogh.  near  Ramsey.  In  18x8,  he  entered  St  Edmonds  Hall. 
be  gradnated  in  xSaa.  In  1803.  he  took  orders.  After  labouring  as  curate  of 
,  Ckmoeacenhire,  and  of  Trinity  Church,  Huddersfidd,  for  two  years,  he  accepted 
'  Sc  Stephen's  Chmxh,  Salford.  The  large  and  elet^ant  structure  of  Christchurch, 
was  snbseqacntly  reared  by  subscription  for  his  constantly  increasing  congregation. 
wmm  BomiiiaScd  to  an  honorary  canonry  of  Chester ;  subsequently  he  was  appointed 
oTSaUbrd. 
Mb.  acowdl  fmbliahed  "  Tiactarknian  Tested."  9  rols..  8vo ;  "  A  Model  for  Men  of  Bosi- 
;  aad  *'  Pleasures  of  Religion,  and  other  Poems."  In  1831  he  issued  "  A  Collection 
;  and  Hjroins  suited  to  the  senrices  of  the  Church  of  England."  He  contributed  to 
1  r«  isioas  serials.  His  pulpit  prelections  were  of  a  high  order.  He  died  at  Salford,  on 
gbttth  October,  zfl6s  T^^  Bible  Society's  Jubilee  Hymn  was  contributed  by  the  reverend 
anea  tor  liisvitk»  intUa  work  some  time  before  his  death. 


THE  DAY  OF  REST. 

Hail  I  hallowed  day  of  heavenly  rest, 

To  man  in  Eden  given; 
The  day  which  the  Creator  blcss*d, 

A  type  and  pledge  of  heaven. 

When  fallen  man,  forlorn  and  reft. 
Was  wrapp'd  in  sorrow's  shroud, 

This  sign  of  mercy  still  was  left, — 
A  rainbow  in  the  cloud. 


Memorial  of  blessings  fled, 
It  bade  the  banished  mourn  ; 

Prophet  of  good,  it  likewise  said, 
Ye  banish'd  ones,  return. 


M  M 
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And  now  a  richer  light  is  shed 
On  thee,  sweet  day  of  gxaoe  ; 

Creation  hides  her  lowly  head. 
Before  redemption's  £u:e. 

'  We  little  children  hail  the  day 

Which  breathes  of  peace  and  lo^e^ 
Which  bids  our  toils  and  cares  away. 
And  tells  of  rest  above. 

We  love  the  soothing  Sabbath  bdl; 

We  love  the  house  of  prayer ; 
Sweet  thoughts  and  hopes  within  us  swell. 

Whilst  we  are  gathered  there. 

Lord,  for  Thy  day  we  bless  Thy  name  ; 

Thy  law  has  made  it  sure  ; 
It  stands  from  age  to  age  the  same, 

The  birthright  of  the  poor. 

Oh,  may  these  first-fruits  of  our  time, 
These  Sabbath  seasons,  be 

Bright  steps  up  which  our  souls  may  climb, 
Till  they  are  safe  in  Thee. 


HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd, 

Wiping  every  tear ; 
Folded  in  His  bosom. 

What  have  we  to  fear  ? 
Only  let  us  follow 

Whither  He  doth  lead. 
To  the  thirsty  desert. 

Or  the  dewy  mead. 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd : 
Well  we  know  His  voice  ; 

How  its  gentlest  whisper 
Makes  our  heart  rejoice  ; 
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Even  when  He  chideth, 

Tender  is  its  tone ; 
None  but  He  shall  guide  us, 

We  lure  His  alone. 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd : 

For  the  sheep  He  bled  ; 
Every  Iamb  is  sprinkled 

With  the  blood  He  shed  ; 
Then  on  each  He  setteth 

His  own  secret  sign, — 
"  They  that  have  my  Sphit, 

"These,"  saith  He,  "are  mine." 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd  : 

Guarded  by  His  arm, 
Though  the  wolves  may  raven, 

None  can  do  us  harm  ; 
When  we  tread  death's  valley. 

Dark  with  fearful  gloom. 
We  will  fear  no  evil — 

Victors  o*er  the  tomb. 


THE  MERCY-SEAT. 

From  eVry  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  ev'ry  swelling  tide  of  woes. 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat 

There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
**  The  oil  of  gladness  "  on  our  heads, 
A  place  than  all  beside  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-stained  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  sp)ot  where  spirits  blend. 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend. 
Though  sundered  far ;  by  £uth  they  meet 
Around  the  common  mercy-seat. 

M  M  2 
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Ah !  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismajr'd — 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat — 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat  ? 

There  I  there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  time  and  sense  seem  all  no  more  ; 
And  heaven  comes  down,  our  souls  to  greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

O  may  my  hand  forget  her  skill. 
My  tongue  be  silent,  cold,  and  still. 
This  bounding  heart  forget  to  beat. 
If  I  forget  the  mercy-seat ! 

BIBLE  SOCIETY'S  JUBILEE  HYMN. 
{Contributed.) 

Lord  of  all  power  and  might. 
Father  of  Love  and  Light, 

Speed  on  Thy  Word  ! 
O,  let  the  Gospel  sound 
All  the  wide  world  around. 
Wherever  man  is  found  : 

God  speed  His  Word. 

On  this  high  Jubilee, 
Thine  let  the  glory  be: 

Hallelujah  ! 
Thine  was  the  mighty  plan. 
From  Thee  the  work  began; 
Away  with  praise  of  man. 

Glory  to  God. 

Lo !  what  embattled  foes 
Stem  in  their  hate  oppose 

God's  holy  Word  ; 
One  for  His  truth  we  stand. 
Strong  in  His  own  right  hand. 
Firm  as  a  martyr  band. 

God  shield  His  Word  I 
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Onward  shall  be  our  course, 
Despite  of  fraud  or  force; 

God  is  before: 
His  Word  ere  long  shall  run, 
Free  as  the  noonday  sun; 
His  purpose  must  be  done: 

God  bless  His  Word. 


RESIGNATION. 

Meek  Lamb  of  God,  on  Thee 
In  sorrow  I  repose  ; 
But  for  Thy  tenderness  and  grace, 
How  hopeless  were  our  woes ! 

Though  bitter  is  my  cup. 
Yet  how  can  I  repine  ? 
It  stills  my  every  restless  thought 
To  think  that  cup  was  Thine. 

Since  Thou  hast  hallow'd  woe, 
I  would  not  shun  the  rod. 
But  bless  the  chastening  hand  that  seeks 
To  bring  me  to  my  God. 

Distress  and  pain  I  hail, 
If  these  conform  to  Thee ; 
Be  but  Thy  peace,  Thy  patience  mine, 
And  *tis  enough  for  me. 
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CHARLES  SWAIN. 

CMARLBS  Swain  WM  bora  at  ICaachester.  In  ite>3.  la  ttir.  appored  his  **  Mclikal  Eoif 
a  volnae  of  poems,  which  attrscted  considerable  attcBtkm.  Mr.  Swaia  kas  sinoe  pabHili 
*•  The  Mind,  aad  other  Poems,"  1831 ;  "  DryborKh  Abbey."  iSja ;  "  Dianatk  Chaptcn."  >ti 
" Engttth  Melodies."  1849:  "The  Letters  of  Laura  d'Amrerne,  and  odier  Foeav,"  sSq;  a 
**  Art  and  Fashkm,"  1863.  Sereral  of  his  compositions  hare  beca  traaalated  iato  Frcach  a 
Cenaaa.    Mr.  Swaia  resides  in  his  aatiTcdty,  and  prosecutes  the  bariacM  of  a 


THE  TRUEST  FRIEND. 

Thers  is  a  friend,  a  secret  fHend, 

In  every  trial,  every  grief^ 
To  cheer,  to  counsel,  and  defend  ; 

Of  all  we  ever  had  the  chief ! 
A  friend  who,  watching  from  above, 

Whene'er  in  error's  path  we  trod. 
Still  sought  us  with  reproving  love  ; 

That  friend,  that  secret  friend.  Is  GoD  ! 

There  is  a  friend,  a  faithful  friend. 

In  every  chance  and  change  of  &te, 
Whose  boundless  love  doth  solace  send» 

When  other  friendships  come  too  late  I 
A  friend  that,  when  the  world  deceives. 

And  wearily  we  onward  plod. 
Still  comforts  every  heart  that  grieves  ; 

That  true,  that  faithful  friend,  is  GoD  ! 

How  blest  the  years  of  life  might  flow. 

In  one  unchanged,  unshaken  trust. 
If  man  this  truth  would  only  know. 

And  love  his  Maker,  and  be  just ! 
Yes,  there's  a  friend,  a  constant  friend. 

Who  ne'er  forsakes  the  lowliest  sod. 
But,  in  each  need,  His  hand  doth  lend ; 

That  friend,  that  truest  friend,  is  GoD  ! 
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THERE  IS  A  WREATH. 
{C<minht/ed.) 

There  is  a  wreath  for  him  whose  hand 

The  crimson  tide  of  battle  leads  ; 
The  trinmph  of  the  victor's  brand. 

Death  with  its  slaughtered  thousands  feeds  : 
Is  there  no  wreath  for  Christian  worth. 
For  him  that  fights  for  Truth  on  earth  ? 

The  monarch  dons  his  robe  of  state. 

The  jewellM  s3rmbol  of  his  power  : 
Is  there  no  robe  for  those  that  wait 

Christ's  coming  at  the  promised  hour  ; 
No  robe  of  state  that  shall  endure  ; 
No  garb  of  light  to  clothe  the  poor  ? 

Is  time  the  treasury  of  life. 

And  nothing  to  be  won  beyond  ? 
Is  earth  alone  with  riches  rife. 

And  heavenly  wealth  a  broken  bond  ? 
No:  hearts  that  have  with  Jesus  trod 
Shall  find  robe,  crown,  and  wealth  with  God  ! 


JOSEPH  SWAIN. 

:^lf  SWAIN  «n  bora  it  Bkmiiifhaiii,  in  1761.  DepriTod  of  his  parents  osrly  in  Hfe.  he 
tppreaticcd  to  an  engrsver.  He  proceeded  to  London,  and  there  united  liimself  wl^  gmy 
Me  becuie  suddenly  awakened  to  a  sense  of  liis  spiritual  dantrer.  procured  a  Bible, 
■thehiittenccsofDivinegrace.  found  peace.  He  Mudied  for  the  ministry,  and,  in 
•■  pa«or  of  the  Baptist  congregation  in  East  Street.  Walworth.  In  the  sama  year. 
■bOsbed  Us  "  Walwoctii  Hymns,"  samo.  HU  other  pubUcaUons  are  "  Redemption, "  a 
1  In  dglit  books;  and  "  Eqwrlmental  Essays  on  Divine  Subfects."    He  died  on  the  14th 

CHRISTIAN  LOVE. 

How  sweet,  how  heav'nly  is  the  sight. 

When  those  that  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another's  peace  delight, 

And  so  fiilfil  His  word  I 
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When  each  can  fed  his  brother  sig^ 

And  with  him  bear  a  p>art ; 
When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye, 

And  joy  from  heart  to  heart. 

When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride, 

Our  wishes  all  above, 
Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide, 

And  show  a  brother's  love. 

When  love,  in  one  delightful  stream. 

Thro*  every  bosom  flows  : 
When  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem. 

In  every  action  glows. 

Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 

The  happy  souls  above  ; 
And  he*s  an  heir  of  heav*n  that  finds 

His  bosom  glow  with  love. 


RANSOMED  SOULS. 

Ransom'd  souls,  in  every  station. 
Join  to  praise  your  glorious  King  ; 

We  who  taste  a  full  salvation 
Should  the  Saviour's  honours  sing  : 

Hallelujah  1 
Glory  be  to  Christ  our  King. 

Perfect  praise  we  soon  shall  render. 
On  the  blissful  plains  above. 

When,  in  all  His  dazzling  splendour. 
We  behold  the  God  of  love ; 

To  His  glory 
Every  passion  then  will  move. 

But,  since  none  in  heaven  denies  Him 

Any  honour  He  can  claim. 
Here  on  earth,  where  men  despise  Him, 

Let  us  glory  in  His  name : 
'Tis  our  honour, 

In  His  cause  to  suffer  shame. 
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"While  the  great  and  wise  reject  Him, 

Fond  of  outward  pomp  and  show  ; 
Oh,  let  none  of  ns  neglect  Him 

In  His  members  mean  and  low. 
But  as  princes 

Treat  the  poorest  saints  we  know. 

Think  (at  the  last  trumpet's  soundings 

When  the  creatures  all  appear, 
Christ  on  His  wliite  throne  surrounding). 

What  delight  'twill  be  to  hear 
Him  confessing 

Us  as  those  that  served  Him  here  ! 

**  Come,  ye  bless'd,  whom  tribulation. 

Sin,  and  Satan  could  not  move 
From  embracing  my  salvation  ; 

Come,  enjoy  my  perfect  love  : 
Live  for  ever 

With  me  on  my  throne  above." 

This  to  hear,  before  the  Father 

And  the  bright,  angelic  train. 
When  all  worlds  are  met  together, 

Is  the  glory  we  would  gain  : 
This  is  honour  ; 

Crowns,  compared  with  this,  are  vain. 


CHRISrS  UNPARALLELED  LOVE.* 

A  FRIEND  there  is — your  voices  join. 
Ye  saints,  to  praise  His  name, — 

Whose  truth  and  kindness  are  Divine, 
Whose  love 's  a  constant  flame. 

When  most  we  need  His  helping  hand. 

This  friend  is  always  near ; 
With  heav'n  and  earth  at  His  command, 

He  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

«  Written  on  the  occasion  of  the  death  of  the  authoi's  only  son. 
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His  lore  no  end  nor  measure  knows  ; 

No  change  can  turn  its  course  ; 
Immutably  the  same  it  flows. 

From  one  eternal  source. 

When  frowns  appear  to  veil  His  fiue. 
And  clouds  surround  His  throne, 

He  hides  the  purpose  of  His  grace 
To  make  it  better  known. 


And  if  Our  dearest  comforts  fall. 

Before  His  sov'reign  will. 
He  never  takes  away  our  all ; 

Himself  He  gives  us  still ! 

Our  sorrows  in  the  scale  He  weiglis. 
And  measures  out  our  pains  ; 

The  vrildest  storm  His  word  obeys. 
His  word  its  rage  restrains. 

No  hand  cm  move  in  earth  or  hdl 

Against  the  soul  He  loves, 
But  as  directed  by  His  will. 

But  as  His  love  approves. 

Then  let  Him  raise  His  chastening  hand; 

We  bend  beneath  His  rod. 
Resign  His  gifts  at  His  command. 

And  still  adore  our  God. 

Silent  be  all  my  anxious  fears  ; 

My  heart,  no  more  repine. 
Since  Jesus  in  His  bosom  wears 

The  flow*r  that  once  was  mine. 


ril  love  the  Lord,  and  trust  His  word. 
Though  He  thinks  fit  to  frown. 

And  kiss  the  hand  that  holds  the  sword 
Which  cuts  my  comforts  down. 


k 
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MERCY  IN  JESUS. 

Come,  ye  souls  by  sin  afflicted. 
Bowed  with  fruitless  sorrow  down; 

By  the  broken  law  convicted. 
Through  the  cross  behold  the  crown  I 
,  Look  to  Jesus, 

Mercy  flows  through  Him  alone. 

Take  His  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it ; 

Love  will  make  obedience  sweet ; 
Christ  will  give  you  strength  to  bear  it, 

While  His  wisdom  guides  your  feet 
Safe  to  glory, 

Where  His  ransomed  captives  meet 

Sweet  as  home  to  pilgrims  weary. 

Light  to  newly  opened  eyes. 
Or  full  springs  in  deserts  dreary. 

Is  the  rest  the  cross  supplies  ; 
All  who  taste  it 

Shall  to  rest  immortal  rise. 

Bless^  are  the  eyes  that  see  Him, 
Blest  the  eari  that  hear  His  voice  ; 

BlessM  are  the  souls  that  trust  Him, 
And  in  Him  alone  rejoice  ; 

His  commandments 
Then  become  their  happy  choice. 

But  to  sing  the  rest  of  glory 
Mortal  tongues  far  short  must  fall ; 

Tongues  celestial  strive  to  reach  it; 
But  it  soars  beyond  them  all: 
Faith  believes  it — Hope  expects  it — Love  desires  it; 
But  it  overwhelms  them  all. 
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JANE  TAYLOR. 

THE  rister  of  Mn.  Gilbert,  previously  noticed,  jANE  TAYI.OR  «w  bom  at  If&Bftoo. 
London,  on  the  asrd  September,  1763.  By  her  ikther  she  wbs  initiated  in  die  ut  of  CBpvnnf. 
In  181 1,  she  abandoned  engraving  for  a  literary  career.  She  pubBsbed.  conjointiy  whh  lier 
sister  Ann  afterwards  Mrs.  Gilbert,  a  series  of  volumes  of  sacred  lyrics  for  yoodifel  readers. 
She  died  in  April,  Z8B3.  Her  "  Poetical  Remains"  were  published  in  xtss  by  her  brother, 
Isaac  Taylor,  in  two  volumes,  8vo. 

• 

THE  HEAVENLY  PATH. 

There  is  a  path  that  leads  to  God ; 

All  others  go  astray  : 
Narrow,  but  pleasant,  is  the  road. 

And  Christians  love  the  way. 

It  leads  straight  through  this  world  of  sin, 

And  dangers  must  be  pass'd; 
But  those  who  boldly  walk  therein 

Will  get  to  heaven  at  last. 

How  shall  an  infant  pilgrim  dare 

This  dangerous  path  to  tread  ? 
For  on  the  way  is  many  a  snare. 

For  youthful  travellers  spread ; 

While  the  broad  road,  where  thousands  go, 

Lies  near  and  opens  fair, 
And  many  turn  aside,  I  know, 

To  walk  with  sinners  there. 

But,  lest  my  feeble  steps  should  slide 

Or  wander  from  the  way. 
Lord,  condescend  to  be  my  guide. 

And  I  shall  never  stray. 


HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Jesus,  our  gentle  Shepherd,  see 
These  tender  lambs  of  Zion's  fold  : 

Lo  !  we  are  come  to  follow  Thee ; 
Gather  and  guard  us  as  of  old  ; 

While  through  the  desert  world  we  stray, 

Preserve  us  in  the  narrow  way. 
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Where  Thy  refreshing  pastures  grow, 

Where  all  Tliy  chosen  flock  is  fed, 
Where  living  waters  gently  flow, 

There  may  our  wandering  feet  be  led  : 
Direct  us  towards  the  heavenly  hill. 
And  bear  us  in  Thy  bosom  still. 

Much  do  we  need  Thy  watchful  care. 

Through  every  day  and  every  hour  ; 
For  life  is  set  with  many  a  snare. 

And  Satan  wanders  to  devour  : 
But  we  are  safe  from  all  alarms. 
Within  our  heavenly  Shepherd's  arms. 

Here  in  the  gospel  we  are  told 

What  great  compassion  was  in  Thee, 
When  mothers  brought  their  babes  of  old — 

Poor  helpless  children,  such  as  we — 
E*en  to  Thy  tender  bosom  brought. 
And  Thou  didst  say  "Forbid  them  not." 

And  thus,  encouraged  by  Thy  grace, 

To  those  still  open  arms  we  fly  ; 
And,  though  we  cannot  see  Thy  face. 

Yet  Thou  canst  bless  us  from  on  high  ; 
For  still  Thy  gracious  word,  we  see. 
Says,  "  Suffer  them  to  come  to  me." 
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THOMAS  RAWSON  TAYLOR. 

Thb  earijr  ytaxt  of  Thomas  Rawson  Tayix>R,  eldest  aon  of  tiM  Rev.  Thamimt  Taykir, 
of  Bradford,  Yorkshire,  nuy  be  chronicled  In  his  own  words.  **  I  wms  boni  at  Owcti,  acv 
Wakefidd  [9th  May.  1807],  and  am  still  called  by  a  host  of  linty  ckKhien  tfacfa-  mwm  terw. 
When  I  was  about  a  year  old,  my  father  removed  to  Bradford,  where  I  aubsequea^  1 
thebrotherof  three  brothers  and  three  sisters,  mostof  whom  reauintiU  this  prescat,  bat  1 
have  &llea  asleep  In  Jesus.  I  was  educated,  as  it  is  catted,  at  Leaf  Square,  aea 
where  I  abode  three  yerrs.  At  the  age  of  fifteen,  I  entered  a  mecchaafs  oonatiag-hoasc  as 
cleric,  and  a  year  after  I  became  an  apprentice  to  Mr.  Duaa,  of  NoCtinghain.  My  so^oofB 
there  was,  on  many  accounts,  the  most  important  period  of  my  life."*  This  Nottiiv^haa  daily 
resembled,  in  piety  and  domestic  virtues,  that  of  his  fother,  awl  heace  die  ■*Mg<i*'^  tastes  and 
tendencies  acquired  at  home  were  here  stiU  more  stren|2;thened.  Three  years  afterwards,  by 
the  cheerful  consent  of  aU  parties,  he  i^ave  up  his  secular  occupatioa,  that  of  priatiac  for  the 
ministry,  and  entered  as  a  student  of  Airedale  College.  Here  he  remained  tiD  ifjo.  ] 
occasionally  in  many  villages  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  giving  evidence  of  rare 
StiU  rarer  gifts  of  the  Spirit  But  his  days  were  numbered.  He  had  been  alrtady  snai- 
HKMied  to  Join  those  of  his  fomily  who  had  gone  before  hiai.  In  Jnly.  xSjo,  he  >**^-**.  u. 
the  earnest  and  repeated  request  of  the  congrcgaikmof  Haward  Street  Chapd,  SbefBeM,  their 
minister,  but  in  January  of  the  roUowing  year  was  compelled  by  his  &iliag  heaUi  to  resiga 
his  duties  amongst  them.  From  this  time  his  health  gradually  sank,  with  occasioBal  paascs  of 
temporary  recovery,  till  on  March  7th,  1835,  he  too  feUasle^k.  A  vofaone  of  hit  **  ] 
with  a  memoir,  has  been  published,  London,  1^36, 8vo. 


LIFE  A  PILGRIMAGE. 

I*M  but  a  stranger  here, 
Heaven  is  my  home  ; 

Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

Danger  and  sorrow  stand 

Round  me  on  every  hand  ; 

Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

What  though  the  tempest  rage, 
Heaven  is  my  home  ; 

Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

And  time's  wild  wintry  blast 

Soon  shall  be  overpast ; 

I  shall  reach  home  at  last. 
Heaven  is  my  home. 
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There,  at  my  Savioni's  side, 

Heayen  is  my  home  ; 
I  shall  be  glorified, 

Heayen  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest. 
Those  I  love  most  and  best; 
And  there  I  too  shall  rest — 

Heayen  ^  my  home. 

Therefore  I  murmur  not. 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Whate'er  my  earthly  lot. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
And  I  shall  surely  stand 
There  at  my  Lord's  right  hand  ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


FOR  A  SABBATH-SCHOOL. 

Yes  !  It  is  good  to  worship  Thee, 
To  tread  Thy  courts,  O  Lord ! 

To  raise  the  voice,  to  bend  the  knee. 
To  hear  Thy  holy  word  ; 

We  praise  Thee  that  another  year 

Has  brought  this  blest  assembly  here. 

'TIS  sweet,  O  God,  to  sing  Thy  praise. 

Till  all  our  spirits  glow, 
And  we  could  almost  seem  to  raise 

The  notes  of  heaven  below  ; 
Hearts  all  on  fire,  and  feelings  strong. 
And  our  souls  melting  in  our  song. 

*Tis  sweet  when  every  voice  is  heard. 

The  aged  and  the  young ; 
Sweeter  when  every  soul  is  stirred 

To  feel  what  we  have  sung. 
And  thoughts  of  heaven  the  hearts  engage 
Of  smiling  youth  and  hoary%ige. 
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But  oh  !  if  songs  like  ours  be  sweet. 
How  sweet  that  song  must  be. 

Where  all  the  ransom'd  ones  shall  meet. 
From  sin  and  sorrow  free. 

Where  nought  of  sorrow  can  intrude 

To  mar  that  mighty  multitude. 

How  vast  that  heavenly  temple  is, 

How  ravishing  the  song  ! . 
Oh  how  unspeakable  the  bliss 

Of  that  exulting  throng, 
Waking  for  evermore  the  strain 
Of  praise  to  Him  who  once  was  slain ! 

Ours,  Saviour,  may  these  raptures  be, 

When  other  joys  are  past ; 
And,  having  livsd  on  earth  to  Thee, 

May  we  exchange  at  last 
This  house,  these  hours,  of  praise  and  prayer 
For  holier,  happier  worship  there. 


GODFREY  THRING. 

The  RBV.  GODPRBV  Thring  is  son  of  the  Rer.  John  Gale  Dahoo  Thriiif;,  former^  Rector 
of  Alford.  He  was  born  at  Alford,  ,and  was  educated  at  Shrewsbury  acbooL  In  it^a.  he 
entered  Baliol  College,  Oxford,  and  graduated  in  1846.  He  was  ordained,  in  1847,  as  amte  of 
Stratfield  Turgis.  He  now  holds  the  living  of  Alford  with  HombloctOB.  Mr.  TIttiiV  it  a 
contributor  of  sacred  lyrics  to  Morrell  and  How's  CollectkHU,  and  to  Cbap€^ 

AFTERNOON  HYMN. 
{Conirilfuted.) 

The  radiant  mom  hath  died  away. 

And  spent  too  soon  her  golden  store ; 
The  shadows  of  departing  day 
Creep  on  once  more. 

Our  life  is  but  a  fading  dawn. 

Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past : 
Lead  us,  O  Christ,  when  all  is  gone, 
Safe  home  at  last. 
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Oh,  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace. 

Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high ; 
Hdp  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky, 

Where  light,  and  life,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

In  undivided  empire  reign. 
And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
Their  deathless  strain, — 

Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white. 

And  evening  shadows  never  fall. 
Where  Thou,  eternal  Light  of  light. 
Art  Lord  of  all. 

A  HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Lord  of  power,  Lord  of  might, 

God  and  Father  of  us  all, 
Lord  of  day  and  Lord  of  night. 

Listen  to  our  solemn  call ; 
Listen,  whilst  to  Thee  we  raise 
Songs  of  prayer  and  songs  of  praise. 

Light,  and  love,  and  life  are  Thine, 

Great  Creator  of  all  good  ; 
Fill  our  souls  with  light  Divine  ; 

Give  us,  with  our  daily  food. 
Blessings  from  Thy  heavenly  store, 
Blessings  rich  for  evermore. 

Graft  within  our  heart  of  hearts 

Love  undying  for  Thy  name  ; 
Bid  us,  ere  the  day  departs, 

Spread  afar  our  Maker's  fame. 
Young  and  old  together  bless  ; 
Clothe  our  souls  with  righteousness. 

Full  of  years,  and  full  of  peace, 

May  our  life  on  earth  be  blest ; 
When  our  trials  here  shall  cease. 

And  at  last  we  sink  to  rest. 
Fountain  of*  eternal  love. 
Call  us  to  our  home  above. 

N  N 
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PATRICK  HUNTER  THOMS. 


Patrick  HUNTKR  thou S  is  a  native  or  Dundee.  He  is  editor  of  Profasor  Moms  Staar/s 
Letter*  to  Dr.  Channing  on  the  Divinity  of  Christ,  to  wiiich  be  has  prefixed  an  imtioduUoty 
esny.    Several  fogitive  pieces,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  have  proceeded  from  his  i 


THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAYER. 
(Contributed,) 

When  Adam  dwelt  in  Eden's  bowers. 
And  viewed  creation  young  and  fair. 

His  footsteps  pressed  the  stainless  flowers, 
As  still  he  sought  the  house  of  prayer. 

When  Abel  drew  the  firstling's  blood. 
And  drained  it  on  the  altar  bare, 

The  spot  which  drank  the  crimson  flood 
Was  owned  of  God  a  house  of  prayer. 

When  Jacob  lay  at  dead  of  night. 
And  angels  scal'd  the  mystic  stair, 

Its  top  was  lost  in  glory  bright, 
The  base  a  pillar'd  house  of  prayer. 

When  Hebrew  captives  named  the  name 
Of  Him  who  made  them  aye  His  care. 

They  walk'd  unscathM  amidst  the  flame 
That  glowM  around  their  house  of  prayer. 

So  when  the  loving  Saviour  knelt 

On  Olivet,  mid  evening  air. 
And  told  His  God  the  woes  He  felt. 

That  mountain  brow  His  house  of  prayer,- 


Or  in  Gethsemane's  dark  shade, 
When  tears  of  blood  His  form  did 

By  foes  beset,  by  friends  betrayed, 
Kv&  ^%js&  ^rras  the  house  of  prayer. 
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When  contrite  souls  to  God  draw  nigh, 

And  at  His  feet  disburden  care, 
Or  tell  their  grief  in  bursting  sigh. 

Their  refuge  is  the  house  of  prayer. 

In  lonely  cot  or  silent  glen. 

The  spirit  of  devotion  there, 
Unknown,  unseen  by  eye  of  men, 

God  dwells  within  that  house  of  prayer. 


'  AUGUSTUS  MONTAGUE  TOPLADY. 

TKS  aoa  of  Richard  Topbuiy,  a  nu^or  in  the  army,  who  died  at  the  de^re  of  Cartha^ena,  the 

Ml^cct  of  this  sketch  was  bom  at  Famham,  Surrey,  on  the  4th  Norember.  1740.    He  was 

cdncted  at  Westminvter  school    After  a  further  period  of  desiiltory  study,  he  toolc  orders  in 

Jane.  tj6a.    Soon  aAer  he  was  instituted  in  the  living  of  Blag  don,  Somersetshire.    In  1768,  he 

became  rkar  of  Broadl>embury,  Devonshire,  an  ofBce  which  he  retained  till  his  death.     He 

L  Aod  OB  the  ixth  August,  X778,  fai  his  38th  year.    His  writings,  which  are  chiefly  theological, 

f  lave  been  collected  and  published  in  six  volumes  8vo.    Hb  **  Poems  oa  Sacred  Subjects," 

I  were  putdished  anonymously  at  Dublin  in  1759.    The  whole  of  his  hymns  and  poems,  133  bi 

BHBbcr.  were  reprinted  by  Mr.  Daniel  Sedgwick,  in  x86o. 

A  PRAYER,  LIVING  AND  DYING.* 

Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  ! 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed. 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure. 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands  : 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know. 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone, -r 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

*  This  hymn  has  been  erroneously  assigned  to  Charles  Wesley.    It  originally 
appeared  in  TA*  Gcxptl  Magazint^  signed  "  A.  T./'  in  March,  x^^^,  when  Toplady 
editor. 

'SI  "^  » 


\ 
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Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring. 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling  ; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress  ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 
Foul,  I  to  the  Fountain  fly, 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 

Whilst  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath  ; 
When  my  eye-strings  break  in  death  ; 
When  I  soar  through  tracts  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, — 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  ! 


X 


FOR  THE  DIVINE  GUIDANCE. 

O  THAT  my  ways  were  made  so  strait. 

And  that  the  lamp  of  laith 
Would,  as  a  star,  direct  my  feet 

To  And  the  narrow  path. 

O  that  Thy  strength  might  enter  now. 

And  in  my  heart  abide. 
To  make  me  as  a  faithful  bow 

That  never  starts  aside. 

0  that  I  all  to  Christ  were  given. 
From  sin  and  earth  set  free ; 

Who  kindly  laid  aside  His  heaven 
And  gave  Himself  for  me  I 

No  more  the  panting  hart  desires 
The  cool,  refreshing  stream. 

Than  my  dry,  thirsty  soul  aspires 
At  being  one  with  Him. 

Set  up  Thine  image  in  my  heart. 
Then  let  Thy  kingdom  come ; 

Bid  every  idol  now  depart. 
Thy  temple  and  Thy  home. 
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Still  keq)  me  in  the  heavenly  path  ; 

Bestow  the  inward  light ; 
And  lead  me  by  the  hand  till  faith 

Is  ripened  into  sight. 


TO  THE  SOUL.* 

Deathless  principle,  arise  1 
Soar,  thou  native  of  the  skies  ! 
Pearl  of  price,  by  Jesus  bought, 
To  His  glorious  likeness  wrought, 
Go,  to  shine  before  His  throne. 
Deck  His  mediatorial  crown  ; 
Go,  His  triumphs  to  adorn  ; 
Made  for  God,  to  God  return. 

Lo,  He  beckons  from  on  high  ! 
Fearless,  to  His  presence  fly  ; 
Thine  the  merit  of  His  blood, 
Thine  the  righteousness  of  God  ! 
Angels,  joyful  to  attend. 
Hovering,  round  thy  pillow  bend  5 
Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given. 
And  escort  thee  quick  to  heaven. 

Is  thy  earthly  house  distrest. 
Willing  to  retain  her  guest  ? 
'Tis  not  thou,  but  she  must  die — 
Fly,  celestial  tenant,  fly  ! 
Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  clay  ; 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away. 
Singing,  to  thy  crown  remove, 
Swift  of  wing,  and  fired  with  love. 

Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream  ; 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  Him, — 
Him,  whose  dying  love  and  power 
Stilled  its  tossing,  hush'd  its  roar  ; 

This  hymn  was  written  by  the  author  when  he  was  under  affliction  ;  it  was 
t  bf  him  to  Lady  Huntin£don. 
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Safe  is  the  expanded  wave. 
Gentle  as  a  summer's  eve  ; 
Not  one  object  of  His  care 
Ever  suffered  shipwreck  there. 

See  the  haven  full  in  view, 

Love  DiWne  shall  bear  thee  through  ; 

Trust  to  that  propitious  gale. 

Weigh  thy  anchor,  spread  thy  sail ! 

Saints  in  glory,  perfect  made. 

Wait  thy  passage  through  the  shade  ! 

Ardent  for  thy  coming  o'er, 

See  they  throng  the  blissful  shore  ! 

Mount,  their  transports  to  improve  ; 
Join  the  longing  choir  above  ; 
Swiftly  to  their  wish  be  given. 
Kindle  higher  joy  in  heaven  ! 
Such  the  prospects  that  arise 
To  the  dying  Christian's  eyes  ! 
Such  the  glorious  vista  faith 
Opens  through  the  shades  of  death  ! 

FULL  ASSURANCK* 

A  DEBTOR  to  mercy  alone, 

Of  covenant  mercy  I  sing  ; 
Nor  fear,  with  Thy  righteousness  on. 

My  person  and  offering  to  bring. 
The  terrors  of  law  and  of  God 

With  me  can  have  nothing  to  do  ; 
My  Saviour's  obedience  and  blood 

Hide  all  my  transgressions  from  view. 

The  work  which  His  goodness  b^an 

The  arm  of  His  strength  will  complete  ; 
His  promise  is  Yea  and  Amen, 

And  never  was  forfeited  yet 
Things  future,  nor  things  that  are  now. 

Not  all  things  below  nor  above. 
Can  make  Him  His  purpose  forego. 

Or  sever  my  soul  from  His  love. 
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My  name  from  the  palms  of  His  hands 

Eternity  will  not  erase ; 
Impressed  on  His  heart  it  remains, 

In  marks  of  indelible  grace. 
Yes,  I  to  the  end  shall  endure, 

As  sure  as  the  earnest  is  given : 
More  happy,  but  not  more  secure. 

The  glorified  spirits  in  heaven. 


PRAISE  FOR  CONVERSION.* 

Not  to  myself  I  owe, 

That  I,  O  Lord,  am  Thine  ; 
Free  grace  hath  all  the  shades  broke  through. 

And  caused  the  light  to  shine. 

Me  Thou  hast  willing  made 

Thy  offers  to  receive ; 
Called  by  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 

I  come  to  Thee  and  live. 

Why  am  I  made  to  see. 

Who  am  by  nature  blind  ? 
Why  am  I  taken  home  to  Thee, 

And  others  left  behind  ? 

Because  Thy  sov'reign  love 

Was  bent  the  worst  to  save  ; 
Jesus,  who  reigns  enthroned  above. 

The  firee  salvation  gave. 

Though  once  far  off  I  stood, 

Nor  knew  myself  Thy  foe. 
Brought  nigh  by  the  Re<1eemer*s  blood, 

Myself  and  Thee  I  know : 

No  more  a  child  of  wrath, 

Thy  graciousness  I  see  : 
And  praise  Thee  for  the  work  of  faith 

Which  Thou  hast  wrought  in  me. 

*  From  **  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects,"  1759. 
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In  sins  and  trespasses. 

When  more  than  dead  I  lay. 
Drew  near  ray  tomb  the  Prince  of  peace. 

And  rolled  the  stone  away. 

With  me  His  Spirit  strove. 

Almighty  to  retrieve ; 
He  saw  me  in  a  time  of  love. 

And  said  unto  me — Live. 

By  Him  made  free  indeed, 

I  felt  His  gracious  words ; 
His  mantle  over  me  was  spread. 

And  I  became  the  Lord*s. 

Jesus,  Thy  son,  by  grace 

I  to  the  end  shall  be  ; 
Made  perfect  through  Thy  comeliness 

Which  I  received  from  Thee. 

I  drink  the  living  stream. 

To  all  believers  given, 
A  fellow-citizen  with  them 

Who  dwell  in  yonder  heaven. 

With  all  Thy  chosen  band, 

I  trust  to  see  Thee  there, 
And  in  Thy  righteousness  to  stand 

Undaunted  at  Thy  bar. 


SAMUEL  PRIDEAUX  TREGELLES,  LL.D. 

ONB  of  the  most  accompUshed  of  IMng  biblical  scholaxs,  SAMimL  Pridbaux  TmMCMtlMS, 
was  born  at  Woddionse  Place,  near  Falmouth,  on  tlie  joth  January.  18x3.  He  b  tke  oalj  sos 
of  the  late  Samuel  Treadles  the  young:er  (who  died  in  iSae),  the  eldest  soa  of  Saiaai 
Trei^elles,  Esq.,  of  Ashfield.  near  Falmouth.  His  edocatina  was  conducted  at  the  Fal—iJi 
Classical  School  In  x8so.  he  received  the  de^ee  of  LL.D.  from  the  University  of  SL 
Andrews.  Dr.  Tregelles  has  published  "History  at  the  Printed  Text  of  die  Cradk  Tcrti- 
ment ; "  "  Introduction  to  the  Criticism  of  the  New  Testament  ;**  "  Remark*  on  dM  ftoptoic 
Visions  In  the  Book  of  Daniel ; "  and  the  "  Greek  New  Testament  horn  Aiicicak  AothoririOi.* 

THE  FOLLOWING  OF  CHRIST. 

Thou,  Lord  of  all,  on  earth  hast  dwelt. 

Rejected  and  unknown  ; 
What  bitter  grief  Thy  heart  hath  felt, 

■ETidMwA  b^  Thee  alone. 
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But,  oh  !  how  full  of  truth  and  grace 

Through  all  Thou  dost  appear ; 
And  thus  with  wonder  we  retrace 

Thy  path  of  sorrow  here. 

Thou  on  the  cross  didst  suffer  too 

More  than  man*s  eye  could  see  ; 
For  then  the  wrath  that  was  our  due 

Was  poured,  O  Lord,  on  Thee. 

But  Thou  art  risen ;  and  now  we  know 

That  Thou,  in  heaven  above. 
For  all  God's  children  here  below 

Dost  feel  a  brother's  love. 

Oh  may  we  ever  look  to  Thee, 

For  needed  grace  and  strength. 
Till  we  Thy  face  in  glory  see, 

And  reign  with  Thee  at  length. 

Till  then  may  we,  who  bear  Thy  name, 

Thy  blest  example  take. 
And  count  the  world's  reproach  and  shame 

As  glory,  for  Thy  sake. 

Since  Thou  the  cup  of  wrath  didst  drain. 

None  now  for  us  is  there  ; 
The  drops  of  sorrow  that  remain, 

Shall  we  refuse  to  share  ? 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Holy  Saviour,  we  adore  Thee  ! 

Seated  on  the  throne  of  God  ; 
All  heaven's  host  bow  down  before  Thee, 

And  we  sing  Thy  praise  aloud. 
Thou  art  worthy  I 

We  were  ransomed  by  Thy  blood. 
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Saviour,  though  the  world  despised  Thee, 
Though  Thou  here  wast  crucified. 

Yet  the  Father's  glory  raised  Thee, 
Lord  of  all  creation  wide  ; 

Thou  art  worthy  ! 
We  shall  live,  for  Thou  hast  died. 

And  though  here  on  earth  rejected, 
*Tis  but  fellowship  with  Thee ; 

What  besides  could  be  expected. 
Than  like  Thee,  our  Lord,  to  be  ? 

Thou  art  worthy  ! 
Thou  from  earth  hast  set  us  finee. 

Haste  the  day  of  Thy  returning. 

With  Thy  ransomed  Church  to  reign  ; 

Then  shall  end  our  days  of  mourning  ; 
We  shall  sing  with  rapture  then, 

"Thouart  worthy  !" 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come.     Amen. 


PEACE  IN  BELIEVING. 

Lord  Jesus  !  we  believing, 

In  Thee  have  peace  with  God  ; 
Eternal  life  receiving, 

As  given  us  through  Thy  blood  ; 
Our  curse  and  condemnation 

Thou  barest  in  our  stead  ; 
Secure  is  our  salvation, 

In  Thee,  our  risen  Head. 

The  Holy  Ghost,  revealing 

Thy  work,  has  made  us  blest ; 
Thy  stripes  have  given  us  healing  ; 

Upon  Thy  love  we  rest 
In  Thee  the  Father  sees  us 

Accepted  and  complete  ; 
Thy  blood,  from  sin  which  frees  us, 

¥oT  ^OT^  \Aakes  us  meet 


I 


RICHARD   CHENEVIX  TRENCH,    D.D.  555 

We  know  that  nought  can  sever 

Our  souls,  O  Lordf  from  Thee  ; 
And  thus  united  ever 

To  all  Thy  saints  are  we. 
We  know  Thy  word  declaring 

The  Father's  wondrous  love, 
In  which  we  all  are  sharing 

With  Thee  our  Head  above. 

May  we  this  love  be  showing 

To  all  Thy  members  here, 
For  Thy  sake  freely  flowing, 

Until  Thou  shalt  appear  ; 
Till  all  the  Church,  in  union 

Around  the  Father's  throne, 
Shall  stand  in  blest  communion, 

For  ever  joined  in  one. 


RICHARD  CHENEVIX  TRENCH,  D.D. 

Thb  right  Rbvsrend  Richard  Chenevix  Trench.  Archbishop  of  DubUn.  is  second 
of  tbc  late  Rkfaard  Trench.  Esq..  brother  of  the  first  Lord  Ashtown.  He  was  bom  the 
September,  1807.  After  studying  at  Harrow,  he  entered  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 
he  graduated  in  1839.  In  183a,  he  took  orders.  Having  held  for  some  years  the  Incum- 
of  Curdridge  Chapel,  Hants,  he  was,  in  1845,  presented  to  the  rectory  of  Itchin  Stoke, 
appointed  rMmining  chaplain  to  the  present  Bishop  of  Oxford,  and  in  1845  and  1846 
Hnlseaa  Lecturer  at  Cambridge.  In  1856,  he  was  preferred  to  the  deanery  of  West* 
He  was  consecrated  Archbishop  of  Dublin  on  the  ist  January.  1864.  Archbishop 
ha*  published  numerous  works,  both  in  prose  and  verse.  His  more  esteemed  prose 
ar«  ••  Notes  00  the  Parables  ;"  "  Notes  011  the  Miracles ;"  and  "  The  Study  of  Words." 
ffls  pocticaJ  works  bear  these  titles,  "Sabbatton.  Honor  Neale,  and  other  Poems;'*  "The 
,of  Justin  Martyr;"    "Cenoveva;"  "Elegiac  Poems;"  and  "Poems  from  Eastern 


THE  DAY  OF  DEATH. 


Thou  inevitable  day, 

When  a  voice  to  me  shall  say — 

**  Thou  must  rise  and  come  away ; 

**  All  thine  other  journeys  past. 
Gird  thee,  and  make  ready  fast 
For  thy  longest  and  thy  last." 
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Day,  deep-hidden  from  our  sight 

In  unpenetrable  night. 

Who  may  guess  of  thee  aright  ? 

Art  thou  distant,  art  thou  near  ? 
Wilt  thou  seem  more  dark  or  dear, 
Day  with  more  of  hope  or  fear  ? 

Wilt  thou  come,  not  seen  before 
Thou  art  standing  at  the  door, 
Saying  light  and  life  are  o'er  ? 

Or  with  such  a  gradual  pace 
As  shall  leave  me  largest  space 
To  regard  thee  face  to  face  ? 

Shall  I  lay  my  drooping  head 

On  some  loved  lap  ?  round  my  bed 

Prayer  be  made,  and  tears  be  shed  ? 

Or,  at  distance  from  mine  own. 
Name  and  kin  alike  unknown. 
Make  my  solitary  moan  ? 

Will  there  yet  be  things  to  leave. 
Hearts  to  which  this  heart  must  deave, 
From  which  parting,  it  must  grieve  T 

Or  shall  life's  best  ties  be  o'er, 
And  all  loved  things  gone  before 
To  that  other  happier  shore  T 

Shall  I  gently  fall  on  sleep. 
Death,  like  slumber,  o'er  me  creep, 
Like  a  slumber  sweet  and  deep  T 

Or  the  soul  long  strive  in  vain 
To  get  free  with  toil  and  pain. 
From  its  half-divided  chain  ? 

Little  skills  it  when  or  how. 
If  thou  comest  then  or  now. 
With  Sl  smooth  or  angry  brow ; 
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Come  thou  must,  and  we  must  die  : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  stand  Thou  by, 
When  that  last  sleep  seals  our  eye. 


THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

Oh  that  day,  that  day  of  ire, 
Told  of  prophet,  when  in  fire 
Shall  a  world  dissolved  expire  ! 

Oh  what  terror  shall  be  then. 
When  the  Judge  shall  come  again. 
Strictly  searching  deeds  of  men  ! 

When  a  trump,  of  awful  tone. 
Through  the  cave  sepulchral  blown. 
Summons  all  before  the  throne. 

What  amazement  shall  overtake 
Nature,  when  the  dead  shall  wake, 
Answer  to  the  Judge  to  make ! 

Open  then  the  book  shall  lie. 
All  o'erwrit  for  every  eye 
With  a  world's  iniquity. 

When  the  Judge  His  place  has  ta*en, 
All  things  hid  shall  be  made  plain. 
Nothing  unavenged  remain. 

What  then,  wretched  I  shall  I  speak  ? 

Or  what  intercessor  seek. 

When  the  just  man's  cause  is  weak  ? 

Jesus,  Lord,  remember  pray, 
I  the  cause  was  of  Thy  way : 
Do  not  lose  me  on  that  day. 

King  of  awful  majesty. 

Who  the  saved  dost  freely  free. 

Fount  of  mercy,  pity  me. 


Tiiiinl  I  gTOiin; 

;  iliT[i,  my  fniill  I  own  ; 


Thou  who  Mary  didst  forgive. 
And  who  bod'sl  th«  robber  live, 
Hope  lo  me  dost  also  give. 

Thongh  mjr  pmjrei  unworthy  be. 
Yet  oh  set  roe,  gtacionsljr. 
From  the  fire  eternal  free. 

"Mid  Thy  sheep  my  place  command; 
From  the  Eoots  far  off  to  stand, 
Het  mc,  Lord,  at  Thy  righl  band. 

And  nhen  them  who  soom'd  Thee  hi 
Thou  hast  judged  to  doom  Eevere, 
Bid  mc  with  Thy  saved  draw  near. 

Lying  low  before  Thy  throne, 
Cnisb'd  my  heart  in  dust,  1  groat) : 
Grace  be  lo  a  suppliant  shown. 
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A  HYMN  FOR  ALL  NATIONS.' 

Glorious  God  !  on  Thee  we  call, 
Father,  Friend,  and  Judge  of  all ; 
Holy  Saviour,  heavenly  King, 
Homage  to  Thy  throne  we  bring. 

In  the  wonders  all  around. 
Ever  is  Thy  Spirit  found ; 
And  of  each  good  thing  we  see. 
All  the  good  is  bom  of  Thee. 

Thine  the  beauteous  skill  that  lurks 
Everywhere  in  nature*s  works  ; 
Thine  is  art,  with  all  its  worth. 
Thine  each  master-piece  on  earth. 

Yea,  and  foremost  in  the  van 
Springs  from  Thee  the  mind  of  man ; 
On  its  light,  for  this  is  Thine, 
Shed  abroad  the  love  Divine ! 

Lo,  our  God  I  Thy  children  here 

From  all  realms  are  gathered  near ; 

Wisely  gather'd — gathering  still — 

For  peace  on  earth,  towards  men  good-will. 

May  we,  with  fraternal  mind. 
Bless  our  brothers  of  mankind ; 
May  we,  through  redeeming  love, 
Be  the  blest  of  God  above. 

*  Written  for  the  Great  Exhibition,  1851,  and  translated  into  thirty  languages. 


Cii)V,-ii  lliy  sacrifice  with  fire. 
All  thy  i;irtsri>iiitmUT  Mill, 

CmiU  Ihijt  nil  Ihy  h,^art's  daire. 
And  tliy  cliuictat  wish  fulfil ! 

We  will  joy  In  Thy  ulnUion, 

And  will  set  our  bamien  high. 
In  our  God  I — (by  mpplkulon 

Be  ftccumplished  at  thy  aj. 
Now  I  know  the  Lord  orheaTcn 

Ssveth  still  His  Christ  from  hum 
Now  to  Him  will  strength  be  given, 

By  the  might  of  His  right  >im. 

Some  in  chaiiots,  Eome  in  bones. 

We  in  God  Jehovah  toist ; 
And  while  He  oar  sure  icsoiuce  It, 

They  are  fallen  in  the  dust. 
Save,  Jehovah  1  save,  and  heai  nt. 

King  of  glory.  King  of  might  t 
When  we  call,  be  ever  near  ns ; 

Ever  for  Thy  servants  GghL 


THANKSGIVING  HYMN. 
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Because  Thou  hast  heard  us,  and  answered  the  prayer 
We  made  in  the  season  of  death  and  despair ; 
Because  over  judgment  and  terror  and  pain. 
Thy  mercy  hath  triumphed  and  saved  us  again. 

Ah,  well  we  remember  how  dark  and  hoW  dread 

The  pestilence  brooded  o'er  living  and  dead  I 

And  can  we  forget  with  what  mercy  and  might 

The  prayer  which  Thou  blessest  hath  scattered  the  blight  ? 

Yet  more  I  for  the  fulness  of  plenty  and  peace 
Hath  made  us  in  wealth  as  in  health  to  increase ; 
And  so  woidd  we  thank  Thee,  because  Thou  hast  given 
The  fi&tness  of  earth  and  the  favour  of  heaven. 

Then,  Father  of  mercies,  accept  what  we  bring — 
Our  incense  of  praise  to  the  Saviour  and  King  ! 
Hosanna  I  to  Thee  let  us  gratefUIly  live  ! 
Hallelujah  I  O  Lord,  when  Thou  hearest,  forgive  ! 


ELLIN  ISABELLE,  MARY  FRANCES,  AND 
MARGARET  ELENORE  TUPPER. 


TMBSE  llirae  daoglitert  of  Martin  F.  Tapper,  Esq.,  the  preceding  writer,  h«re  pnblished  a 
of  oricfnal  poeois  whh  some  translations  from  the  Swedish,  entitled  "  Poems  by  Three 
k**  Vtmd'^,  z8li4.    They  have  each  kindly  contributed  to  the  present  work. 


ELLIN  ISABELLE  TUPPER. 

THANKFULNESS. 
X  Thessalonians  v.  i. 

(Contribuied,) 

For  all  that  God  in  mercy  sends, 
For  health  and  children,  home  and  friends, 
For  comfort  in  the  time  of  need. 
For  every  kindly  word  or  deed, 
For  happy  thoughts  and  holy  talk, 
For  guidance  in  our  daily  walk, — 
In  everything  give  thanks  ! 

o  o 
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For  beauty  in  this  world  of  Ofm, 
For  verdant  grass  and  lovely  flowers, 
For  song  of  birds,  for  hum  of  bees. 
For  the  refreshing  summer  breese. 
For  hill  and  plain,  for  streams  and  wood. 
For  the  great  ocean*s  mighty  floods — 
In  everything  give  thanks  I 

For  the  sweet  sleep  which  comes  with  night. 
For  the  returning  morning's  light. 
For  the  bright  sun  that  shines  on  high. 
For  the  stars  glittering  in  the  sky. 
For  these  and  everything  we  see, 
O  Lord  I  our  hearts  we  lift  to  Thee, — 
In  everything  give  thanks  1 


SALVATION. 

John  iii.  x6. 
{CoMtn'^iaa/.) 

Listen  to  the  wondrous  stoiy. 

How  upon  the  Christmas  mom 
Jesus  left  the  realms  of  gloiy. 

As  a  little  babe  was  bom  ; 
Left  those  bright  and  happy  regions 

Of  His  Father's  home  above^ 
And  the  glorious  angel  legions^ 

In  Hb  great  and  boundless  love  ! 

Came  into  a  lowly  manger. 

Dwelt  beneath  a  humble  shed. 
And  among  His  own  a  stranger 

Knew  not  where  to  lay  His  head  ; 
"Went  from  city  unto  city. 

All  His  life  was  doing  good. 
Weeping  o'er  His  friend  with  pity. 

When  beside  the  grave  He  stood. 

Love  all  human  love  exceeding 
Brought  Him  to  a  cruel  death. 

Even  then,  though  hanging,  bleeding 
On  the  cross,  His  latest  breath 
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Spent  He  for  His  murderers,  praying 

To  His  Father  to  forgive  ; 
To  the  thief  repentant  saying 

"Thou  in  Paradise  shalt  live  T* 

Oh  I  what  love  in  God  the  Father 

To  bestow  His  only  Son  ; 
Oh  I  what  love  in  Christ,  who  rather 

Than  the  world  should  be  undone, 
Came  Himself  to  seek  and  save  us. 

Came  to  claim  us  for  His  own ; 
Freely  all  our  sins  forgave  us, 

Raised  us  tp  His  glorious  throne ! 


MARY  FRANCES  TUPPER. 

CHARITY. 
(Contributai,) 

Charity  never  faileth  I  O  thought  beyond  compare, 
Xhat  He  whose  very  name  is  Love,  is  with  us  everywhere  ; 
That,  tftough  the  troubled  waves  of  life  around  us  toss  and  foam, 
IVith  Jesus  in  the  vessel,  we  are  safely  steering  home. 

Charity  never  fiadleth  !  all  earth-bom  things  must  die, 
Bat  this  sweet  well,  refreshing  earth,  flows  ever  from  on  high  ; 
The  brightest  worldly  gifts  may  cease,  the  fairest  flower  decay, 
Bat  charity  which  springs  from  love  can  never  pass  away. 

Charity  never  faileth  !  yea,  and  they  shall  be  blest, 
'Who  undismayed  by  frowns  or  sneers,  for  heaven  essay  thdr  best ; 
"Who,  working  in  their  daily  rounds,  scorn  every  thought  of  ill. 
And,  bearing  sunshine  in  their  hearts,  reflect  its  gladness  stilL 

Charity  never  faileth  I  ah^  life  were  little  worth. 
If  the  petty  strifes  and  jealousies  which  vex  our  lovely  earth 
Had  not  their  gracious  antidote  sent  down  from  God  above 
Healing  the  hidden  poisons  in  a  stream  of  "perfect  love." 

002 
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MARGARET  ELENORE  TUPPER. 

CHRISTMAS-DAY. 
{Contributed.) 

Son  of  God  !  all-glorious  Saviour, 

Coming  to  us  from  above  ! 
What  were  we  to  find  such  favour  ? 

What  were  we  to  gain  such  love  T 

We  had  sinned, — ^Thy  laws  forsaken. 
All  Thy  just  commands  withstood  : 

Evil  for  our  choice  had  taken 
When  Thou  fireely  gavest  good. 

In  our  darkness  we  were  lying 
From  Thy  glorious  presence  hurled  ; 

Alien  from  Thy  light,  a  dyin^ 
Guilty,  cursed,  and  ruined  world  I 

When  the  voice  came  down  firom  heaven. 
Woke  once  more  a  holy  mom, — 

•*  Unto  you  a  Son  is  given. 
Unto  you  a  Child  is  bom. 

**  All  alone,  with  love  far-spreading, 
He  shall  bear  the  wrath  of  God, 

All  alone  the  winepress  treading. 
Clothed  in  garments  dyed  with  blood ; 

"  All  alone  in  mortal  anguish 
Wrestle  down  and  conquer  sin. 

Death  and  hell  shall  taste  and  vanquish. 
And  eternal  life  shall  win." 

By  His  grace  and  love -victorious. 
Up  that  path  the  Saviour  trod. 

We  are  brought  again  all -glorious 
To  the  presence  of  our  God. 
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What  are  we,  that  Thou  shouldst  love  us 

With  such  wondrous  love  as  this  ? 
Leaving  all  Thy  heavens  above  us, 

Worlds  of  purity  and  bliss  ! 

For  this  blot  upon  creation. 

For  this  wandering  sinful  one, 
Freely  giving  us  salvation 

For  the  evil  we  had  done  ! 

Shield  us,  Lord  !  as  Thou  hast  pardoned. 

Help  us  through  this  daily  strife, 
Keep  us  from  the  world  unhardened, 

living  Thy  true  life  in  life. 

Till  from  earth  in  light  and  glory. 

Dangers,  death,  and  shadows  past. 
Purified  we  stand  before  Thee, 

Unto  Thee  made  like  at  last. 


STARS. 
{Contrived.) 

O-LoRD  I  we  look  upon  Thy  night. 

And  watch  Thy  wondrous  worlds  arise, 

To  roll  in  glory  through  the  skies, 
And  shine  in  soft,  mysterious  light 

Then  back  upon  ourselves  we  turn. 

How  sinful,  poor,  and  weak  we  seem. 

How  far  from  Thee  our  fairest  dream. 
How  small  the  wisdom  we  can  leanu 

We  strive  to  gain  those  worlds  afar, 
;  Yet  all  the  knowledge  man  can  teach 
Climbs  not  a  mountain's  height  to  reach 
The  silence  of  the  nearest  star. 

We  class  them  by  hard  words,  and  claim 

To  count  them, — yet  we  fail  before 

Thee,  who  canst  tell  their  numbers  o*er. 
And  call*st  each  one  by  its  own  name  !  ^ 
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Creator  of  the  boundless  space ! 

Creator  of  each  grain  of  dust ! 

We  cannot  know,  we  only  trust 
Until  we  see  Thee  face  to  &ce. 

We  cannot  comprdiend  the  love 
That  guides  eauch  wandering  thought  of  can, 
That  guards  the  sparrows  and  the  flowers, 

As  surely  as  vast  worlds  above; 

Lord  !  by  Thy  grace  so  freely  given. 
Lord  !  Thou  hast  shown  that  in  Thy  plan 
More  precious  is  one  soul  of  man 

Than  all  these  mighty  orbs  of  heaven, 

O  help  our  firail  and  darkened  sig^t. 
Let  Thy  day-star  of  love  Divine 
Along  our  earthly  pathway  shine^ 

And  guide  us  to  Thy  perfect  light  I 


LAURENCE  TUTTIETT. 
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Mr.  Tuttiett  has  published  "Gcnns  of  Thovsht  on  the  Svaday  Scrriccs;"  "Cuuniihef* 

GodflKthcr;**  "Ptain  Forms  of  Housdiold  Prayers;*  and  several  oChei 

reUgion.   The  foDovInK  hynuu  firom  his  pen  are  printed  under  hb  rriJAs 

"  GRANT  US  LIGHT." 

O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  know 
The  wisdom  Thou  alone  canst  give  ; 

That  truth  may  guide  where'er  we  go^ . 
And  virtue  bless  where'er  vre  live  ! 


O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may 
Where  error  lurks  in  human  lore^ 

And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  Thee^ 
And  love  Thy  simple  Word  the  matt^ 
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O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  learn 

How  dead  is  life,  from  Thee  apart } 
How  sure  is  joy  for  all  who  turn 

To  Thee  an  undivided  heart. 

O  grant  us  light,  in  grief  and  pain, 

To  lift  our  burdened  hearts  above, 
And  count  the  very  cross  a  gain. 

And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 

O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  trace 

A  pledge  of  life  in  seeming  death  ; 
And  own  the  grave  a  resting-place. 

Nor  dread  at  last  to  sleep  beneath. 

O  grant  us  light,  when,  soon  or  late, 

All  earthly  scenes  shall  pass  away, 
In  Thee  to  find  the  open  gate 

To  deathless  home  and  endless  day^ 


THE  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIER. 

Go  forward,  Christian  soldier. 

Beneath  His  banner  true  ! 
The  Lord  Himself,  thy  Leader, 

Shall  all  thy  foes  subdue. 
His  love  foretells  thy  trials  ; 

He  knows  thine  hourly  need  ; 
He  can  with  bread  of  heaven 

Thy  fainting  spirit  feed. 

Go  forward.  Christian  soldier  I 

Fear  not  the  secret  foe  ; 
Far  more  o*er  thee  are  watching 

Than  human  eyes  can  know : 
Trust  only  Christ,  thy  Captain ; 

Cease  not  to  watch  and  pray; 
Heed  not  the  treach'rous  voices 

That  lure  thy  soul  astray. 
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Go  forward,  Christian  soldier ! 

Nor  dream  of  peaceful  rest. 
Till  Satan's  host  is  vanquished 

And  heaven  is  all  possest ; 
Till  Christ  Himself  shall  call  thee 

To  lay  thine  armour  by. 
And  wear  in  endless  glory 

The  crown  of  victory. 

Go  forward,  Christian  soMier  ! 

Fear  not  the  gathering  night  ; 
The  Lord  has  been  thy  shelter, 

,The  Lord  will  be  thy  light : 
When  mom  his  face  revealeth. 

Thy  dangers  all  are  past  : 
Oh,  pray  that  faith  and  virtue 

May  keep  thee  to  the  last. 


FAMILY  MORNING  HYMN. 

Come,  let  us  sing  together 

Our  Father's  worthy  praise. 
Who  guards  our  nightly  slumbers. 

Who  guides  our  daily  ways. 
Tell  forth  His  love  unfailing, 

Tell  forth  His  wondrous  might. 
Whose  presence  more  than  morning 

Should  faithful  souls  delight. 

Come,  let  us  stand  together 

Before  that  hidden  throne, 
Where  every  heart  is  open. 

And  every  heart  is  known. 
Be  all  our  sins  dissolved, 

Like  shadows  of  the  night ; 
Rise  up,  each  sweet  affection. 

Like  flowers  to  greet  the  light. 

Come,  let  us  seek  together 
The  work  our  Master  sends. 

The  prize  He  holds  before  us, 
Tlv^  strength  His  Spirit  lends. 


I 
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One  hope  in  Him  we  cherish, 

One  aim  in  Him  pursue, 
Each  mind  to  plan  the  wisest. 

Each  hand  Uie  best  to  do. 

Come,  let  us  learn  together 

The  foes  we  all  must  meet, — 
The  fall  for  souls  presuming, 

The  snare  for  careless  feet. 
Oh  weak  is  mortal  virtue ! 

Oh  mad  is  mortal  pride ! 
The  Lord  is  our  salvation. 

The  Lord  shall  be  our  guide. 

Come,  let  us  know  together 

What  trials  soon  may  come, 
What  shadows  ere  the  noon-day 

May  fall  on  heart  and  home. 
But  best  the  lot,  though  bitter, 

A  Father's  love  provides  ; 
And  best  the  way,  though  darksome, 

Wherein  a  Saviour  guides. 


MRS.  WALKER. 

MAJtV  Jane  DBCK  is  daushter  of  the  late  John  Deck.  Esq.,  of  Bury  St  Edmunds,  and  sister 
of  James  George  Deck,  whose  name  occurs  in  on  earlier  portion  of  this  work.  In  1848.  she 
■KTiled  the  Rev.  Edward  Walker,  rector  of  Cheltenham.  To  an  interesting  collection  of 
"ftalms  sad  Uym&s  for  Public  and  Social  Worship,"  edited  by  her  husband,  Mrs.  Walker  has 
srretal  compositions.   The  following  hymn,  from  her  pen,  is  especially  esteemed. 

THE  PRODIGAL'S  RETURN. 

The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam. 
The  lost  one  to  the  fold  hath  come, 
The  prodigal  is  welcom'd  home, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

Though  cloth' d  with  shame,  by  sin  defil'd, 
The  Father  hath  embrac'd  His  child, 
And  I  am  pardon'd,  reconcil'd, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 
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It  is  the  Father's  joy  to  bless  ; 
His  love  provides  for  me  a  dress, 
A  robe  of  spotless  righteousness^ 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

Now  shall  my  famished  soul  be  fed  ; 
A  feast  of  love  for  me  is  spread  ; 
I  feed  upon  the  "children's  bread," 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee  ! 

Yea,  in  the  fulness  of  His  grace, 
He  puts  me  in  the  children's  place. 
Where  I  may  gaze  upon  His  fiiioe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee  ! 

I  cannot  half  His  love  express ; 
Yet,  Lord,  with  joy  my  lips  confess 
This  blessM  portion  I  possess, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

It  Is  Thy  precious  name  I  bear. 
It  is  Thy  spotless  robe  I  wear ; 
Therefore  the  Father's  love  I  share, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 


And  when  I  in  Thy  likeness  shine, 
The  glory  and  the  praise  be  Thine 
That  everlasting  joy  is  mine, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 
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BENJAMIN  WALLIN. 


BBMJAMIN  WaIXJN  was  bom  at  London.  In  tTii.  His  father  was  Edward  Walfia,  pastor  of 
thtt  Baptist  coBgrefatiooat  Maxe  Pond,  London.  He  was  educated  under  the  snperteteudenco 
of  Joba  Needham  and  Dr.  Stennett,  In  October,  1741,  he  became  pastor  of  the  Baptist  Church, 
Food,  and  he  continued  to  minister  in  the  same  place  till  his  death,  wliich  took  place 
tlM  sglh  Februar7,  tjda.  In  1750,  he  published  an  8vo  Toluroe  of  "  Evangelical  Hjrnms  and 
Cram  wliich  the  fo&owing  hymn  has  been  transcribed.  Mr.  WaUn  is  the  anthor  oi 
scTcrBl  worlts  OB  practical  religion. 


JESUS  A  CONQUEROR, 

Hail,  mighty  Jesus,  how  Divine 

Is  Thy  victorious  sword ! 
The  stoutest  rebel  must  resign 

At  Thy  commanding  word. 

The  strongest  holds  of  Satan  yield 
To  Thine  all-conquering  hand  ; 

When  once  Thy  glorious  arm's  revcal'd, 
No  creature  can  withstand. 

Deep  are  the  wounds  Thine  arrovrs  give, 
They  pierce,  they  kill  the  heart ; 

Thy  living  words  Thy  slain  revive, 
And  love  unknown  impart. 

Gird  now  Thy  sword  upon  Thy  thigh. 
Most  mighty  Prince  of  peace  ; 

Ride  forth  in  full  prosperity, 
Nor  let  Thy  conquests  cease. 
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RALPH  WARDLAW,  D.D. 


AN  wiihimt  ChMloKlcal  writer.  RALPH  Wardi^w.  wu  bora  at  Dalkekk.  MM-l  nrlik«.  on 
tbe  MBd  DecoBbcr.  t779b  In  hta  twelfth  year  he  entered  the  Unhrenity  of  Gtaagov;  he  aid»- 
■eqnentlybecnw  a  ttttdeat  of  the  Secession  Church.  He  joiaeddie  CoagregBtioanla^ 
tbe  BradMn  HaldiDe.  and  was.  in  1803.  ordained  to  the  pastorate  of  a  cfaipcl  in  AJbioB  I 
la  iSii,  be  was  appointed  Profesaor  of  Divinity  in.  dte  < 
'  of  the  Coiyegarionalttt  Church.  He  died  at  GtasKOw.  on  dte  xTth  DeccMber.  1851. 
Dr.  Wardkw  edited  a  collection  of  hymns  for  the  use  at  the  Srottiih 
Memoirs  of  his  Hfe  and  writings  have  been  published  by  the  Rer.  Dr. 
Edinborsh.  t9gb.  From  this  work  the  foUowing  hymns,  compoaed  by  Dr.  Wardlaw.  hare  beea 
transcribed. 


PRAISE  FOR  DIVINE  GOODNESS. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired ; 

Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthem  raise. 
With  grateful  ardour  fired. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

Whose  tender  care  sustains 
Our  feeble  frame,  encompass*d  round 

With  death's  unnumbered  pains. 

Lifl  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  goodness,  passing  thought. 

Loads  every  minute  as  it  flies. 
With  benefits  unsought 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

From  whom  salvation  flows ; 
Who  sent  His  Son  our  souls  to  save 

From  everlasting  woes. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

For  hope's  transporting  ray. 
Which  lights  through  darkest  shades  of  death 

To  realms  of  endless  day. 
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"BEHOLD  THE  LAMB  OF  GOD." 

Contemplate,  saints,  the  Source  Divine 
"Whence  all  your  joys  have  floVd  ; 

With  wondering  minds,  and  praising  hearts, 
"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 

Redeemed  from  wrath,  and  from  the  stroke 

Of  Heaven's  avenging  rod, 
Pouring  His  precious  blood  for  you, 

"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 

Freed  from  the  pangs  of  conscious  guilt. 

And  sin's  afflicting  load. 
To  Jesus*  blood  you  owe  your  peace : 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  1" 

With  holy  mind,  and  heart  renew'd, 

Run  ye  the  narrow  road  ? 
His  sprihkled  blood  has  cleansed  your  souls, 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  ! " 

Each  heavenly  blessing  ye  receive 

Through  Jesus  is  bcstow'd  ; 
In  every  good  your  souls  possess 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  !" 

Hope  ye  in  heaven  with  God  at  last 

To  find  your  bless'd  abode  ? 
Still,  as  the  ground  of  all  your  hopes, 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  1" 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  CHRIST. 

Remember  Thee  !  remember  Christ  I 
While  memory  holds  her  place. 

Can  we  forget  the  Loni  of  life. 
Who  saves  us  by  His  grace? 
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The  Lord  of  life,  with  glory  crown'd 

On  heaven's  exalted  throne. 
Forgets  not  those  for  whom,  on  earth 

He  heaved  His  dying  groan. 

The  promised  joy  He  then  obtain'd. 

When  He  ascended  hence, 
Up  from  the  grave  to  God*s  right  hand, 

A  Saviour  and  a  Prince  1 

His  glory  now  no  tongue  of  man 

Or  seraph  bright  can  tell ; 
Yet  still  the  chief  of  all  His  joys 

That  souls  are  saved  from  hell. 

For  this  He  came  and  dwelt  on  earth  ; 

For  this  His  life  was  given ; 
For  this  He  fought  and  vanquish'd  death  ; 

For  this  He  pleads  in  heaven. 

Join,  all  ye  saints  beneath  the  sky. 

Your  grateful  praise  to  givfe ; 
Sing  loud  hosannas  to  the  Lord 

Who  died  that  you  might  live. 


ANNA  LETITIA  WARING. 

ANNA  LBTITIA  WARING  was  born  at  Neath,  GlamofsansUre.  where  she  coAtianes  to  i 
Her  father,  El^ah  Waring,  was  brother  of  Samuel  Miller  Waring,  the  subject  of  oar  aest 
sketch.  Miss  Waring  U  author  of  a  volume  entitled  "  Hymns  and  MeditatiottSk  bf  iL  L.  W.," 
London,  1853,  xamo.  The  following  hymn  has  been  ct^ied  from  that  rcbaokt,  wldi  tbe  aotibor^s 
permission. 

SUPPLICATION. 
*'  My  times  are  in  Thy  hand." — P*.  xxxi.  15, 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Is  portion*d  out  for  me ; 
And  the  changes  that  are  sure  to  come, 

I  do  not  fear  to  see  ; 
But  I  ask  Thee  for  a  present  mind 

Intent  on  pleasing  Thee. 
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I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 

Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 

And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes  ; 
And  a  heart  at  leisure  from  itsel( 

To  soothe  and  sympathise. 

I  would  jiot  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do^ 

Or  secret  thing  to  know  ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go^ 

Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
And  a  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait 

So  I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength. 

To  none  that  ask  denied  ; 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  Utile  space. 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 

In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 
I  would  have  my  spirit  filPd  the  more 

With  gratefiil  love  to  Thee ; 
More  careful — not  to  serve  Thee  much, 

But  to  please  Thee  perfectly. 

There  are  briars  besetting  every  path. 

That  call  for  patient  care  ; 
There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot, 

And  an  earnest  need  for  prayer  ; 
But  a  lowly  heart  that  leans  on  Thee 

Is  happy  anywhere. 
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In  a  service  which  Thy  will  appoints. 
There  are  no  bonds  for  me  ; 

For  my  inmost  heart  is  taught  "  the  truth 
That  makes  Thy  children  "  finee  ;" 

And  a  life  of  self-renouncing  love 
Is  a  life  of  liberty. 
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Samuel  MILLBR  waring  wu  son  of  Jeremiah  Waring  Esq..  of  Alten.  Hampriiiie.  He 
was  born  In  tj^t.  In  i8a6,  he  published  a  duodedmo  volume  of  **  Sacred  Mekxfies."  Fran 
that  Tohime  the  following  hymn  has  been  transcribed.  Mr.  Waria^  ^''^  ob  the  ngth  Sep- 
tember t8Bi7,  fai  his  thirty-fifth  year. 

PLEAD  THOU  MY  CAUSE. 

Plead  Thou,  O  plead  my  cause. 

Each  self-excusing  plea 
My  trembling  soul  withdraws, 

And  flies  to  Thee. 
When  justice  rears  her  throne. 
Ah,  who,  save  Thee  alone, 
May  stand,  O  spotless  One  ? 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 

Ah,  plead  not  aught  of  mine, 
Before  Thine  altar  thrown : 
Fragments,  when  aU  is  Thine, 

All,  all  Thy  own ! 
Thou  seest  what  stains  they  bear ; 
Oh,  since  each  tear,  each  prayer 
Hath  need  of  pardon  there. 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 

With  lips  that  d)ring  breathed 

Blessings  for  words  of  scorn ; 
With  brow  where  I  had  wreathed 

The  piercing  thorn  ; 
With  breast  to  whose  pure  tide 
He  did  the  weapon  guide, 
AVho  hath  no  home  beside, 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 
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Plead,  when  the  tempter's  art 
To  each  fond  hope  of  mine 
Denies  this  faithless  heart 

Can  e'er  be  Thine. 
If  slander  whisper,  too, 
The  sin  I  never  knew, 
Thou  who  wouldst  urge  the  true, 
Plead  Thou  my  cause. 

Oh  plead  my  cause  above  ; 

Plead  Thine  within  my  breast. 
Till  there  Thy  peaceful  Dove 

Shall  build  her  nest. 
Thou  know'st  this  will — how  frail ; 
Thou  know'st,  though  language  fail. 
My  soul's  mysterious  tale  : 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 


ISAAC  WATTS,  D.D. 


OKE  of  the  most  justly  cdebrated  of  British  hymn-writers,  ISAAC  WATTS,  was  bom  at 
Soathampton,  on  the  17th  July,  1674.  In  childhood  he  evinced  a  remarkable  precocity :  he 
began  to  study  L.atin  in  his  fourth  year,  and  at  the  age  of  seven  produced  respectable  verses. 
Wiih  a  view  to  the  ministry  in  the  Independent  Church,  he  was  placed  by  his  father  at  a  theo- 
logkal  academy  in  connection  with  that  body.  In  1698,  he  became  assistant  in  the  Independent 
Chapd,  Mark  Lane,  London,  and  at  the  expiry  of  four  years  was,  on  a  vacancy,  appointed 
to  the  charge  In  171a,  being  seized  with  a  fever  which  much  enfeebled  his  constitution. 
flormerly  impaired  by  a  course  of  ministerial  exertion,  he  accepted  an  invitation  from  Sir 
TboottS  Aboey.  an  alderman  of  the«ity,  to  visit  him  at  his  residence  of  Abney  Park.  The  visit 
wm  prolonifed  to  a  residence  of  thirty  years.  He  died  on  the  95th  November,  1748,  In  his 
•crenty-fifth  year.  Of  Dr.  Watts'  prose  works,  his  Logic  and  Improvement  of  the  Mind  retain 
tliefr  popularity.  His  psalms  and  hymns  have  been  largely  included  in  nearly  every  hymn- 
book  ioteudcd  for  congregatkmal  or  social  use.  His  hymns  for  children  have  attained  universal 
acceptance.    A  monumental  statue  of  Dr.  Watts  has  been  reared  at  Southampton. 


THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues. 

But  all  their  joys  are  one. 
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'« Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 

"  To  be  exalted  thus  ;" 
**  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 

**  For  He  was  slain  for  us." 

Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honour  and  power  Divine  ; 

And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky. 
And  air  and  earth  and  seas, 

Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  high. 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 

The  whole  creation  join  in  one 
To  bless  the  sacred  name 

Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne. 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 


FOR  SABBATH  EVENING. 
(children's  hymn.) 

Lord,  how  delightful  *tis  to  see 

A  whole  assembly  worship  Thee ! 

At  once  they  sing,  at  once  they  pray  ; 

They  hear  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way. 

I  have  been  there,  and  still  would  go  ; 
*Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below  : 
Not  all  my  pleasure  and  mf  play 
Shall  tempt  ms  to  forget  this  day. 

Oh  write  upon  my  memory.  Lord, 
The  texts  and  doctrines  of  Thy  word  ; 
That  I  may  break  Thy  laws  no  more. 
But  love  Thee  better  than  before  I 

With  thoughts  of  Christ,  and  things  Divine, 
Fill  up  this  foolish  heart  of  mine  ; 
That,  hoping  pardon  thro*  His  blood, 
I  may  lie  down  and  wake  with  God. 
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THE  HEAVENLY  CANAAN. 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night. 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never- withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dress'd  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

"While  Jordan  roU'd  between. 

But  tim'rous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  shiv'ring  on  the  brink. 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

Oh  !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love. 

With  unbeclouded  eyes  ! 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 

And  view  the  landscape  o*er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood. 

Should  fright  us  firom  the  shore. 

OUR  SAVIOUR'S  RESURRECTION. 

.  Blest  morning,  whose  young  dawning  rays 
Beheld  our  rising  God, 
That  saw  Him  triumph  o'er  the  dust. 
And  leave  His  dark  abode  1 

In  the  cold  prison  of  a  tomb 

The  dead  Redeemer  lay, 
Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 

The  third,  th'  appointed  day. 
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Hell  and  the  grave  unite  their  force 

To  hold  our  God,  in  vain  ; 
The  sleeping  Conqueror  arose. 

And  burst  their  feeble  chain. 

To  Thy  great  name,  almighty  Lord, 
These  sacred  hours  we  pay. 

And  loud  hosannas  shall  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  the  day. 

Salvation  and  immortal  praise 

To  our  victorious  King  ; 
Let  heaven,  and  earth,  and  rocks,  and  seas 

With  glad  hosannas  ring. 


THE  GLORY  OF  THE  LAMB. 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Amidst  His  Father's  throne  ; 

Prepare  new  honours  for  His  name. 
And  songs  before  unknown. 

Let  elders  worship  at  His  feet. 

The  Church  adore  around. 
With  vials  full  of  odours  sweet 

And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 

Those  are  the  prayers  of  the  saints. 
And  these  the  hymns  they  raise  ; 

Jesus  is  kind  to  our  complaints, 
He  loves  to  hear  our  praise. 

Eternal  Father,  who  shall  look 

Into  Thy  sacred  will  ? 
Who  but  the  Son  should  take  that  book. 

And  open  every  seal  ? 

He  shall  fulfil  Thy  great  decrees  : 

The  Son  deserves  it  well ; 
Lo,  in  His  hand  the  sov'reign  keys 

O^  VvsaN^Tk.  ^xvd  death  and  hell ! 
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Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 

Be  endless  blessings  paid  ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy  remain 

For  ever  on  Thy  head. 

TTiou  hast  redeem'd  our  souls  with  blood. 

Hast  set  the  prisoners  free. 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

And  we  shall  reign  with  Thee. 

The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Are  put  beneath  Thy  power  ; 
Then  shorten  these  delaying  days, 

And  bring  the  promised  hour. 


THE  PROTECTION  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

How  honourable  is  the  place 
Where  we  adoring  stand, — 

Zion,  the  glory  of  the  earth, 
And  beauty  of  the  land  ! 

Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  where  we  dwell ; 

The  walls,  of  strong  salvation  made, 
Defy  th'  assaults  of  helL 

Lift  up  the  everlasting  gates  ; 

The  doors  wide  open  fling  ; 
Enter,  ye  nations,  that  obey 

The  statutes  of  our  King. 

Here  shall  you  taste  unmingled  joys. 
And  live  in  perfect  peace  ; 

You  that  have  known  Jehovah's  name, 
And  ventur'd  on  His  grace. 

Trust  in  the  Lord,  for  ever  trust. 
And  banish  all  your  fears  ; 

Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells. 
Eternal  as  His  years. 
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What  though  the  rebels  dwell  oa  high. 
His  arm  shall  bring  them  low  ; 

Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave 
Their  lofty  heads  shall  bow. 

On  Babylon  onr  feet  shall  tread 

In  that  rejoicing  hour  ; 
The  ruins  of  her  walls  shall  spread 

A  pavement  for  the  poor. 

THE  KINGDOM  OF  CHRIST. 

Lo»  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 

To  our  believing  eyes  ! 
The  earth  and  sea  are  pass'd  away. 

And  the  old  rolling  skies. 

From  the  third  heaven,  where  God  resides. 

That  holy  happy  place, 
The  New  Joiisalem  comes  down, 

Adom*d  with  shining  grace. 

Attending  angels  shout  for  joy. 

And  the  bright  armies  sing, 
**  Mortals,  behold  the  sacred  seat 

Of  your  descending  King. 

The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 

Removes  His  blest  abode ; 
Men  the  dear  objects  of  His  grace. 

And  He  the  loving  God, 

His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 

From  every  weeping  eye. 
And  pains,  and  groans,  and  grie^  and  fears. 

And  death  itself  shall  die." 

How  long,  dear  Saviour  !  oh,  how  long 
Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 

Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time. 
And  bring  the  welcome  day« 
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ADOPTION. 

Behold  what  wondrous  grace 
The  Father  hath  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God  t 

'Tis  no  surprising  thing 
That  we  should  be  unknown  ; 
The  Jewish  world  knew  not  their  King, 
God's  everlasting  Son. 

Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How  great  we  must  be  made ; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

A  hope  so  much  Divine 
May  trials  well  endure. 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pxire. 

If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  Thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 

We  would  no  longer  He 
Like  slaves  beneath  Thy  throne ; 
My  faith  shall  "  Abba,  Father,"  cry. 
And  Thou  the  kindred  own. 


LIFE,  THE  DAY  OF  GRACE. 

Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t' insure  the  great  reward  ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  bum. 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 

Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given. 
To  'scape  from  hell,  and  fly  to  heaven,- 
The  day  of  grace, — and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 
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The  Imng  know  that  they  must  die, 
Btt  an  the  dead  focgotten  lie  ; 
Tbeir  memory  and  their  sense  is  gone, 
XSkt  unknowing  and  unknown. 

Ther  haired  and  their  k>ine  U  lost, 

enTT  boiied  in  the  dust  ; 

bi^  no  share  in  all  that's  done 
^g^^r^  dkccrcnit  of  the  san- 

TSc  wbn  my  thoi^hts  design  to  do, 
Mt  Vt-fc^<^  wih  an  TOUT  might  pursue ; 
<^xc  3>:^  <irnce  nor  work  is  foond, 
>\x^  SKdu  nor  hope,  beneath  the  groand. 


There  axe  no  atis  of  pardon  passM 
la  tj^  ovi  grxTc  to  whidi  we  haste  ; 
Bx^iirkaessw  deaths  and  long  despair 


\\\NITY  or  HUMAN  HOPE. 

Y  viN  are  the  hopes  the  sobs  of  men 
OVi  ib=r  owa  works  have  built  ; 
irt>  by  aximze  all  undeamu 
,3  ,-  .>**;^  actiocts  guilt. 


Lee  ^r»  jol  Gentile  stop  their  OKXiths 
\lV.bcGi  a  narmiarii^  worxl, 

X-^i  tie  wb?ie  rare  of  Adam  stand 
Giiirr  beSbce  die  Lord. 

l^r  vsi-  we  *?k  God's  rl^teoos  law 

T>  -;25Ci^  c*  now, 
<«j3^^  to  occv-i2ss??  aaui  to  ooodemn 

Is  *:;  the  iiw  can  do. 


Tescs^  h>*  ^!<«3CB  is  Thy  grace* 
\\"ben  ra  Thy  name  w«  trust, 

Oc:  iiiii  receives  a  righteoaaicss 
TSir  saikes  the  sinner  just. 
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SALVATION  BY  GRACE. 

Lord,  we  confess  our  numerous  faults. 

How  great  our  guilt  has  been  ! 
Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, 

And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 

But,  O  my  soul,  for  ever  praise. 

For  ever  love  His  name, 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dang'rous  ways 

Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame. 

'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteousness 

Which  our  own  hands  have  done. 
But  we  are  sav'd  by  sovereign  grace 

Abounding  through  His  Son. 

'Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God 

That  all  our  hopes  begin  ; 
*Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood 

Our  souls  are  wash'd  from  sin. 

'Tis  thro'  the  purchase  of  His  death. 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree. 
The  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe 

On  such  dry  bones  as  we. 

Raised  from  the  dead,  we  live  anew  ; 

And,  justified  by  grace. 
We  shall  appear  in  glory  too. 

And  see  our  Father's  face. 


THE  REPENTING  PRODIGAL. 

Behold  the  wretch  whose  lust  and  wine 

Had  wasted  his  estate  ; 
He  begs  a  share  amongst  the  swine, 

To  taste  the  husks  they  eat  ! 

"I  die  with  hunger  here,"  he  cries  ; 

**  I  starve  in  foreign  lands  ; 
My  father's  house  has  large  supplies. 

And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 
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V\\  go,  and  with  a  mournful  tongue 
Fall  down  before  his  face : 

•  Father,  I*ve  done  thy  justice  wrongs 
Nor  can  deserve  thy  grace.' " 

He  said,  and  hasten*d  to  his  home. 
To  seek  his  father's  love  ; 

The  father  saw  the  rebel  come. 
And  all  his  bowels  move. 

He  ran,  and  fell  upon  his  neck, 
Embrac'd,  and  kiss'd  his  son  ; 

The  rebel's  heart  with  sorrow  brake 
For  follies  he  had  done. 

"  Take  off  his  clothes  of  shame  and  sin," 
The  father  gives  command  ; 

"  Dress  him  in  garments  white  and  dean. 
With  rings  adorn  his  hand. 

A  day  of  feasting  I  ordain. 
Let  mirth  and  joy  abound  ; 

My  son  was  dead,  and  lives  again. 
Was  lost,  and  now  is  found,'* 


i 


CHRIST'S  COMPASSION, 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

Of  our  High  Priest  above  ; 
His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness. 

His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

Touch'd  with  a  sympathy  widiin. 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 

He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean. 
For  He  has  felt  the  same. 

But  spotless,  innocent,  and  pure 

The  great  Redeemer  stood. 
While  Satan's  fiery  darts  He  bore. 

And  did  resist  to  blood. 
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He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

Pour*d  out  His  cries  and  tears, 
And  in  His  measure  feels  afresh 

What  every  member  bears. 

He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruisM  reed  He  never  breaks, 

Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

Then  let  our  humble  faith  address    . 

His  mercy  and  His  power, 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 

In  the  distressing  hour. 


THE  EXAMPLE  OF  CHRIST. 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  word  ; 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal. 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will. 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  Divine, 
I  would  transcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervour  of  Thy  prayer ; 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conflict,  and  Thy  victory  too. 

Be  Thou  my  pattern  ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here  ; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

FAITH  IN  CHRIST  OUR  SACRIFICE. 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 
On  Jewish  altars  slain. 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace. 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 
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But  Christ,  the  heavenly  11.31115, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away  ; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood,  than  they. 

My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  Thine  ; 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  Thou  didst  bear 
When  hanging  on  the  cursM  tree. 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

Believing,  we  rejoice 
To  see  the  curse  remove  ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice. 
And  sing  His  bleeding  love. 


GLORYING  IN  THE  CROSS. 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died. 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss. 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast. 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God ! 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

See  from  His  head.  His  hands.  His  feet. 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ! 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

His  dying  crimson  like  a  robe. 
Spreads  o'er  His  body  on  the  tree  ; 

Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  tjbe  globe  is  dead  to  me. 
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Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  Divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


:;reat  god,  with  wonder  and  with  praise. 

Great  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praise, 

On  all  Thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  still  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  grace 

Shine  brighter  in  Thy  book. 

The  stars  that  in  their  courses  roll. 

Have  much  instruction  given  ; 
But  Thy  good  word  informs  my  soul 

How  I  may  climb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  show 

The  goodness  of  the  Lord  ; 
But  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  Thy  most  holy  word. 

Here  are  my  choicest  treasures  hid  ; 

Here  my  best  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  desires  are  satisfied, 

And  hence  my  hopes  arise. 

Lord,  make  me  understand  Thy  law, 

Show  what  my  faults  have  been, 
And  fi-om  Thy  gospel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  sin. 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Christ  has  died 
To  save  my  soul  from  hell ;  « 

Not  all  the  books  on  earth  beside 
Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more. 

And  take  a  firesh  delight. 
By  day  to  read  these  wonders  o*er. 

And  meditate  by  night. 


Tu  piy  their  liuinat.'e  m  11L>  Seel. 

There  rersia,  glorious  to  behold. 
There  India,  thines  Id  eastern  gold ; 
And  barb'rous  nations  At  Ilii  word. 
Submit,  and  bow,  and  oWn  their  Lord. 

For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made. 
And  ptaiscB  throng  to  crown  His  hcaid 
His  name  like  tweet  perfume  shall  liie 
With  eveiy  morning  sacrifice. 

People  and  realms  of  every  toDKne 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song  ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 

Blessings  stiound  where'er  Me  reign*; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  hia  duilli ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 
And  all  the  sons  of  wani  are  blest. 
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THE  SPIRIT  IMPLORED. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quick' ning  powers  ; 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below, 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys ; 
Our  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 

To  reach  eternal  joys. 

In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannahs  languish  on  our  tongues. 

And  our  devotion  dies. 

Dear  Lord  !  and  shall  we  ever  lie 

At  this  poor  dying  rale  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee, 

And  Thine  to  us  so  great ! 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quickening  powers  ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love. 

And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

THE  GOSPEL  INVITATION. 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend. 

And  every  heart  rejoice  ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds 

With  an  inviting  voice. 

Ho  !  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls. 

That  feed  upon  the  wind, 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 

To  fill  an  empty  m'md. 

Eternal  Wisdom  has  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  provision  taste. 
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Ho  I  jre  that  pant  lot  living  streams. 

And  pine  awajr  and  die, 
HcT«  yon  may  quench  jour  raging  thirst 

With  springs  that  never  dry. 

Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  n  rich  ocean  join  ; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows. 

Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 

To  perishing  and  naked  poor 
Who  work  with  mighty  pain. 

To  weave  a  garment  of  your  own 
That  will  not  hide  your  sin. 

Come  naked,  and  adorn  your  souls 

In  roties  prepared  by  God, 
Wrought  by  the  loljours  of  His  Son, 

And  dyed  in  His  own  blood. 

Dear  God  I  the  treasures  of  Thy  love 

Are  everlasting  mines. 
Deep  as  our  helpless  miseries  arc. 

And  Irouodless  as  our  sins. 

The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 

Stand  open  night  and  day  : 
Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies. 

And  drive  our  wants  away. 


CHRISTIAN  ASSURANCE. 

1  Timothy  i.  19. 

I'm  not  nsham'd  to  own  my  Lord, 

Or  to  defend  His  cause  ; 
Maintain  the  honour  of  His  word. 
The  glory  of  His  cross. 

Jesus,  my  God ;  1  know  His  name ; 

His  name  is  all  my  tnisC ; 
Nor  will  He  put  my  soul  to  shuoe. 

Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 
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Finn  as  His  throne  His  promise  stands ; 

And  He  can  well  secure 
What  I've  committed  to  His  hands, 

Till  the  decisive  hour. 

Then  will  He  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  His  Father's  face, 
And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  HOPE. 

I  Pctcr  L  3 — ^5. 

Blest  be  the  everlasting  God, 

The  Father  of  our  Lord ! 
Be  His  abounding  mercy  prais'd. 

His  majesty  ador'd ! 

When  from  the  dead  He  rais'd  His  Son, 

And  call'd  Him  to  the  sky, 
He  gave  our  souls  a  lively  hope 

That  they  should  never  die. 

What  though  our  inbred  sins  require 

Our  flesh  to  see  the  dust. 
Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rose, 

So  all  His  followers  must 

There's  an  inheritance  Divine, 

Reserved  against  that  day, 
*Tis  uncorrupted,  undefU'd, 

And  cannot  waste  away. 

Saints,  by  the  power  of  God,  are  kept 

Till  the  salvation  come ; 
We  walk  by  faith,  as  strangers  here. 

Till  Christ  shall  call  us  home. 


Q  Q 
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CHARLES  WESLEY. 

CHAKLBS  WBSLBY  vms  third  son  of  th«  Rev.  Sanrnd  Wesley,  sen.,  rector  of  Epvonfa. 
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poetical  genius.  He  was  bom  at  Epworth.  on  the  x8th  December.  Z70&  Haviiv  stwiied  at 
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of  Wellington.  Charles  Wesley  proceeded  to  Georgia  (as  secretary  to  the  governor^  whiter 
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gregations  at  Blackheath,  Kent,  and  afterwards  itinerated  in  diffierent  parts  of  Englud. 
Having  married  in  his  forty-first  year,  he  henceforth  led  a  domestic  life.  His  death  took  place 
on  the  a9th  March,  X78&  Charles  Wesley  has  been  described  as  the  poet  of  Methotfias. 
He  published  4x00  hymns,  and  left  upwards  of  aooo  others  in  manusa^iC  The  fbOowa^ 
selections  have  been  made  firom  original  editions  of  his  poetical  works. 


MORNING  HYMN.* 

See  the  day-spring  from  afar, 
Usher'd  by  the  morning  star ! 
Haste  to  Him  who  sends  the  light. 
Hallow  the  remains  of  night. 

Souls,  put  on  your  glorious  dress, 
Waking  into  righteousness ; 
Clothed  with  Christ,  aspire  to  shine. 
Radiance  He  of  light  Divine ; 

Beam  of  the  eternal  Beam, 
He  in  God,  and  God  in  Him ! 
Strive  we  Him  in  us  to  see, 
Transcript  of  the  Deity. 

Burst  we  then  the  bands  of  death. 
Raised  by  His  all -quickening  breath ; 
Long  we  to  be  loosed  from  earth, 
Struggle  into  second  birth. 

Spent  at  length  is  nature*s  night : 
Christ  attends  to  give  us  light, 
Christ  attends  Himself  to  give ; 
God  we  now  may  see,  and  live. 

•  From  "  Hvtnns  and  Sacred  Poems.'*   1739. 


CHARLES  WESLEY.  595 

Though  the  outward  man  decay^ 
Fonn*d  within  us  day  by  day 
Still  the  inner  man  we  view, 
Christ  creating  all  things  new. 

Turn,  O  turn  us,  Lord,  again. 
Kaiser  Thou  of  fallen  man ; 
Sin  destroy,  and  nature's  boast, 
Saviour  Tliou  of  spirits  lost 

Thy  great  will  in  us  be  done. 
Crucified  and  dead  our  own ; 
Ours  no  longer  let  us  be, 
Hide  us  from  ourselves  in  Thee. 

Thou  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way. 
Suffer  us  no  more  to  stray : 
Give  us.  Lord,  and  ever  give, 
Thee  to  know,  in  Thee  to  live. 


EVENING  HYMN/ 

Omnipresent  God,  whose  aid 

No  one  ever  ask*d  in  vain. 
Be  this  night  about  my  bed, 

•Every  evil  thought  restrain ;  • 
Lay  Thy  hand  upon  my  soul,  ' 

God  of  my  unguarded  hours, 
All  mine  enemies  control. 

Hell,  and  earth,  and  nature's  powers. 

Frail,  alas  I  my  nature  is, 

Ever  sinking  into  sin ; 
I  cannot  from  sinning  cease, 

All  unholy,  all  unclean ; 
Yet  to  Thee  for  help  I  seek. 

Perfect,  Lord,  Thy  strength  in  me  ; 
I  am  strong,  when  I  am  weak — 

Weak  myself,  but  strong  in  Thee. 

From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.**    1749. 

Q  Q  a 
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Keq>  me,  then,  my  Saviour,  keep, ' 

Till  my  soul  is  all  renewed ; 
Thou,  whose  eyelids  never  sleep, 

Guard  the  future  house  of  God : 
Let  not  evil  enter  in, 

Every  selfish  thought  avert ; 
Stop  the  avenues  of  sin. 

Keep  the  issues  of  my  heart. 

O  Thou  jealous  God,  come  down, 

God  of  spotless  purity ; 
Claim,  and  seize  me  for  Thine  own. 

Consecrate  my  heart  to  Thee. 
Under  Thy  protection  take. 

Songs  in  the  night-season  give ; 
Let  me  sleep  to  Thee,  and  wake, 

Let  me  die  to  Thee,  and  live. 


Only  tell  me  I  am  Thine, 

And  Thou  wilt  not  quit  Thy  right ; 
Answer  me  in  dreams  Divine — 

Dreams  and  visions  of  the  night. 
Bid  my  soul  in  sleep  go  on. 

Restlessly  its  God  desire ; 
Mourn  for  God  in  every  groan, 

God  in  every  thought  require. 

Loose  me  from  the  chains  of  sense. 

Set  me  from  my  body  free. 
Draw  with  stronger  influence 

My  unfetter'd  soul  to  Thee ; 
In  me,  Lord,  Thyself  reveal, 

Fill  me  with  a  sweet  surprise ; 
Let  me  Thee  when  waking  feel. 

Let  me  in  Thine  image  rise. 

Let  me  of  Thy  life  partake. 
Thy  own  holiness  impart; 

Oh  that  I  might  sweetly  wake, 
\^\>i>n.TK^  Saviour  in  my  heart! 
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Oh  that  I  might  know  Thee  mine ! 

Oh  that  I  might  Thee  recdve  I 
Only  live  the  life  Divine, 

Only  to  Thy  glory  live ! 

Or,  if  Thou  my  soul  require 

E'er  I  see  the  morning  light. 
Grant  me,  Lord,  my  heart's  desire, 

Perfect  me  in  love  to-night ; 
Finish  Thy  great  work  of  love, 

Cut  it  short  in  righteousness; 
Fit  me  for  the  realms  above, 

Change,  and  bid  me  die  in  peace. 

HYMN  FOR  THE  NATIVITY  OF  OUR  LORD.* 

All  glory  to  God  in  the  sky, 

And  peace  upon  earth  be  restored; 
O  Jesus,  exalted  on  high. 

Appear  our  omnipotent  Lord  I 
Who,  meanly  in  Bethlehem  bom. 

Didst  stoop  to  redeem  a  lost  race, 
Once  more  to  Thy  creature  return. 

And  reign  in  Thy  kingdom  of  grace. 

When  Thou  in  our  flesh  didst  appear, 

All  nature  acknowledged  Thy  birth ; 
Arose  the  acceptable  year. 

And  heaven  was  opened  on  earth : 
Receiving  its  Lord  from  above, 

The  world  was  united  to  bless 
The  Giver  of  concord  and  love. 

The  Prince  and  the  Author  of  peace. 

O  wouldst  Thou  again  be  made  known, 

Again  in  Thy  Spirit  descend. 
And  set  up  in  each  of  Thine  own 

A  kingdom  that  never  shall  end. 
Thou  only  art  able  to  bless, 

And  make  the  glad  nations  obey. 
And  bid  the  dire  enmity  cease. 

And  bow  the  whole  world  to  Thy  sway. 

*  From  "  Hymns  for  the  Nativity  of  our  Lord.**    1744. 
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Come  then  to  Thy  servants  again, 

Wha  long  Thy  appearing  to  know  ; 
Thy  quiet  and  peaceable  reign 

In  mercy  establish  below  : 
All  sorrow  before  Thee  shall  fly. 

And  anger  and  hatred  be  o'er. 
And  envy  and  malice  shall  die. 

And  discord  afflict  us  no  more. 

No  horrid  alarum  of  war 

Shall  break  our  eternal  repose  ; 
No  sound  of  the  trumpet  is  there. 

Where  Jesus's  Spirit  o*erflows  : 
Appeased  by  the  charms  of  Thy  grace. 

We  all  shall  in  amity  join. 
And  kindly  each  other  embrace, 

And  love  with  a  passion  like  Thine, 


% 


HYMN  FOR  EASTER  DAY.* 

**  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day," 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say ; 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high. 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and  earth  reply. 

Love's  redeeming  work  is  done. 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won  ; 
Lo  !  our  sun*s  eclipse  is  o'er ; 
Lo  !  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal ; 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell  ! 
Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise  ; 
Christ  has  open'd  Paradise. 

Lives  again  our  glorious  King  ; 
Where,  O  death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 
Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save  : 
Where  thy  victory,  O  grave  ? 

*  From  *'  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.**    1739. 


CHARLES  WESLEY.  599 

Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led. 
Following  our  exalted  Head  : 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise  ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies  ! 

What  though  once  we  perish*d  all. 
Partners  in  our  parents'  fall  ? 
Second  life  we  all  receive, 
In  our  heavenly  Adam  live. 

Risen  with  Him,  we  upward  move ; 
Still  we  seek  the  things  above ; 
Still  pursue  and  kiss  the  Son, 
Seated  on  His  Father's  throne ; 

Scarce  on  earth  a  thought  bestow. 
Dead  to  all  we  leave  below ; 
Heaven  our  aim  and  loved  abode, 
Hid  our  Hfe  with  Christ  in  God  ! 

Hid,  till  Christ  our  life  appear, 
Glorious  in  His  members  here  ; 
Join'd  to  Him,  we  then  shall  shine, 
All  inunortal,  all  Divine  ! 

Hail  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  ! 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given  ; 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now  I 
Hail,  the  resurrection  Thou  I 

King  of  glory.  Soul  of  bliss  ! 
Everlasting  life  is  this. 
Thee  to  know,  Thy  power  to  prove, 
Thus  to  sing,  and  thus  to  love  ! 


FOR  ASCENSION  DAY,* 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise, 
Ravish'd  from  our  wishful  eyes  ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given. 
Re-ascends  His  native  heaven, 

^  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."   1739. 
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There  the  pompous  triumph  waits : 
"  Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates. 
Wide  unfold  the  radiant  scene  ; 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in  !" 

Circled  round  with  angel  powers, 
Their  triumphant  Lord  and  ours, 
Conqueror  over  death  and  sin ; 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in  I 

Him.  though  highest  heaven  receives. 
Still  He  loves  the  earth  He  leaves  ; 
Though  returning  to  His  throne, 
Still  He  calls  mankind  His  own. 


See,  He  lifts  His  hands  above  ! 
See,  He  shows  the  prints  of  love ! 
Hark,  His  gracious  lips  bestow 
Blessings  on  His  Church  below  ! 

Still  for  us  His  death  He  pleads ; 
Prevalent  He  intercedes ; 
Near  Himself  prepares  our  place, 
Harbinger  of  human  race. 

Master  (will  we  ever  say), 
Taken  from  our  head  to-day. 
See  Thy  faithful  servants,  see. 
Ever  gazing  up  to  Thee. 

Grant,  though  parted  from  our  sight. 
High  above  yon  azure  height. 
Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise. 
Following  Thee  beyond  the  skies. 


Ever  upward  let  us  move. 
Wafted  on  the  wings  of  love  ; 
Looking  when  our  Lord  shall  come, 
"LoTv^^,  ^jjs^va<^  after  home. 
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There  we  shall  with  Thee  remain, 
Partners  of  Thy  endless  reign  ; 
There  Thy  face  unclouded  see, 
Find  our  heaven  of  heavens  in  Thee. 


THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE.* 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  : 

Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  bound. 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

Jesus,  our  great  High-priest, 
Hath  fiill  atonement  made  : 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  : 

The  year,  etc. 

Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  through  His  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  : 

The  year,  etc. 

Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 

Your  liberty  receive  ; 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell. 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live  : 

The  year,  etc. 

Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above, 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesu's  love  : 

The  year,  etc 

From  "  Hymns  for  New  Yearns  Day."   1750. 
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The  gospel  trumpet  hear, 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 

And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face : 

The  year,  etc. 
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FUNERAL  HYMN.* 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 

That  have  obtained  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle-wings  of  love 

To  joys  celestial  rise  : 
Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing. 

With  those  to  glory  gone  ; 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 

In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

One  family  we  dwell  in  Him, 

One  Church  above,  beneath. 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream. 

The  narrow  stream,  of  death  : 
One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow  ; 
Part  of  His  host  hath  cross'd  the  flood. 

And  part  is  crossing  now. 

Ten  thousand  to  their  endless  home 

This  solemn  moment  fly. 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come, 

And  we  expect  to  die  : 
His  militant  embodied  host. 

With  wishful  looks  we  stand. 
And  long  to  see  that  happy  coast,  ' 

And  reach  that  heavenly  land. 

Our  old  companions  in  distress 

We  haste  again  to  see. 
And  eager  long  for  our  release 

And  full  felicity : 

Yxom. "  Yvrnftval  Hymns."    1759. 
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E'en  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before, 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 

On  the  eternal  shore. 

Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join. 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crown*d. 
And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign. 

To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 
O  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  Guide  ! 

O  that  the  word  were  given  I 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  waves  divide, 

And  land  us  all  in  heaven  ! 


DIVINE  LOVE.* 

Love  Divine,  all  loves  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down  ; 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling. 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  : 
Jesu,  Thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation. 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest : 
Take  away  our  power  of  sinning. 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  banning. 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

Come,  almighty  to  deliver  I 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive  ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never. 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave. 

From  "  Hymns  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the 
od  of  Jesus  Christ.*'   1746. 
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Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 
Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above  ; 

Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing. 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love. 

Finish  then  Thy  new  creation. 

Pure  and  sinless  let  us  be  ; 
Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation. 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee  ; 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place ; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise  ! 


FOR  THE  TIME  OF  TROUBLE,* 

Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master  proclaim. 
And  publish  abroad  His  wonderfid  name ; 
The  name  all -victorious  of  Jesus  extol  ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious,  and  rules  over  alL 

The  waves  of  the  sea  have  lift  up  their  Toicc, 
Sore  troubled  that  we  in  Jesus  rejoice  ; 
The  floods  they  are  roaring,  but  Jesus  is  here  ; 
While  we  are  adoring,  He  always  is  near. 

Men,  devils  engage  ;  the  billows  arise. 
And  horribly  rage,  and  threaten  the  skies ; 
Their  fury  shall  never  our  stead^tness  shock. 
The  weakest  believer  is  built  on  a  Rock, 

God  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save. 
And  still  He  is  nigh.  His  presence  we  have  ; 
The  great  congregation  His  triumph  shall  sing. 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 

Salvation  to  God,  who  sits  on  the  throne  I 

Let  all  cry  aloud,  and  honour  the  Son  I 

Our  Jesus's  praises  the  angels  proclaim. 

Fall  down  on  their  faces,  and  worship  the  Lamb. 

*  Yiom  "  \VfTKD&  {qx  Tunes  of  Trouble  and  Persecutkm.**    1745. 
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Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  Him  His  right, 
All  glory,  and  power,  and  wisdom,  and  might. 
All  honour,  and  blessing,  with  angels  above, 
And  thanks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love. 


HYMN  ON  CONVERSION.* 

O  FOR  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise  ! 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim. 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 

The  honours  of  Thy  name. 

Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 

Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace  t 

He  breaks  the  power  of  cancelled  sin  ; 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, — 

His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  His  voice. 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 

The  humble  poor  believe. 

Hear  Him,  ye  deaf  I  His  praise,  ye  dumb, 

Your  loosen'd  tongues  employ ! 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come, 

And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy  ! 

»  This  hinnn,  as  published  by  Charles  Wesley  in  his  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poems,**  X740»  extends  to  eighteen  verses.  The  first  six  and  last  four  verses 
haswc  not  been  reproduced,  and  are  here  omitted. 
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Look  unto  Him,  ye  nations ;  own 
Your  God,  ye  fallen  race  ! 

Look,  and  be  saved,  through  fsuth  alone  ; 
Be  justified  by  grace  ! 

See  all  your  sins  on  Jesus  laid  ! 

The  Lamb  of  God  was  slain ; 
His  soul  was  once  an  offering  made 

For  every  soul  of  man. 
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WRESTLING  JACOB.' 

Come,  O  Thou  Traveller  unknown. 
Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  sec; 

My  company  before  is  gone. 
And  I  am  left  alone  with  Thee : 

With  Thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay. 

And  wrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 

I  need  not  tell  Thee  who  I  am, 

My  misery,  or  sin  declare : 
Thyself  hast  call'd  mc  by  my  name. 

Look  on  Thy  hands,  and  read  it  there; 
But  who,  I  ask  Thee,  who  art  Thou? 
Tell  me  Thy  name,  and  tell  me  now? 

In  vain  Thou  stnigglest  to  get  free, 
I  never  will  unloose  my  hold ; 

Art  Thou  the  Man  that  died  for  me  ? 
The  secret  of  Thy  love  unfold. 

Wrestling  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 

Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

Wilt  Thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 
Thy  new,  unutterable  name? 

Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  Thee,  tell  I 
To  know  it  now  resolved  I  am. 

Wrestling  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 

Till  I  Thy  name.  Thy  nature  know. 

•  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.*    2743. 
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'Tis  all  in  vain  to  hold  Thy  tongue. 

Or  touch  the  hollow  of  my  thigh : 
Though  every  sinew  be  unstrung, 

Out  of  my  arms  Thou  shalt  not  fly ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  I  Thy  name.  Thy  nature  know. 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain, 

And  murmur  to  contend  so  long ! 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain ; 

When  I  am  weak  then  I  am  strong. 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fisdl, 
I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 

My  strength  is  gone,  my  nature  dies, 

I  sink  beneath  Thy  weighty  hand, 
Faint  to  revive,  and  fall  to  rise  ; 

I  fall,  and  yet  by  faith  I  stand. 
I  stand,  and  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  I  Thy  name.  Thy  nature  know. 

Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak, 

But  confident  in  self-despair ; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak ; 

Be  conquered  by  my  instant  prayer ; 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  shalt  move, 
And  tell  me  if  Thy  name  is  Love. 

*Tis  Love,  'tis  Love  !  Thou  diedst  for  me ; 

I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart ; 
The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee; 

Pure,  universal  Love  Thou  art. 
To  me,  to  all  Thy  bowels  move. 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

My  prayer  hath  power  with  God ;  the  grace 

Unspeakable  I  now  receive. 
Through  faith  I  see  Thee  face  to  face; 

I  see  Thee  face  to  face,  and  live. 
In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove, 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 
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1  know  Thee,  Saviour,  who  Thou  art — 
Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner's  friend ; 

Nor  wilt  Thou  with  the  night  depart. 
But  stay  and^love  me  to  the  end ; 

Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove, 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

The  Sun  of  righteousness  on  me 
Hath  rose  with  healing  in  His  wings, 

Wither'd  my  nature's  strength  ;  from  Thee 
My  soul  its  life  and  succour  brings  ; 

My  help  is  all  laid  up  above, 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

Contented  now,  upon  my  thigh 
I  halt,  till  life's  short  journey  end ; 

All  helplessness,  all  weakness  I 
On  Thee  alone  for  strength  depend. 

Nor  have  I  power  from  Thee  to  move  ; 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

Lame  as  I  am,  I  take  the  prey, 

Hell,  earth,  and  sin,  with  ease  o'eicome ; 

I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way. 
And  as  a  bounding  hart  fly  home, 

Through  all  eternity  to  prove 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 


i 


AFTER  A  RELAPSE  INTO  SIN, 

Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
Can  my  God  His  wrath  forbear? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

I  have  long  withstood  His  grace ; 
Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face  ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  His  calls  ; 
Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls, 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    1740. 
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I  my  Master  have  denied, 

I  afresh  have  crucified, 

Oft  profaned  His  halloVd  name, 

Pat  Him  to  an  open  shame. 


I  have  spilt  His  precious  blood. 
Trampled  on  the  Son  of  God  ; 
Filled  with  pangs  unspeakable, 
I — and  yet  am  not  in  hell. 

Lo,  I  cumber  still  the  ground ! 
Lo,  an  Advocate  is  found, — 
'*  Hasten  not  to  cut  him  down. 
Let  this  barren  soul  alone." 

Jesus  speaks,  and  pleads  His  blood. 
He  disarms  the  wrath  of  God  ; 
Now  my  Father's  bowels  move, 
Justice  lingers  into  love. 

Kindled  His  relentings  are ; 
Me  He  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  **  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?" 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

Whence  to  me  this  waste  of  love? 
Ask  my  Advocate  above ; 
See  the  cause  in  Jesu's  face. 
Now  before  the  throne  of  grace. 

There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands ; 

Shows  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His  hands  ; 

God  is  love  I  I  know,  I  feel ; 

Jesus  weeps,  but  loves  me  still. 

Jesus,  answer  from  above, — 
Is  not  all  Thy  nature  love  ? 
Wilt  Thou  not  the  wrong  forget? 
Suffer  me  to  kiss  Thy  feet? 

&  R 
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If  I  rightly  read  Thy  heart. 
If  Thou  all  compassion  art. 
Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow. 
Pardon  and  accept  me  now. 

Pity  from  Thine  eye  let  fall ; 
By  a  look  my  soul  recall ; 
Now  the  stone  to  flesh  convert ; 
Cast  a  look,  and  break  my  heart. 

Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament ; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore ; 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  WATCH-NIGHT.* 

Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead. 

Before  whose  bar  severe. 
With  holy  joy  or  guilty  dread. 

We  all  shall  soon  appear  ; 
0»ir  caution'd  souls  prepare 

For  that  tremendous  day, 
And  fill  us  now  with  watchful  care. 

And  stir  us  up  to  pray. 

To  pray  and  wait  the  hour. 

The  awful  hour  unknown. 
When,  robed  in  majesty  and  power. 

Thou  shalt  from  heaven  come  down. 
The  immortal  Son  of  man. 

To  judge  the  human  race. 
With  all  Thy  Father's  dazzling  train. 

With  all  His  glorious  grace. 

To  damp  our  earthly  joys. 

To  increase  our  gracious  fears. 

For  ever  let  the  archangel's  voice 
Be  sounding  in  our  ears : 

*  From  *•  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems/*  toL  iL  1749. 
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The  solemn  midnight  cry — 

"  Ye  dead,  the  Judge  is  come; 
Arise,  and  meet  Him  in  the  sky, 

And  meet  your  instant  doom." 

Oh  may  we  thus  be  found. 

Obedient  to  His  word  ! 
Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound. 

And  looking  for  our  Lord  I 
Oh  may  we  thus  insure 

Our  lot  among  the  blest ! 
And  watch  a  moment,  to  secure 

An  everlasting  rest. 

IN  TEMPTATION.* 

Jesu,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last 

Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee  ; 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  support  and  comfort  me : 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  sta/d  ; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

Wilt  Thou  not  regard  my  call  ? 

Wilt  Thou  not  accept  my  prayer  ? 
Lo  !  I  sink,  I  faint,  I  fall : 

Lo  !  on  Thee  I  cast  my  care. 
Reach  me  out  Thy  gracious  hand  ; 

While  I  of  Thy  strength  receive, 
Hoping  against  hope  I  stand, 

Dying,-  and  behold  I  live  ! 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    xy^a 
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ThoB,  O  Christ,  ait  all  I  want ; 

If  ore  than  all  in  Thee  I  find  : 
Ruse  die&Uen,  dieer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
JvH  and  holy  is  Thy  name  ; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness  : 
False,  and  full  of  sin  I  am  ; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound. 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within  ; 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art ; 

Fredy  let  me  take  of  Thee  : 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart. 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


DESIRING  TO  LOVE.* 

0  Love  Divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art ! 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  Thee  ? 

1  thirst,  and  faint,  and  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love. 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me  ! 

Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable : 

The  firstborn  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depth  to  see  ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery. 

The  length,  and  breadth,  and  height.     • 

God  only  knows  the  love  of  God  : 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine  : 
This  only  portion.  Lord,  be  mine. 

Be  mine  this  better  part  ! 

•  First  printed  in  "  Lamp  s  Hymns  on  the  Great  Fest&vals,"  ftc,  X7416  sad  1 
in  Charies  Wcslc/s  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    174^ 
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O  that  I  could  for  ever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet  1 

Be  this  my  happy  choice  : 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice  ! 

O  that,  with  humbled  Peter,  I 
Could  weep,  believe,  and  thrice  reply. 

My  faithfulness  to  prove ; 
Thou  know'st  (for  all  to  Thee  is  known), 
Thou  know'st,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  alone, 

Thou  know'st  that  Thee  I  love. 

O  that  I  could,  with  favoured  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ; 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free. 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  Thee 

My  everlasting  rest. 

Thy  only  love  do  I  require. 
Nothing  in  earth  beneath  desire. 

Nothing  in  heaven  above  ; 
Let  earth,  and  heaven,  and  all  things  go ; 
Give  me  Thy  only  love  to  know, 

Give  me  Thy  only  love. 


IN  A  STORM.* 

Glory  to  Thee,  whose  powerful  word 
Bids  the  tempestuous  wind  arise : 

Glory  to  Thee,  the  sovereign  Lord 
Of  air,  and  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies. 

Let  air,  and  earth,  and  skies  obey, 
And  seas  Thy  awfiil  will  perform  : 

From  them  we  learn  to  own  Thy  sway, 
And  shout  to  meet  the  gathering  storm. 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."   1740. 


The  dim  in  a  believer's  bnost. 

Rige,  while  out  fallli  (he  SiTiour  tries, 
Thou  sea,  the  servant  of  His  will  I 

Rise,  while  our  God  permits  thee,  rise  ; 
But  fall  when  He  shall  say,  "Btstii, 


HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS  DA' 

Hark,  how  nil  the  welkin  rings, 
"  Glory  to  the  }Cing  of  Icingt  i 
Peace  on  eailh,  and  meiey  mild, 
God  and  iiimera  recondled  I" 

Joyful  all  ye  nations  rise, 

Join  the  triumph  of  the  &]cies. ; 

UniTer^al  nature,  say, 

"  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  horn  to-day 

Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored  ! 
Christ,  the  evcrlasdng  Lord  I 
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Hail,  the  heavenly  Prince  of  peace ! 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  righteousness  I 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings. 
Risen  with  healing  in  His  vrings. 

Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by  ; 
Bom,  that  man  no  more  may  die  ; 
Bom,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth ; 
Bom,  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Come,  Desire  of  nations,  come, 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  home ; 
Rise,  the  woman's  conquering  Seed, 
Bruise  in  us  the  serpent's  head. 

Now  display  Thy  saving  power, 
Ruin'd  nature  now  restore  ; 
Now  in  mystic  union  join. 
Thine  to  ours,  and  ours  to  Thine. 

Adam's  likeness,  Lord,  ef&.ce, 
Stamp  Thy  image  in  its  place ; 
Second  Adam  from  above, 
Reinstate  us  in  Thy  love. 

Let  us  Thee,  though  lost,  regain. 
Thee,  the  life,  the  heavenly  man ; 
Oh  to  all  Thyself  impart, 
Form'd  in  each  believing  heart ! 


GLORY  TO  GOD.» 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
God  whose  glory  fills  the  sky ; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, 
Man  the  well-beloved  of  Heaven. 

Sovereign  Father,  heavenly  King, 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing  ; 
Glad  Thine  attributes  confess. 
Glorious  all  and  numberless. 

*  From  **  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    i739> 
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Hail !  by  all  Thy  works  adored ; 
Hail !  the  everlasting  Lord ; 
Thee  with  thankful  hearts  we  prove 
Lord  of  power  and  God  of  love. 

Christ  our  Lord  and  God  we  own — 
Christ,  the  Father's  only  Son, 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  slain. 
Saviour  of  offending  man. 

Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow. 
Hear,  the  world's  Atonement  Thoa  ; 
Jesu,  in  Thy  name  we  pray, 
Take,  oh,  take  our  sins  away  I 

Powerful  Advocate  with  God, 
Justify  us  by  Thy  blood ; 
Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow, 
Hear,  the  world's  Atonement  Thoa  I 

Hear ;  for  Thou,  O  Christ,  alone, 
Art  with  Thy  great  Father  one ; 
One  the  Holy  Ghost  with  Thee, 
One  supreme,  eternal  Three. 


HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN.* 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild. 
Look  upon  a  little  child, 
Pity  my  simplicity, 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  Thee. 

Fain  I  would  to  Thee  be  brought ; 
Dearest  God,  forbid  it  not ; 
Give  me,  dearest  God,  a  place 
In  the  kingdom  of  Thy  grace. 

Put  Thy  hands  upon  my  head. 
Let  me  in  Thine  arms  be  stay'd ; 
Let  me  lean  upon  Thy  breast,' 
Lull  me,  lull  me.  Lord,  to  rest. 

•  "^TOia**  '^YBoa  «sA^Mx«d  Poems.*'    174a. 
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Hold  me  fast  in  Thy  embrace, 
Let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face  ; 
Give  me,  Lord,  Thy  blessing  give, 
Pray  for  me,  and  I  shall  live. 

I  shall  live  the  simple  life, 
Free  from  sin's  mieasy  strife. 
Sweetly  ignorant  of  ill, 
Innocent,  and  happy  still. 

Oh  that  I  may  never  know 
What  the  wicked  people  do ; 
Sin  is  contrary  to  Thee, 
Sin  is  the  forbidden  tree. 


Keep  me  from  the  great  offence, 
Guard  my  helpless  innocence ; 
Hide  me  from  all  evil,  hide 
Sd^  and  stubbornness,  and  pride. 

Lamb  of  God,  I  look  to  Thee, 
Thou  shalt  my  example  be  ; 
Thou  art  gentle,  meek,  and  mild ; 
Thou  wast  once  a  little  child. 

Fain  I  would  be  as  Thou  art ; 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart ; 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind, 
Let  me  have  Thy  loving  mind. 

Meek  and  lowly  may  I  be. 
Thou  art  all  humility  ; 
Let  me  to  my  betters  bow. 
Subject  to  Thy  parents  Thou. 

Let  me  above  all  fulfil 
God  my  heavenly  Father's  will, 
Never  His  good  Spirit  grieve. 
Only  to  His  glory  live. 
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Thou  didst  live  to  God  alone, 
Thou  didst  never  seek  Thine  <5wn. 
Thou  Thyself  didst  never  please, 
God  was  all  Thy  happiness. 

Loving  Jesu,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  Thy  gracious  hands  I  am  ; 
Make  me,  Saviour,  what  Thou  art. 
Live  Thyself  within  my  heart. 

I  shall  then  show  forth  Thy  praise, 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days  ; 
Then  the  world  shall  always  see 
Christ,  the  Holy  Child,  in  me. 

THE  JUDGMENT  HYMN.* 

Lo  !  He  comes  with  clouds  descending, 
Once  for  favour'd  sinners  slain  ! 

Thousand,  thousand  saints  attending. 
Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train  : 

Hallelujah  ! 
God  appears  on  earth  to  reign  ! 

Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty ; 

Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced,  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

The  dear  tokens  of  His  passion 
Still  His  dazzling  body  bears, 

Cause  of  endless  exultation 
To  His  ransom'd  worshippers ; 

With  what  rapture 
Gaze  we  on  those  glorious  scars  I 

Yea,  amen,  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  eternal  throne ! 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory, 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own  ; 

Jah,  Jehovah  ! 
Everlasting  God,  come  down. 

♦  Sec  Note. 
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JOHN  WESLEY. 

John  Wesley,  second  son  of  the  Rev.  Samuel  Wesley,  and  brother  of  the  preceding  writer, 
was  born  at  Epworth,  on  the  ijxh  June,  1703.  When  a  child,  he  narrowly  escaped  beinji; 
burned  to  death,  when  his  father's  rectory  was  set  on  lire  by  some  hostile  parishioners.  He 
was  educated  at  the  Charterhouse,  and  in  his  seventeenth  year  became  a  student  of  Christ 
Church,  Oxford.  When  at  the  university,  he  joined  some  other  earnest  young  men  in  forming 
a  religious  society.  The  members  met  for  social  prayer,  vidted  the  poor,  relieved  the  desti- 
tute, and  fasted  twice  a  week.  He  declined  being  nominated  as  assistant  and  successor  to  his 
ftther,  but  accepted  an  invitation  to  proceed  to  the  new  colony  of  Georgia  as  a  missionary. 
He  was  accompanied  by  his  brother  Charles  and  others  of  his  Oxford  associates.  He  settled 
at  Savannah,  but  the  strictness  of  his  discipline  led  to  a  popular  outburst  and  to  his  return  to 
England.  On  his  way  to  Georgia  he  had  met  with  several  pious  Moravians,  and  on  his  return 
ia  1738,  he  became  acquainted  with  Peter  Boehler,  the  Moravian,  whose  converse  led  to  an 
entire  change  in  his  religiotis  views.  Wesley  attached  himself  to  Mr.  Whitefield ;  but  their 
ndidsterial  union  was  speedily  broken  up  by  the  adherence  of  the  former  to  Arminian  tenets, 
aad  the  strong  espousal  of  Calvinistic  doctrines  by  the  latter.  By  a  courseof  indefatigable 
Itinerancy,  with  the  aid  of  lay  preaching,  he  effected  a  remaricable  revival  of  evangelical  re- 
Hgion,  and  founded  the  religious  community  which  bears  his  name.  He  died  on  the  and 
March,  X79X,  in  his  eighty-ninth  year. 

"  The  Rev.  John  Wesley,"  says  one  of  his  biographers,  "  had  a  pure  taste  for  poetry,  and 
himself  wrote  many  of  our  hymns,  but  he  told  me  that  he  and  his  brother  agreed  not  to  dis- 
tinguish their  hymns  from  each  other's."  On  this  account  it  is  impossible  to  determine  what 
hymns  were  written  by  him.  Tradition  assigns  to  him  six  or  seven  original  hymns,  and  it  is 
known  that  he  translated  twenty-nine  hymns  from  the  German,  two  from  the  French,  and  one 
from  the  Spanish. 

THE  BELIEVER'S  SUPPORT.* 

O  Thou,  to  whose  all-searching  sight 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light. 
Search,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  for  Thee ; 
Oh,  burst  these  bonds  and  set  it  free  I 

Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross, 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross  ; 
Hallow  each  thought,  let  all  within 
Be  clean,  as  Thou,  my  Lord,  art  dean. 

If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray. 

Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  way ; 

No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear. 

No  fraud,  while  Thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

When  rising  floods  my  soul  o*erflow, 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jesus,  Thy  timely  aid  impart, 
And  raise  my  head  and  dieer  my  heart. 

*  Translated  from  the  German  of  Gerhard  Terste^ien. 
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Saviour,  where'er  Thy  steps  I  see, 
Dauntless,  untired,  I  follow  Thee  ; 
Oh,  let  Thy  hand  support  me  still. 
And  lead  me  to  Thy  holy  hill  I 

If  rough  and  thorny  be  the  way. 
My  strength  proportion  to  my  day ; 
Till  toil  and  grief  and  pain  shall  cease, 
Where  all  is  calm  and  joy  and  peace. 


A  PARAPHRASE  ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER.^ 

Father  of  all,  whose  powerful  voice 

Call'd  forth  this  universal  frame. 
Whose  merdes  over  all  rejoice, 

Through  endless  ages  still  the  same. 
Thou,  by  thy  word,  upholdest  all ; 

Thy  bounteous  love  to  all  is  showed  ; 
Thou  hear'st  Thy  every  creature's  call. 

And  fillest  every  mouth  with  good. 

In  heaven  Thou  reign'st,  enthroned  in  light. 

Nature's  expanse  beneath  Thee  spread; 
Earth,  air,  and  sea  before  Thy  sight. 

And  hell's  deep  gloom,  are  op>en  laid. 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  love  are  Thine; 

Prostrate  before  Thy  fiice  we  fall, 
Confess  Thy  attributes  Divine, 

And  hail  Thee  sovereign  Lord  of  alL 

Thee,  sovereign  Lord,  let  all  confess, 

That  moves  in  earth,  or  air,  or  sky. 
Revere  Thy  power.  Thy  goodness  bless. 

Tremble  before  Thy  piercing  eye. 
All  ye  who  owe  to  Him  your  birth. 

In  praise  your  every  hour  employ ; 
Jehovah  reigns  !  be  glad,  O  earth. 

And  shout,  ye  morning  stars,  for  joy  ! 

*  ¥Tota  "  K:^mn&  and  Sacred  Poems.**    1739. 
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Son  of  Thy  Sire's  eternal  love, 

Take  to  Thyself  Thy  mighty  power  ; 
Let  all  earth's  sons  Thy  mercy  prove, 

Let  all  Thy  bleeding  grace  adore  ; 
The  triumphs  of  Thy  love  display. 

In  every  heart  reign  Thou  alone, 
Till  all  Thy  foes  confess  Thy  sway, 

And  glory  ends  what  grace  b^;un. 


Spirit  of  grace  and  health  and  power, 

Fountain  of  light  and  love  below, 
Abroad  Thine  healing  influence  shower. 

O'er  all  the  nations  let  it  flow. 
Inflame  our  hearts  with  perfect  love. 

In  us  the  work  of  faith  fulfil ; 
So  not  heaven's  host  shall  swifter  move, 

Than  we  on  earth,  to  do  Thy  will. 

Father,  'tis  Thine  each  day  to  yield 

Thy  children's  wants  a  fresh  supply  ; 
Thou  cloth'st  the  lilies  of  the  field. 

And  hearest  the  young  ravens  cry. 
On  Thee  we  cast  our  care  ;  we  live 

Through  Thee,  who  know'st  our  every  need ; 
Oh,  feed  us  with  Thy  grace,  and  give 

Our  souls  this  day  the  living  bread  ! 

Eternal,  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 

Before  the  world's  foundation  slain. 
Sprinkle  us  ever  with  Thy  blood ; 

Oh,  cleanse  and  keep  us  ever  clean. 
To  every  soul  (all  praise  to  Thee), 

Our  bowels  of  compassion  move ; 
And  all  mankind  by  this  may  see 

God  is  in  us,  for  God  is  love. 

Giver  and  Lord  of  life,  whose  power 
And  guardian  care  for  all  are  free. 

To  Thee,  in  fierce  temptation's  hour, 
From  sin  and  Satan  let  us  flee. 
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Thine,  Lord,  we  are,  and  ours  Thon  art ; 

In  us  be  all  Thy  goodness  show*d  ; 
Renew,  enlarge,  and  fill  our  heart 

With  peace,  and  joy,  and  heaven,  and  God. 

Blessing  and  honour,  praise  and  love. 

Co-equal,  co-etemal  Three, 
In  earth  below  and  heaven  above. 

By  all  Thy  works,  be  paid  to  Thee. 
Thrice  Holy,  Thine  the  kingdom  is, 

The  power  omnipotent  is  Thine ; 
And  when  created  nature  dies, 

Thy  never-ceasing  glories  shine. 


THE  PILGRIM.* 

How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot ! 
How  free  from  every  anxious  thought, 

From  worldly  hope  and  fear  I 
Confined  to  neither  court  nor  cell. 
His  soul  disdains  on  earth  to  dwdl. 

He  only  sojourns  here. 

His  happiness  in  part  is  mine. 
Already  saved  from  self  design. 

From  every  creature-love  I 
Blest  with  the  scorn  of  finite  good, 
.  My  soul  is  lighten'd  of  its  load, 

And  seeks  the  things  above. 

The  things  eternal  I  pursue, 
A  happiness  beyond  the  view 

Of  those  that  basely  pant 
For  things  by  nature  felt  and  seen  ; 
Their  honours,  wealth,  and  pleasures  mean, 

I  neither  have  nor  want. 

*  From  "  Hymns  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the 
Blood  of  ]esu&  Christ,"   1746. 
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I  have  no  sharer  of  my  heart, 
To  rob  my  Saviour  of  a  part 

And  desecrate  the  whole  : 
Only.betroth'd  to  Christ  am  I, 
And  wait  His  coming  from  the  sky, 

To  wed  my  happy  soul. 

I  have  no  babes  to  hold  me  here. 
But  children  more  securely  dear 

For  mine  I  humbly  claim  : 
Better  than  daughters  or  than  sons, 
Temples  Divine  of  living  stones 

Inscribed  with  Jesu's  name. 

No  foot  of  land  do  I  possess. 
No  cottage  in  this  wilderness  : 

A  poor  wayfaring  man, 
I  lodge  awhile  in  tents  below, 
Or  gladly  wander  to  and  fro. 

Till  I  my  Canaan  gain. 

Nothing  on  earth  I  call  toy  own, 
A  stranger  to  the  world,  unknown, 

I  all  their  goods  despise  : 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight. 
And  seek  a  country  out  of  sight, 

A  country  in  the  skies. 

There  is  my  house  and  portion  fair. 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there. 

And  my  abiding  home  : 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay. 
And  angels  beckon  me  away, 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

I  come,  Thy  servant,  Lord,  replies, 
I  come  to  meet  Thee  in  the  skies. 

And  claim  my  heavenly  rest : 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end  ; 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  Thy  breast. 
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GOD'S  LOVE  TO  MANKIND.* 

O  God,  of  good  the*  unfathom'd  Sea ! 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  Thee  ? 

Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might, 
O  Jesu,  Lover  of  mankind  ? 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind. 

With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  unite? 

Thou  shin'st  with  everlasting  rays : 
Before  the'  insufferable  blaze 

Angels  with  both  wings  veil  their  eyes  ; 
Yet,  free  as  air  Thy  bounty  streams 
On  all  Thy  works  ;  Thy  mercy's  beams, 

Difiusive  as  Thy  sun's,  arise. 

Astonish'd  at  Thy  frowning  brow. 

Earth,  hell,  and  heaven's  strong  pillars  bow ; 

Terrible  majesty  is  Thine  I 
Who  then  can  that  vast  love  express, 
Which  bows  Thee  down  to  me,  who  less 

Than  nothing  am,  till  Thou  art  mine  ! 

High  throned  on  heaven's  eternal  hill. 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure  still 

Thou  sweetly  orderest  all  that  is : 
And  yet  Thou  deign'st  to  come  to  me. 
And  guide  my  steps,  that  I,  with  Thee 

Enthroned,  may  reign  in  endless  bUss. 

Fountain  of  good,  all  blessing  flows 
From  Thee ;  no  want  Thy  fulness  knows  : 

What  but  Thyself  canst  Thou  desire  ? 
Yes  :  self-sufficient  as  Thou  art. 
Thou  dost  desire  my  worthless  heart : 

This,  only  this,  dost  Thou  require. 

Primeval  Beauty  !  in  Thy  sight. 
The  first-bom  fairest  sons  of  light 

See  all  their  brightest  glories  fade  : 
What  then  to  me  Thine  eyes  could  torn. 
In  sin  conceived,  of  woman  bom, 

A  worm,  a  lea^  a  blast,  a  shade  ? 

«  Itvcc^vtiilcQmthe  Gezman  of  Johan  Scheffler. 
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Heirs  armies  tremble  at  Thy  nod, 
And,  trembling,  own  the'  almighty  God, 

Sovereign  of  earth,  air,  hell,  and  sky  : 
But  who  is  this  that  comes  from  far. 
Whose  garments  rolPd  in  blood  appear  ? 

'Tis  Grod  made  man,  for  man  to  die. 

O  God,  of  good  the*  unfathom'd  Sea  ! 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  Thee  ? 

Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might, 
O  Jesu,  Lover  of  mankind  ? 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind, 

With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  unite  ? 


SAMUEL  WESLEY. 

THE  eldest  brother  of  the  two  preceding  writers.  Samuel  Wesley  was  bom  in  London, 
on  the  lOth  February,  1690.  He  studied  at  Westminster  School,  and,  in  1711,  was  elected  to 
Christ  Church,  Oxford.  Having  graduated  A.M.,  he  became  usher  in  Westminster  School, 
and  took  orders.  In  1733,  he  was  appointed  Head  Master  of  Blundell's  School,  Tiverton, 
I>eToashire.  His  death  took  place  on  the  6th  November,  1739.  The  following  hymns  are  tran- 
scribed from  a  quarto  vohime,  bearing  title  "  Poems  on  Several  Occasions,  by  Samuel  We&ley, 
A.M.,"  London,  1736. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  PERSON. 

The  morning  flowers  display  their  sweets. 

And  gay  their  silken  leaves  unfold  ; 
As  careless  of  the  noon-day  heats. 

And  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

NippM  by  the  wind's  unkindly  blast, 

Parch'd  by  the  sun's  directer  ray, 
The  momentary  glories  waste. 

The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

So  blooms  the  human  face  Divine, 

When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows  ; 
Fairer  than  spring  the  colours  shine. 

And  sweeter  than  the  virgin  rose. 

.     s  s  J 
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Or  worn  by  slowly  rolling  years. 
Or  broke  by  sickness  in  a  day  ; 

The  £Buiing  glory  disappears. 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

Yet  these,  new  rising  from  the  tomb. 
With  lustre  brighter  far  shall  shine. 

Revive  with  ever-during  bloom. 
Safe  from  diseases  and  decline. 

Let  sickness  blast,  and  death  devour, 
If  heaven  must  recompense  our  pains  ; 

Perish  the  grass,  and  fade  the  flower. 
If  firm  the  word  of  God  remains. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Hail,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third 

In  order  of  the  Three ; 
Sprung  from  thf  Father  and  the  Word 

From  all  eternity ! 

Thy  Godhead  brooding  o'er  the'  abjrss 

Of  formless  waters  lay, 
Spoke  into  order  all  that  is. 

And  darkness  into  day. 

In  lowest  hell,  or  heaven's  height. 

Thy  presence  who  can  fly  ? 
Known  is  the  Father  to  Thy  sight. 

The  depths  of  Deity. 

Thy  power  through  Jesu's  life  displayed 
Quite  from  the  virgin's  womb. 

Dying,  His  soul  an  offering  made. 
And  raised  Him  from  the  tomb. 

God's  image,  which  our  sins  destroy. 

Thy  grace  restores  below  ; 
And  truth,  and  holiness,  and  joy, 

YioYa.'Y\va^>Ja!»x¥<^xintain  flow. 
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HaU,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third 

In  order  of  the  Three ; 
Throned  with  the  Father  and  the  Word 

Through  all  eternity  I 

A  HYMN  FOR  SUNDAY. 

The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise, 

In  concert  with  the  blest ; 
Who,  joyful  in  harmonious  lays. 

Employ  an  endless  rest 

Thus,  Lord,  while  we  remember  Thee, 

We  blest  and  pious  grow  ; 
By  hymns  of  praise  we  learn  to  be 

Triumphant  here  below. 

On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  scene 

Of  glory  was  display'd. 
By  God,  the  eternal  Word,  than  when 

This  universe  was  made  : 

He  rises,  who  mankind  has  bought 

With  grief  and  pains  extreme  ; 
*Twas  great  to  speak  the  world  fixwn  nought, 

'Twas  greater  to  redeem. 


HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 

HEHKV  KIRKB  WHITE  wai  born  at  Nottingham,  on  the  axst  March,  Z785.  Hto  father  was 
a  butcher.  For  a  period  apprenticed  to  a  utocking-weaver,  be  subsequenUy  obtained  less 
IrkaKxne  employment  in  an  attorney's  office.  In  his  eighteenth  year,  be  published  a  vohame  of 
poems,  which  attracted  attention  and  commanded  the  admiration  of  the  poet  Southey.  His 
views  were  now  directed  towards  the  Church,  and  Mr.  Simeon,  to  whom  his  talents  became 
known,  procured  him  a  sizanhip  in  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.  During  two  years  at 
the  univenity,  he  greatly  distinguished  himself,  but  the  severity  of  his  application  overcame 
a  constitution  originally  feeble.  He  died  on  the  19th  October,  x8o6,  in  his  twenty-first  year. 
His  "  Remains  "  have  been  edited  by  Southey,  accompanied  with  an  interesting  memoir. 

THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

When,  marshall'd  on  the  nightly  plain, 

TTie  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky, 
One  star  alone  of  all  the  train 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

s  s  2 


h  wi,  the  ,tir  of  Bcihlchera, 

It  was  my  guide,  m;  light,  my  all 
It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  ce« 

And,  through  the  storm  and  dango 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peaces 

Now,  safely  moor'd,  ray  perils  o'ei 
I'll  sing,  fiist  in  night's  diadem. 

For  ever,  and  for  evermore. 
The  star,  the  star  of  Bethlehem  1 


THE  HIDING-PLACE. 

Awake,  sweet  haip  of  Judah,  wall 
Retime  thy  strings  for  Jesus'  sake ; 
We  sing  the  Saviour  of  our  race, 
The  Lamb,  our  shield  and  hiding-f 

Whea  God's  right  arm  is  bared  for 
And  thaitders  clothe  His  cloudy  cai 
Where,  where,  oh  where  ^lall  man 
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Thus,  while  we  dwell  in  this  low  scene, 
The  Lamb  is  our  unfailing  screen  ; 
To  Him,  though  guilty,  still  we  run. 
And  God  still  spares  us  for  His  Son. 

While  yet  we  sojourn  here  below, 
Pollutions  still  our  hearts  overflow  ; 
Fallen,  abject,  mean,  a  sentenced  race, 
We  deeply  need  a  hiding-place. 

Yet,  courage  ;  days  and  years  will  glide, 
And  we  shall  lay  these  clods  aside ; 
Shall  be  baptized  in  Jordan's  flood, 
And  wash'd  in  Jesus'  cleansing  blood. 

Then  pure,  immortal,  sinless,  freed, 
We,  through  the  Lamb,  shall  be  decreed  ; 
Shall  meet  the  Father  face  to  face. 
And  need  no  more  a  hiding-place. 


A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

O  Lord,  another  day  is  flown, 

And  we,  a  lonely  band. 
Are  met  once  more  before  Thy  throne, 

To  bless  Thy  fostering  hand. 

And  wilt  Thou  lend  a  listening  ear 

To  praises  low  as  ours  ? 
Thou  wilt,'  for  Thou  dost  love  to  hear 

The  song  which  meekness  pours. 

And,  Jesus,  Thou  Thy  smile  wilt  deign. 

As  we  before  Thee  pray  ; 
For  Thou  didst  bless  the  infant  train^ 

And  we  are  less  than  they. 

Oh  let  Thy  grace  perform  its  part. 

And  let  contention  cease ; 
And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 

Thine  everlasting  peace  I 
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Thus  chastened,  d^ansed,  entirely  Thine, 

A  flock  by  Jesus  led. 
The  sun  of  holiness  shall  shine 

In  glory  on  our  head. 

And  Thou  wUt  turn  our  wandering  leet. 
And  Thou  must  bless  our  way, 

Till  worlds  shall  &de,  and  faith  shall  greet 
The  dawn  of  lasting  day. 


WILLIAM  WILLIAMS. 


THB  REV.  WILLIAM  WILLIAMS  was  bom  ia  1717.  at  CcAi-y-cocd.  Bear  Umdovenr.  Cir- 
maithauhlre.  He  originally  studied  medicine,  but  abandooed  it  for  thooiogy.  Rdtoquifliiig 
his  connection  with  the  Church  of  Enifland,  in  which  he  had  procured  dcacoa's  ocden.  he 
attached  himsdf  to  the  CalTinistic  Methodists.  For  half  a  centniy  he  tnTcOcd  ia  Wales. 
preacUag  the  gospd.  His  ministratioos  were  uniTemlly  acceptable.  His  death  took  piacc 
on  the  uth  January.  1791.  Williams  compoaed  his  hymns  chiefly  in  the  Wdsih  bagaagc ;  they 
ate  stiU  much  used  by  all  denominations  in  the  principality.  Hk  Fnglish  bymMts  bare  been 
coQected  and  published  by  Mr.  Sedgwick,  akwg  with  a  sketch  of  his  life  by  the  Rrr.  £. 
M<ngan. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  PILGRII^'S  HYMN.^ 

Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  thro*  this  barren  land  : 
I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty  ; 
Hold  me  with  Thy  powerhil  hand  : 

Bread  of  heaven  !  bread  of  heaven  ! 
Feed  me  now  and  evermore. 

Open  now  the  crystal  fountain 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery  cloudy  pillar 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer  !  strong  DdiVrer  ! 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

*  From  the  Welsh  of  Williams,  but  whether  translated  by  himself  or  by 
William  EvaxA,  \^  \x«xia\a!tot  of  Prickard's  "  Divine  Poems,**  is  uncertain. 
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When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of  deaths,  and  hell's  destruction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 

Songs  of  praises,  songs  of  praises, 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 

Musing  on  my  habitation. 

Musing  on  my  heav'nly  home, 
Fills  my  soul  with  holy  longing ; 
Come,  my  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
Vanity  is  all  I  see  ; 
Lord,  I  long  to  be  with  Thee  ! 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

O'er  those  gloomy  hills  of  darkness. 
Look,  my  soul ;  be  still,  and  gaze ; 

All  the  promises  do  travel 
On  a  glorious  day  of  grace  ; 

Blessed  Jubilee, 
Let  Thy  glorious  morning  dawn. 

Let  the  Indian,  let  the  negro, 
Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 

That  Divine  and  glorious  conquest 
Once  obtain'd  on  Calvary  ; 

Let  the  gospel 
Word  resound  from  pole  to  pole. 

Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness, 
Let  them  have  the  glorious  light. 

And  from  eastern  coast  to  western 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night, 

And  redemption. 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

May  the  glorious  days  approaching 
From  eternal  darkness  dawn. 

And  the  everlasting  gospel 
Spread  abroad  I'hy  holy  name. 

Thousand  years. 
Soon  appear  ;  make  no  delay. 


A 
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Lord,  I  long  to  see  that  morning. 
When  Thy  gospel  shall  abound, 

And  Thy  grace  get  fiill  possession 
Of  the  happy  promised  ground  ; 

All  the  borders 
Of  the  great  Immanuers  land. 

Fly  abroad,  eternal  gospel  ; 

Win  and  conquer,  never  cease  ; 
May  Thy  eternal  wide  dominions 

Multiply,  and  still  increase  ; 
May  thy  sceptre 

Sway  th'  enlighten'd  world  around. 

Oh,  let  Moab  yield  and  tremble. 
Let  Philistia  never  boast. 

And  let  India  proud  be  scattered 
With  their  'numerable  host ; 

And  the  glory, 
Jesus,  only  be  to  Thee. 


THE  PROMISED  REST. 

Jesus,  lead  us  with  Thy  power 

Safe  into  the  promised  rest  ; 
Hide  our  souls  within  Thy  bosom ; 

Let  us  slumber  on  Thy  breast ; 
Feed  us  with  the  heav'nly  manna. 

Bread  that  angels  eat  above  ; 
Let  us  drink  from  the  holy  fountain 

Draughts  of  everlasting  love. 

Throughout  the  desert  wild  conduct  us 

With  a  glorious  pillar  bright  : 
In  the  day  a  cooling  comfort. 

And  a  cheering  fire  by  night  ; 
Be  our  guide  in  every  peril ; 

Watch  us  hourly,  night  and  day  ; 
Otherwise  we'll  err  and  wander 

From  Thy  Spirit  far  away. 
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In  Thy  presence  we  are  happy  ; 

In  Thy  presence  we're  secure  ; 
In  Thy  presence  all  afflictions 

We  will  easily  endure  ; 
In  TTiy  presence  we  can  conquer, 

We  can  suffer,  we  can  die ; 
Far  from  Thee,  we  faint  and  languish ; 

Lord,  our  Saviour,  keep  us  nigh. 


MRS.  WILSON. 

We  have  placed  the  following;  hymn  under  the  name  of  MRS.  WILSON,  on  account  of  our 
finding  it  ao  associated  in  the  Collections.  We  have  failed  to  verify  the  authorship.  In  one 
Collectton  the  date  of  1837  is  assisted  to  the  composition.  We  have  printed  from  one  of  the 
earlier  copies. 

HEAVEN. 

We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  bless'd, 
Of  that  country  so  bright  and  so  fair, 

And  oft  are  its  glories  confess'd ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold. 
Of  its  walls  deck'd  with  jewels  so  rare. 

Of  its  wonders  and  treasures  untold  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin. 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care. 

From  trials  without  and  within  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love. 
Of  the  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 

The  Church  of  the  first-bom  above  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

Do  Thou,  Lord,  midst  pleasure  and  woe, 
Still  for  heaven  my  spirit  prepare  ; 

And  shortly  I  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 
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MRS.  CAROLINE  WILSON. 


MRS.  WILSON,  iMT CAROUNB  Fry.  wu  born  ftt  Tunbridge  Wdb.  oo  the  31st  December. 
1787.  Her  &ther  was  a  Ctrmer  in  easy  circumstances.  In  itoi,  stke  pubfished  **  A  IV>ecicaI 
Catechism,"  which  passed  through  several  editions.  Her  next  pubUcatkiB  was  "Scxicms 
Poetry,"  a  thin  dnodecfano.  which  likewise  obtained  public  bvour.  Her  other  pubiicatias  are 
"The  Assistant  of  Education."  10  vols..  8vo:  "The  Li^eoer,"  a  vols,.,  8«o;  "Chiitt  our 
Example ; "  and  "  Daily  Readings."  She  was  married  in  X83X,  and  died  at  Tnnbric^  WeOs.  on 
the  XTth  September,  1846.  A  volume  containing  her  "  Autobiography,  I^eCters,  and  ReBSJas." 
was  published  in  18481    Mrs.  Wilson  was  a  person  of  deep  religions 


BLESSINGS  IN  AFFLICTION. 

Often  the  clouds  of  deepest  woe 

So  sweet  a  message  heax  ; 
Dark  though  they  seem,  'twere  hard  to  find 

A  frown  of  anger  there. 

Yes  !  often  has  adversity 

A  richer  boon  bestowed, 
Has  oft  bequeath'd  a  purer  joy. 

Than  all  that  men  call  good.  . 

Our  spirits  are  too  closely  bound 

To  earth's  delusive  toys  ; 
Poor  baubles  we  are  loath  to  leave 

For  everlasting  joys. 

It  needs  our  hearts  be  weaned  from  earth  ; 

It  needs  that  we  be  driven. 
By  loss  of  every  earthly  stay, 

To  seek  our  joys  in  heaven. 

And  what  is  sorrow,  what  is  pain, 

To  that  eternal  care 
That  breaks  the  conscious  heart  for  sin. 

When  sin  is  hated  there  ? 

Kind,  loving  is  the  Hand  that  strikes. 

However  keen  the  smart. 
If  sorrow's  discipline  can  chase 

Oiv^  ^vil  from  the  heart. 
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He  was  a  Man  of  sorrows  !  He, 

Who  loved  and  saved  us  thus  ; 
And  shall  the  world  that  frown'd  on  Him 

Wear  only  smiles  for  us  ? 

No  I  we  must  follow  in  the  path 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  run  ; 
We  must  not  find  a  resting  place, 

Where  He  we  love  had  none. 


PRAISE  IN  AFFLICTION.* 

For  what  shall  I  praise  Thee,  my  God  and  m^  King? 
For  what  blessings  the  tribute  of  gratitude  bring  ? 
Shall  I  praise  Thee  for  plenty,  for  health,  and  for  ease, 
For  the  spring  of  delight,  and  the  sunshine  of  peace  ? 

Shall  I  praise  Thee  for  flowers  that  bloom'd  on  my  breast, 
For  joys  in  perspective,  or  pleasures  possessed  ? 
For  the  spirits  that  heightened  my  days  of  delight. 
And  the  slumber  that  sat  on  my  pillow  at  night. 

For  all  this  should  I  praise  Thee,  and  only  for  this, 
I  should  leave  half  unsung  Thy  donation  of  bliss  : 
I  praise  Thee  for  sorrow,  for  sickness,  for  care. 
For  the  thorns  I  have  gathered,  the  anguish  I  bear. 

For  my  nights  of  anxiety,  watching,  and  tears, 
A  present  of  pain,  a  perspective  of  fears  ; 
I  praise  Thee,  I  bless  Thee,  my  King  and  my  God, 
For  the  good  and  the  evil  Thy  hand  has  bestow'd. 

The  flowers  were  sweet ;  but  their  fragrance  is  flown. 
They  left  me  no  fruit,  they  are  wither'd  and  gone  ; 
The  thorn  it  is  poignant,  but  precious  to  me, 
As  the  message  of  mercy  that  led  me  to  Thee. 

*  This  hymn  has  been  frequently  assigned  to  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Fry. 


INVITATION  TO  PRAISE. 

•     lliilicr  bring,  ii>oi)(.'''con5ent. 
Heart  and  voice  and  iostnitnent. 
Music  add  of  ereiy  kind, 
Sound  the  Iramp,  Che  cornet  wind  ; 
Strike  the  viol,  touch  the  Inte  ; 
Let  no  toiigue  nor  string  be  mute. 
Nor  a  creature  dumb  be  fouitd. 
Thai  hath  either  voice  oi  sound. 

I.el  Ihose  things  which  do  not  live. 
Id  Mil]  music  praises  give  ; 
Lowly  pipe,  ye  worms  ihat  creep, 
On  the  earth,  or  in  the  deep ; 
Loud  alofi  your  voices  strain, 
Beasts  and  monsters  of  the  main  ; 
Birds,  your  warbling  treble  sing  ; 
Clouds,  your  peals  ofthunden  ring; 
Sun  and  moon,  exalted  higher. 
And  bright  stois,  augment  the  choir. 

Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race. 
In  this  chorus  Cake  your  place  ; 
And.  amid  the  mortal  thron?. 


b 
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From  earth's  vast  and  hollow  womb, 
Music's  deepest  bass  may  come  ; 
Seas  and  floods,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Shall  their  counter-tenors  roar. 
To  this  concert,  when  we  sing, 
Whistling  winds,  your  descants  bring  ; 
That  our  song  may  over-climb 
All  the  bounds  of  place  and  time, 
And  ascend,  from  sphere  to  sphere, 
To  the  great  Almighty's  ear. 

So,  from  heaven,  on  earth  He  shall  • 
Let  His  gracious  blessings  fall ; 
And  this  huge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be ; 
Where,  in  such  a  praiseful  tone 
We  will  sing  what  He  hath  done, 
That  the  cursM  fiends  below 
Shall  thereat  impatient  grow. 
Then,  O  come,  in  pious  lays, 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise  ! 
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SUNDAY. 

O  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness. 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly. 

Through  ages  join'd  in  tune. 
Sing  Holy,  holy,  holy. 

To  the  great  God  Trivme. 


\ 
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On  thee,  at  the  creation. 

The  light  first  had  its  birth  ; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth  ; 
On  thee  our  Lord  Tictorions 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven ; 
And  thus  on  thee  most  glorious 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

Thou  art  a  port,  protected 

From  storms  that  round  us  rise  ; 
A  garden,  intersected 

With  streams  of  Paradise  ; 
Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  dry,  dreary  sand  ; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgpsdi's  mountain. 

We  view  our  promised  land. 

Thou  art  a  holy  ladder. 

Where  angels  go  and  come  ; 
Elach  Sunday  finds  us  gladder. 

Nearer  to  heaven  our  home. 
A  day  of  sweet  refection 

Thou  art,  a  day  of  love  ; 
A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 

To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls, 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams. 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest. 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises. 

To  Father,  and  to  Son ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  TV^,  \i\^\.  TVvtee  in  One. 


CHRISTOPHER  WORDSWORTH,   D.D.  639 


INTERCESSION  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Heavenly  Father,  send  Thy  blessing 

On  Thy  children  gathered  here ; 
May  they  all,  Thy  name  confessing, 

Be  to  Thee  for  ever  dear. 
May  they  be,  like  Joseph,  loving, 

Dutiful,  and  chaste,  and  pure, 
And  their  faith,  like  David,  proving, 

Steadfast  unto  death  endure. 

Holy  Saviour,  who  in  meekness 

Didst  vouchsafe  a  child  to  be. 
Guide  their  steps,  and  help  their  weakness  ; 

Bless,  and  make  them  like  to  Thee  ; 
Bear  Thy  lambs,  when  they  are  weary, 

In  Thine  arms  and  at  Thy  breast : 
Through  life's  desert,  dry  and  dreary, 

Bring  them  to  Thy  heavenly  rest. 

Spread  Thy  golden  pinions  o'er  them. 

Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  ; 
Guide  them,  lead  them,  go  before  them. 

Give  them  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 
Temples  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 

May  they  with  Thy  glory  shine. 
And  immortal  bliss  inherit. 

And  for  evermore  be  Thine. 


A  HARVEST  HYMN. 

Our  hearts  and  voices  let  us  raise 
In  songs  of  thankfulness  and  praise. 
Our  heavenly  Father's  love  to  bless. 
Which  crowns  the  year  with  fruitfulness. 

Cheered  by  Thy  sun  and  fostering  rain. 
The  valleys  wave  with  golden  grain  ; 
The  corn-fields  teem  with  ripen'd  shocks. 
The  stalls  with  herds,  the  folds  mVYv  ^oOfc&. 


LVRA  BRITANNICA. 

For  wluW  Thjr  bounteous  hand  imparts, 
GItc  us  the  grace  of  thankful  hearts  ; 
Teach  us  our  thankfulness  to  prove. 
By  hymns  of  praise  and  gifts  of  love. 

To  Thee  we  pray,  the  harvest's  Lord, 
Send  forth  the  sowers  of  TTiy  word  ; 
And  may  we  speed  them  on  the  wings 
Of  prayers  and  cheerful  offerings. 

May  distant  climes  Thy  word  rewivc. 
Land  after  land,  till  all  believe 
And  beat  the  fruit  that  never  dies. 
Till  eaith  shall  bloom  like  paradise. 

Shine  on  us  with  Thy  glorious  taxx. 
Refresh  us  with  Thy  gifts  of  grace  ; 
The  gifts  which  by  the  Holy  Ghost 
Were  shed  from  heaven  at  Pentecost. 

O  may  we,  like  a  fruitful  field. 
To  Thee  a  rich  abundance  yield  ; 
And,  as  the  fields  with  harvest  wave. 
Rise  from  the  furrows  of  the  grave. 

.    So  when  the  angcl-reapers  come. 
And  Thou  shall  keep  Thy  harvest  home. 
We  in  Thy  barn  may  gamer'd  be, 

Thy  heavenly  bam,  eternally. 

Praise  to  our  God  and  Father  give. 
The  Source  of  love  in  whom  we  live. 
Praise  to  the  Son  and  Spirit  be. 
One  only  God,  and  Peisons  three. 


Son  of  f  ;od,  Eiemal  Word, 
Glorious  Dayspring,  Christ  the  Lord, 
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When  Thou  midcst  heaven  and  earth. 
Angels  shouted  at  their  biith  ; 


When  in  sin  and  death  we  lay, 
Thoa  didsl  wake  us  into  day  i 
Thou,  in  human  oature  bom, 
Wasl  to  us  a  glorious  mom. 

When  Thou  didsl  arise  from  death. 
We  were  quicken'd  by  Thy  breath  ; 
We  arose  with  Thee  our  Head, 
First -begotten  from  the  dead. 

Look  on  all  with  pitying  eye 
Who  in  heathen  daikness  tie  ; 
Scatter,  Lord,  their  shades  of  nighl, 
Dawn  upon  Ihem  with  Thy  light. 

Send  to  us  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Give  the  light  of  I'entecosl ; 
That  we  may  for  ever  bless 
Thee,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness. 

Keep  us  safe  from  harm  and  sin. 
Foes  around  us  and  within  ; 
May  we  know  Thee  ever  nigh. 
Ever  walk  as  in  Thine  eye. 

Lead  us  onward,  Lord,  we  pray. 
To  the  pure  and  perfect  day. 
Where  we  may  the  glory  see 
Ofthe  blessed  Trinity. 

Glory  to  the  Father  be. 
Glory,  Light  of  Light,  to  Thee  ; 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Praise  the  Spirit,  TIjree  in  One. 


nU-LOI  WORI>5WORTH_ 


HTXX  FOR  St<OXDAY. 


SaD£  U  ^^  h^Z   Zt  £lT  £TfrT¥  Hm. 


VTsii  i.-=£i  ccT  tcrfra  be  not  ligbl, 
Ve  ==R  slI  ^u'cI  frc-m  mnn  lo  nigfai  ; 
Tbe  refit;?  ti  ;be  miidiv  boor 

BJes:  »rt  ;bt  coDcnts  dccUv  bles;. 
Tii»-_  cTiwa  Trom  Jui  oae  boci  of  rest. 
An  ir.:h  1  TCaJr  hand  besMwcd 


t^'-V  Deld  is  tbes  t  ballow'd  ;pot, 
Xs  il\u  u  is  <ach  tsaa's  cot, 

\\i  ■'JTiui  w>sA  Aunt  tns\*a&^ 


ANDREW  YOUNG. 

1.00k  np  to  heaven  I  Ihe  induilitoui  Eun 
Already  half  his  race  haih  run ; 
He  cannot  hall  nor  go  utray. 
Bat  our  immortal  spirits  may. 

Lord,  since  his  rising  in  the  east. 
If  we  have  faltered  or  trark^^resaed, 
Guide,  frorn  Thy  love's  ahuitdsinl  tource, 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  courae. 

Help  with  Thy  grace,  through  life's  short  day. 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west. 
When  we  shall,  sink  lo  final  rest 


ANDREW  YOUNG. 


THE  HAPPY  LAND. 
There  is  a  happy  land. 

Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 
Bright,  bright  as  day. 

Oh  how  tliey  sweetly  sing, 

Worthy  is  our  Savii 

Loud  let  His  praises 
Praise,  praise  for 


ing! 


e  to  this  happy  land. 


Why  will  ye  doubting  stand — 
Why  still  delay! 
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Oh  we  shall  happy  be, 

When,  from  sin  and  sorrow  ft«e,  . 
Lord,  we  shsU  live  wilh  Thee— 
Blest,  blest  for  aye. 

Blight  in  that  happy  land 

Beams  every  eye: 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand. 

Love  cannot  die. 
On  then  lo  glory  mn  ; 
Be  a  crovn  and  kingdom  won  ; 
And  bright  above  the  sun 

Reign,  reign  for  aye. 
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WILLIAM    BALL. 


"THE  WORD  WAS  MADE  FLESH." 

Praise  to  Jesus  '.    Praise  to  God 
For  the  love  He  sheds  atn-oad, 
Lightening  o'et  a  world  of  sin — 
Glowing  in  the  heart  within. 

For  the  pristine  promise  made 
E'en  in  Eden's  darlten'd  shade, 
For  the  light  of  sacrifice, 
Till  the  Morning  Sur  should  rise. 

For  the  harp  of  prophecy. 
Singing  of  redemplion  nigh  ; 
For  ihe  Branch  of  Jesse's  stem  ; 
For  (he  birth  at  Bethlehem. 

For  the  sacred  standard  spread ; 
For  the  life  out  Patleni  led  ; 
For  HLs  precept  pure  and  true ; 
For  His  doctrine,  like  the  dew. 

For  His  love's  inviting  call. 

All  embracing,  seeking  all ; 

For  the  grace  and  truth  He  biQa^^A, 

For  the  ransom  He  hattv  "wioagltA. 
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For  the  crown  of  thorns  He  wore  ; 

For  the  painful  cross  He  bore  ; 

For  the  dying  word  He  said, 

Sealed  with  **  blood  of  sprinkling  "  shed. 

For  the  radiant  rising  dawn. 
For  the  sting  of  death  withdrawn  ; 
For  the  victory  gainM  so  well 
O'er  the  grave,  and  over  hell. 

For  His  glorious  reign  on  high, 
When  He  rose  from  Bethany  ; 
For  the  heavenly  peace  He  leaves  ; 
For  the  Comforter  He  gives. 

For  His  parting  promise  dear 
Of  His  presence,  alway  near  ; 
For  the  blest  assurance  made 
Of  His  intercessory  aid. 

For  the  pledge  that  we  shall  rise. 
In  His  likeness,  to  the  skies  ; 
For  the  merciful  decree 
That  our  Friend  our  Judge  shall  be. 

All  redeeming  bounty  gives  : 
All  that  humble  faith  receives  : 
All  that  rising  doubt  restrains  : 
All  that  drooping  hope  sustains. 

Saviour  !  these  to  Thee  we  owe, 
From  Thy  dying  love  they  flow  ; 
And  we  praise,  for  grace  so  free, 
Thee,  Jehovah-Jesus,  Thee. 


STREAMS  IN  THE  DESERT. 

"  He  showed  me  a  pure  river  of  water  of  life.** — Rev.  xxii.  i. 

There  is  a  pure  and  tranquil  wave 

That  rolls  around  thj  throne  of  love, 
Whose  waters  gladden,  as  they  lave, 
The  ^eacehil  shores  above ; 
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While  streams,  which  on  that  tide  depend. 

Steal  from  the  heavenly  shores  away, 
And  on  this  desert  world  descend. 
Or  weary  lands  to  stray. 

They  cheer  the  pilgrim,  nigh  to  sink, 

Who,  bending  'neath  his  load  of  woe. 
Delays  beside  the  verdant  brink 
Where  these  still  waters  flow. 

There,  fainting  soul !  do  thou  repair, 

And  hover  o*er  the  hallow'd  spring, 
To  drink  the  crystal  wave,  and  there 
To  lave  thy  wearied  wing. 

There  droop  thy  wing,  when  far  it  flies 

From  earth's  vain  toil  and  ceaseless  strife. 
And  feed  by  these  still  streams,  that  rise 
Beneath  the  Tree  of  Life. 

It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  love 

Some  leaves  on  their  pure  tide  hath  driven, 
Which,  floated  from  the  shores  above. 
Are  sent  to  thee  from  heaven. 
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So  shall  thy  pains  and  grie&  be  heal'd. 

By  the  blest  virtue  that  they  bring ; 
So  thy  parch'd  lips  shall  be  unsealed. 
Thy  Saviour's  praise  to  sing. 
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MRS.  COWPER. 


DIVINE  COMPANIONSHIP. 

Whether  in  solitude  I  stray, 
Or  walk  Ihe  city's  busy  way, 

0  Thou,  my  heavenly  Ouide, 
With  unremitting  care  attend  ; 
My  God,  ray  everlasting  Friend, 

O'er  all  my  steps  preside. 

Though  various  dangers  wait  aroDsd, 
And  enemies  my  peace  confound. 

Thou  ail  my  refuge  still ; 
Though  ofl  my  weak  and  slacken'd  pace 
Prevents  me  in  the  heavenly  race, 

1  wait  Thy  sovereign  will. 

From  Pisgiih's  top,  with  earnest  eye. 
The  sweet  inheritance  I  spy, 

Sequealh'd  me  from  above  ; 
The  promise  sounds,  my  Saviour's  voice 
Makes  all  my  inward  soul  rejoice. 

And  (ills  tne  with  His  love. 


HVMN  IN  SICKNESS. 

Sinful  and  vile  my  nature,  Lord, 
I  come  before  Thy  throne : 

Pity  my  low  and  languid  state, 
Kui  fcaL  me  Cqi  Thine  own. 


Wben,  through  the  foice  of  my  disease, 

I  cannol  thinlt  on  Thee, 
O  Saviour,  still  my  faith  rcDcw; 

For  Thou  hast  died  for  me. 

Justly  I  feel  Thy  chastening  rod, 

And  bow  ray  conscious  head : 
Whilst  Thou  with  sweet  compassion,  Lord, 

Dost  smooth  my  mourn ful  bed. 

At  every  quick  returning  pain, 
Thou  giv'sl  the  balm  (hat  heals  ; 

What  pangs  soe'ei  the  body  pierce. 
All  tliat  the  spirit  feels. 

O  Father  I  lo  Thy  sovereign  gnice 

I  every  comfort  owe : 
One  glimpse  of  Thy  paternal  face 

Disperses  all  my  woe. 


MRS.  CREWDSON. 


"A  LITTLE  WHILE." 
'■  What  Is  ihLs  IhM  Ht  Mith,  A  liiile  wtiite  T  ~—y,A<  ivi,  i 
Oh  for  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a  river. 

Making  life's  desert  places  bloom  and  smile  ! 

Oh  for  the  failh  to  grasp  heaven's  bright  *'  for  ei 

Amid  the  shadows  of  earth's  "little  vrhlle  I" 
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**  A  Bttle  while,"  far  patient  vigil -keeping 
To  ttcx  [be  stent,  (o  wicsUe  witli  the  strooe  ; 

"A  bole  vlule,"  to  low  Ibe  ieed  villi  weefacg. 
Thai  Hoi  the  ihciTes.  and  sin^  the  bzrrest  saog. 

"  A  Ettle  vhile,"  to  weai  [he  veeds  of  sadnes. 
To  pace  vith  veuy  step  ihroogb  miiy  nji  ; 

Thai  to  poor  fotth  the  fragnnt  oil  irf  gladne^i. 
And  dHp  the  giidle  roaod  the  rafae  of  pnise. 

"  A  little  vhile,"  'midst  shidoir  and  illnsioo. 
To  strire,  br  Uth,  low's  mysteiies  to  spcU  ; 

TUai  rad  e>A  daik  toigma's  bright  solntioii. 

Then  hail  s^t's  TCrdiO,  "  He  doOi  all  things  wctL" 

"  A  link  while,''  the  eartben  piiciCT  taki^ 
To  vajwie  bnxA^  fran  fu-off  foantains  (ed; 

Thai  the  oool  lip  its  tfaiia  for  nrr  ilaking 
Beside  the  fiilnes  of  the  Fonntaiii-head. 

"  A  little  while."  to  keep  the  oil  fiDin  Ruling, 
"  A  little  while,"  Euth's  Bickering  lamp  to  trim  ; 

And  then,  the  Bnde^room'!!  comii^  footsteps  hailing 
To  haste  to  meet  Htm  with  the  bridal  hyinii. 

.\iid  He.  who  is  Himself  tbc  Gift  and  Girer,— 

The  future  glorv  and  the  preseot  ■mile, 
Whh  the  brij^i  promise  of  the  glsd  "  for  eiq," 

Will  light  the  shadows  of  the  "  little  while," 


How  shall  ui  ecile  sing 
The  songs  of  Zion  in  a  foreign  land  T 
How  shall  the  notes  of  jov  ""l  gladiKSS  li 

Beneath  his  trembling  hand  ! 


And  hath  ibe  willow  Song 
Het  shade  so  long  across  Ihj 
And  hath  tby  silent  baip  so  long 
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That  thoa  hast  lost  thy  skill. 
And  hast  foi^t  the  tuneTul  melody  T — 
Thy  hand  hangs  feeble,  and  thy  heart  U  chill, 

Attd  thou  hast  lost  the  key ! 

Exile,  take  down  the  lyre  ! 
Shake  olT  the  dust  from  every  tuneless  sliiDg  '. 
Pass  thy  hand  softly  o'er  each  fragile  wire. 

Look  Zionward — and  sing  f 

Heavenward — till,  one  by  one. 
The  notes  of  joy  thy  silent  shell  o'crflow  ; 
The  song  they  sing  before  the  Saviour's  throne, 

Must  first  be  learned  below. 

Thou  canst  not  join  their  throng, 
Till  thou  hast  caught  the  key-note  of  their  strain  ; 
The  foreign  land  must  echo  the  home-song, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  once  slain," 

The  music  of  one  Name 
O'erflowi  the  courts  of  heaven  with  melody  ; 
And  pilgrim-lips  reply, — "  Worthy  the  Lamb, 

For  He  was  slain  for  me  '. " 

PILGRIM  DISCOVERIES. 
I've  found  a  joy  in  sorrow, 

A  secret  balm  for  pain, 
A  beautiful  to-morrow 

Of  sunshine  after  rain. 
I've  found  a  branch  of  healing, 

Near  every  bitter  spring  ; 
A  whisper'd  promise  stealing 

O'er  every  broken  string. 
I've  found  a  glad  hosanna 

For  every  woe  and  wail, 
A  handful  of  sweet  manna. 

When  grapes  from  Eshcol  fall. 
I've  found  a  Rock  of  ages, 

When  desert  wells  were  dry  ; 
And,  after  weary  stages, 

I've  found  an  Elim  nigh. 
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Ad  Elim,  witli  its  coolness. 

Its  fountains  and  its  shade  ! 
A  blessing  in  its  fulness, 

Wben  buds  of  promise  taAt '. 
O'er  teiis  of  soft  contrition, 

I've  seen  a  rainbow  light ; 
A  gloty  and  fruition, 

So  near  !— yet  out  of  sight. 

My  Saviour  !  Thee  possessing. 

We  have  the  joy,  the  balm. 
The  healing,  and  the  blessings 

The  sunshine  and  the  psalm  ; 
The  promise  for  the  fearful, 

The  Elim  for  the  faint. 
The  rainbow  for  the  tearful. 

The  glory  for  the  saint. 


"  BLESS   THE  LORD  AT  ALL  TIMES." 

0  THOti  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 
With  every  blessing  meet, 

1  give  Thee  thanks  for  every  drop. 
The  bitter  and  the  sweet. 


I  praise  Thee  for  the  desert  road. 

And  for  the  river-side  ; 
For  all  Thy  goodness  hath  bestow'd. 

And  all  Thy  grace  denied. 

I  thank  Thee  both  for  smile  and  frowti. 

And  for  the  gain  and  loss  ; 
I  praise  Thee  for  the  future  crown, 

And  for  the  present  cross. 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  aing  of  love. 

Which  slirr'd  my  worldly  nest. 
And  for  the  stormy  clouds  that  drove 


APPENDIX.  653 

1  bless  Thee  for  Ihe  glad  increise. 

And  for  the  waning  joy  ; 
And  Tor  this  strange,  this  settled  peace, 

Which  nothine  can  destroy. 


JONATHAN   EVANS. 


FINISHED  REDEMPTION. 

Hark  1  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary  ; 

See  '.  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 
Shakes  Ihe  earth,  and  veils  the  sky  ; 

"It  is  finished!" 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

"  I(  is  finished  I"  O  what  pleasure 
Do  these  charming  words  afford  ; 

Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure. 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord  : 

"It  is  finished!" 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law  ; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promis'd, 

Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 
"  It  is  finished  '." 

Saints,  bota  hence  your  comfort  draw. 
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Happ7  S011I&,  approach  the  uLle, 
Taste  the  soul-reviving  food  ; 

Nolhing  half  so  swtrt  and  pleasant 
As  the  Saviour's  flesh  and  blood  : 

"It  is  finished  !" 
Christ  has  bome  the  heavy  load. 

Tnne  joui  harps  anev.-,  ye  seraphs  ; 

Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme  ; 
All  OD  earth,  and  all  in  heaven, 

Join  la  praise  ImmaDuel's  name  t 
Hallelujah  ! 

Gkny  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  HUNTINGDON. 


SALVATION  SOUGHT. 
Oh,  when  my  righteous  Judge  shall  co 
To  fetch  His  ransora'd  people  home. 

Shall  I  among  them  stand! 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
So  sinful  and  unfit  to  die, 
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I  lov«  to  meet  among  them  now. 
Before  Jehovah's  feet  to  b6v. 

Though  viler  than  them  alt ; 
But  who  can  bear  the  piercing  thoaght. 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out. 
When  He  for  them  shall  call! 

Dear  Lord,  prevent  it  by  Thy  grace  ; 
Oh,  let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face. 

In  this  my  gracious  day. 
Thy  pardoning  voice  oh  let  me  hear. 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear  ; 

Nor  let  me  fall  away. 

Among  Thy  saints  let  me  be  Ibund, 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  tramp  shall  sound, 

To  see  Thy  smiling  face. 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  I'll  sing, 
Till  heaven's  resounding  n' 

The  riches  of  Thy  giace. 


COMFORT  OF  GOD'S  LOVE.  • 

The  «of  Id  can  neither  give  nor  take, 

Nor  can  they  comprehend 
That  peace  of  God,  which  Christ  hath  bought. 

That  peace  wliich  knows  no  end. 

The  burning  bush  was  not  consum'd 

Whiht  God  remained  there  ; 
The  three,  when  Jesus  made  the  fourth. 

Found  fire  as  soft  as  air. 


:e  doth  in  Zion  stand ; 


As  the  refiner  views  his  gold 
With  an  observant  eye. 
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HU  thoughts  are  high,  His  love  is  wise ; 

His  wounds  a  cure  intend  ; 
And  though  He  doth  not  always  smile. 

He  loves  unto  the  end. 

His  love  is  consluit  as  the  sun, 
Though  clouds  come  aft  between  ; 

And  could  my  failh  but  pierce  these  douds, 
It  might  be  always  seen. 

Yet  1  shall  ever,  ever  sing. 


'n  dear  pledge  for  this; 


MARTIN   MADAN. 


HYMN  TO  THE  TRINITY. 

CoMK,  Thou  almighty  King, 
HtW  14  Th\  name  to  sing. 
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Futhei  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious. 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 
Ancient  of  days  I 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  arise^ 
Scatter  our  enemies. 

And  malce  them  fall : 
Let  Thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made. 
Our  souls  on  Thee  be  slay'd  : 

Lord,  hear  our  caQ  ! 

Come,  Thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword  ; 

Our  prayer  attend  1 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless. 
And  give  Thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness. 

On  us  descend  1 

Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  5acred  witness  beat 

In  tliis  glad  hour  ; 
Thou,  who  almighty  art. 
Now  rule  in  ev'ry  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 

Spirit  of  power! 

To  the  great  One  in  Three 
Eternal  praises  lie 


His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  sec. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


REDEEMING  LOVE, 

Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme. 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesu's  name ; 
Ve,  who  Jesu's  kindness  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 
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Ye,  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  fisure. 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears. 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears  ; 
See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 
Cancell'd  by  redeeming  love. 

Ye,  alas  !  who  long  have  been 
Willing  slaves  of  death  and  sin. 
Now  from  bliss  no  longer  rove  ; 
Stop,  and  taste  redeeming  love. 

Welcome,  all  by  sin  opprest, 
Welcome  to  His  sacred  rest ; 
Nothing  brought  Him  from  above, 
Notliing  but  redeeming  love. 

He  subdued  th'  infernal  powers. 
His  tremendous  foes  and  ours, 
From  their  cursed  empire  drove. 
Mighty  in  redeeming  love. 

Hither  then  your  music  bring. 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string  ; 
Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above. 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 
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MRS.  MADAN. 


A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 

In  this  world  of  sin  and  soirow, 

Compass'd  round  wilh  many  a  care, 
Froni  elemity  we  borrow 

Hope  that  can  exclude  despair. 
Thee,  triumphant  God  and  Saviour, 

In  the  glass  of  faith  we  see  : 
Oh  assist  each  faint  endeavour, 

Raise  our  earth-bom  souls  to  Thee. 

Place  that  awful  scene  before  us 

Of  the  last  tremendous  day. 
When  to  life  Thou  shalt  restore  us  ; 

Lingering  ages,  haste  away  I 
Then  this  vile  and  sinful  nature 

Incomiption  shall  put  on  ; 
Life-renewing,  glorious  Saviour, 

Let  Thy  gracious  vrill  be  done. 
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ANONYMOUS. 

THE  HUNDREDTH  PSALM.* 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice ; 

Him  serve  with  fear,  His  praise  forth  tell ; 
Come  ye  before  Him,  and  rejoice. 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed ; 

Without  our  aid  He  did  us  make  ; 
We  are  His  flock,  He  doth  us  feed. 

And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 

Oh,  enter  then  His  gates  with  praise. 
Approach  with  joy  His  courts  unto  ; 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good. 

His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure  ; 
His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 

And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 


PRECIOUS  PROMISES,  t 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  His  excellent  word  ! 
What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said  ? — 
You,  who  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  have  fled. 

In  every  condition, — in  sickness,  in  health, 

In  poverty's  vale,  or  abounding  in  wealth. 

At  home  and  abroad,  on  the  land,  on  the  sea. 

As  thy  days  may  demand  shall  thy  strength  ever  be. 

Fear  not ;  I  am  with  thee  :  oh  be  not  dismay'd  ! 
I,  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand. 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  onmipotent  hand. 

•  ?»?A^Q\fc.  \  See  Note. 
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When  Ihrougb  the  deep  witers  1  call  Ibee  lo  go, 
The  rtvers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow  ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  Icf  bless, 
And  sanctity  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace  all -sufficient  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
The  flames  shall  not  hurt  thee  ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love  ; 
And  when  hoaiy  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  lean'd  for  repose, 

1  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavour  to  shake, 

I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake. 


REJOICING  IN  HOPE.* 
KeJDice,  though  storms  assail  thee  ; 

Rejoice,  when  skies  are  bright ; 
Rejoice,  though  round  thy  pathway 

Is  spread  the  gloom  of  night ; 
If  the  good  hope  be  in  thee 

That  all  at  last  is  well. 
Then  let  thy  happy  spirit 

With  joyful  feelings  swell  I 

Look  back  on  early  childhood. 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice  1 
Who  then  upheld  thy  goings. 

And  tuned  Ihy  feeble  voice  ? 
Look  back  on  youth's  gay  visions, 

When  life  one  glory  secm'd  ! 
Who  pour'd  those  rays  of  gladness. 

Which  on  Ihy  prospect  beam'd ! 


Vcs  nii.Ul  llie  roles  of  wrron 

A  .lilUmnllpu^iCL-fiil  voice 
Mingled  iU  heavenly  accents. 

And  bade  (hy  soul  "  Rejolo 
Raise  Chen  thy  downcast  visiot 

To  yon  fai  sacred  tree. 
Where  One,  thine  "  Elder  Brc 

Wept,  bled,  and  died  for  th 

Rejoice,  rejoice  for  crer. 

Though  eanhly  fricDds  be  g 
For  silently  and  swiflly 

The  wheels  of  time  roll  on  ; 
And  stilt  they  bear  ihee  forwaa 

Nearer  that  happy  shore. 
While  the  iriumphant  song  is 

"  Rejoice  for  evermore." 


Inatkelchofhcrli 
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Jambs  Allen,  pp.  ao,  ax. 

The  hymn  "  Worthy  the  Lamb **  is  contained  in  the  appendix  to  "A  CoDectkn 
of  Hymns  for  the  use  of  those  that  seek  and  those  that  nave  Redempdcni  in  the 
Blood  of  Christ"  (Second  edition,  Kendal,  1761).  The  compilers  were  Janes 
Allen,  and  William  and  Christopher  Batty.  Mr.  Allen's  private  copy  of  the  work 
is  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  C.  D.  Hardcastle,  and  this  hynm  is  aenoted  as  has 
composition  by  his  initials,  "  J.  A.,"  in  his  own  handwriting.  Collectois  hxn 
:enerally  ascribed  the  hymn  to  Christopher  Batty.  The  following  o>mpositioa, 
iy  Mr.  Allen,  was  the  prototype  of  Mr.  Shirley's  hymn  commencing  *  Sweet 
the  moments,  rich  in  blessing,'  inserted  at  pp.  ^98,  490.  It  b  numbereflHTinn  54 
the  Kendal  Collection.    The  authorship  is  denoted  by  Mr.  Allen's  initiab— 


f 


\n 


riLE  mv  Jesus  I'm  possessini^, 
Teat's  the  happiness  I  know  ; 


WHI 

Great'! 
While  His  coq»e  1  am  caressinif. 

Sweetest  odours  round  me  flow. 
Happy  I'm  in  His  embraces, 

Ftoving  aU  His  kisses  sweet ; 
Sineini;  never<easin(F  praises, 

Mary-like,  before  His  feet. 

Oh,  how  happy  are  the  moments 

Which  I  here  in  transport  spend ! 
Life  deriving  from  His  torments 

Hlio  remams  the  sinner's  Friend. 
Here  I'll  sit.  for  ever  riewinjf 

How  the  blood  flows  from  each  vein  ; 
Every  stream,  my  soul  bedewing. 

Mortifies  the  carnal  flame. 

Really  blessed  is  the  portion 

Destined  me  by  sovereign  grace : 
Still  to  view  Divine  compassion 

In  the  Saviour's  bruised  face. 
*Tis  my  fixed  resolution, 

Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord,  to  love  ; 
At  His  feet  to  fix  my  station. 

Nor  from  thence  a  hair's-breadth  move. 


by 

Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven. 

While  upon  my  Lamb  I  gaze ; 
I^ve  1  much  T  I've  more  focgtven. 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 
Fill'd  with  sinner-like  contritkm. 

With  my  tears  His  feet  111  batbe ; 
Happy  in  the  sweet  fruition 

Of  my  Saviour  s  painful  death. 

From  His  pierced  and  voonded  body 

Issued  streams  of  sacred  gore ; 
From  His  hands  and  feet,  so  bloody. 

Flow'd  a  medicine  for  each  sore ; 
From  His  side,  that  fountain  prcciogs. 

Pardons  with  the  blood  did  flow ; 
This  to  taste  is  nKMt  delicious. 

Causing  all  within  to  glow. 

May  I  still  ettjoy  this  feeling. 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  eo : 
Prove  His  wounids  eacn  day  more  beaEng. 

And  fnm  hence  salvation  draw! 
Majy  I  have  the  Soirit's  unction, 

F  lUing  me  with  noly  diame ; 
Still  retain  a  close  connection 

With  the  person  of  the  Lamb. 


John  Bkrridgb,  pp.  56 — 58. 

The  hymn  which  we  have  entitled  "  Prayer  for  Humility,"*  was  first  published 
by  Mr.  Berridge,  in  "  Sion's  Sones  "  (1785;.  The  first,  second,  and  third  stanzas 
are  altered  from  a  hymn  of  Charles  Wesley,  on  Isaiah  xxviii.  9,  contained  in  his 
"Short  Hymns  on  Select  Passages  of  the  Holy  Scriptures"  (1762).  In  his  recent 
work,  "  Hymn  Writers  and  their  Hymns  "  ^Lond.,  1866,  Svo},  the  Rev.  S.  W. 
Christophers  complains  that  "  Wesleyan  hymn-menders  have  unhapmly  altered 
this  composition  of  Mr.  Berridge."  The  reverend  hymnist  has  failed  to  retnark 
that  Wesley's  hymn  w.is  published  twenty-three  years  prior  to  the  ajMpearance  of 
Berridge's  composition.     Many  of  Berridge's  hymns  are  versions  oT older  com- 

Sisitiuns.  In  tne  preface  to  his  collection  entitled  "Divine  Songs"  (1760),  Mr. 
erridge  writes:  "All  the  hymns  have  been  revised,  and  many  of  them  almost 
new  made.  The  greatest  and  best  psLvt  of  them  has  been  selected  from  the  hymns 
of  the  Rev.  Mr.  John  and  Charles  Wesley." 


Thomas  Binney,  pp.  63, 64. 

••Eternal  light  J  eternal  light  I" 

The  text  of  Mr.  Binney's  hymn  is  printed  from  a  copy  revised  by  the  authw. 
There  are  two  slight  variations  from  the  version  in  the  "  New  Cxingregational 
Hymn-book." 


Hugh  Blair,  D.D.,  pp.  66,  67. 

The  hymn  which  we  have  placed  under  the  name  of  Dr.  Hugh  Bhur  forms 
No.  57  of  the  "  Paraphrases  "  of  the  Scottish  Church.  As  stated  in  the  sketdi 
oC  his  \i(e,  the  comvosv^vctw  N{:a.<$.  x^twdt^xc^  in  its  present  £orm  by  Dr.  BUir»  who 
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(l'':\  ri'.t  >L'/n)  t'.  li;ivo  C'.)iw;i. '-c.l  ;iMy  ■  iri^iiui!  hynin>.  'V\\'^  inlior  jiav.ii'lira- c-.. 
\\}ii;;h  lui%'c  been  attributed  to  him,  have  aUo  been  adapted  from  <.)lder  ver- 
sions. 

Respecting  the  authorship  of  the  Scottish  paraphrases,  modern  hymnists 
liave  entered  into  some  unprt>litablc  discusMons.  In  A'otes  ami  Queries,  May  21, 
1859,  appeared  a  list  of  authors  of  the  paraphrases,  communicited  by  a  corre- 
spondent— "  T.  G.  S.,"  and  dated  "  Edinburgh."  In  this  paper  the  fourth  para- 
phrase b  assigned  to  "  Robert  Blair,  author  of  'The  Grave.*"  The  authorship 
of  three  other  paraphrases  is  denoted  by  the  name  "  Blair"  bcine  placed  in  juxta- 
position with  their  respective  numbers  in  the  series.  A  London  hymnolosist, 
struck  with*  the  official  aspect  of  the  list,  and  probably  imawarc  of  Dr.  Hugh 
Blair's  connection  with  the  paraphrases,  hastened  to  make  known  the  supposed 
discovery  that  Robert  Blair,  author  of  "  The  Grave,"  was  also  entitled  to  reputa- 
tion as  a  hymn  writer.  The  information  was  accepted,  and  the  hymnist  was  con- 
gratulated, in  a  memoir  of  Robert  Blair,  on  the  importance  of  hLs  discovery. 
There  was  error  throughout.  Robert  Blair  was  mentioned  in  Notes  and  Queries 
as  author  of  the  fourth  paraphrase  only.  The  other  "  Blair"  of  the  "  list"  was 
Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  of  Edinburgh.  But  error  did  not  stop  here.  One  of  the  para- 
phrases, the  44th,  ascribed  to  "  Blair,"  has  proved  to  be  a  cento  from  the  ^3rd  of 
Dr.  Joseph  Slennett's  "  Lord's  Supper  Hymns,"  and  from  Hvnmn  614  m  the 
WcsJeyan  Hymn-book,  one  of  Charles  Wesley's  compositions.  The  fourth  para- 
phrase assigned  in  the  list  to  Robert  Blair  consists  of  five  verses,  while  in 
the  original  version  of  "  Scriptural  Translations."  issued  b^  the  General  Assembly 
in  1745,  only  three  verses  are  given,  and  those  much  inferior  to  the  present 
version^  and  totally  unworthy  of  the  ingenious  author  of  "The  Grave."  Robert 
Blair  died  in  1746.  We  have  now  before  us  a  letter  from  Robert  Blair,  Esq.,  of 
Avontown,  grandson  of  the  author  of  "  The  Grave,"  stating  that  his  ancestor  was 
not  known  to  his  descendants  as  having  composed  a  single  nymn  I 

With  respect  to  the  list  of  paraphrase  writers,  we  have  received  a  communi- 
cation from  T.  G.  S.,  who  communicated  it  to  Notes  and  Queries.  He  states 
that  his  information  was  not  derived  from  original  sources,  but  was  chiefly  drawn 
from  an  edition  of  the  paraphrases,  published  at  Edinbui^gh  in  1836,  with  notes 
by  Dr.  Stebbing. 

James  Bodkn,  pp.  67—69. 

A  doubt  has  been  expressed  as  to  whether  Mr.  Boden  was  the  writer  of  the  hymn 
commencing  "  Ye  dying  sons  of  men,"  owing  to  its  insertion  in  the  first  edition 
of  his  collection  (iSoij  apart  from  his  acknowledged  originals,  but  with  the  sig- 
nature *•  B ."    As  the  hymn  was  composed  by  him  so  early  as  his  twentieUi 

year,  he  may,  at  a  maturer  period,  have  hesitated  to  acknowledge  it.  That  he 
was  author  of  the  hymn  we  are  entirety  satisfied.  It  appears  in  two  different 
numbers  of  The  Gospel  Magazine  in  1777  ;   viz.  at  pp.  96  and  386.     At  both 

entries  it  is  subscribed  *'  J s  B n,"  and  dated  "  Cnester,"  where  Mr.  Boden 

was  then  resident.  That  the  skeleton  signature  did  not  represent  the  name  of 
another  would  apjiear  from  the  fact  that  his  acknowledged  composition — "  Bright 
Source  of  everlasting  love,"  is  inserted  in  The  Evangelical  Magazine,  in  August, 
1798,  with  the  open  signature  "  B— — n,"  as  on  the  former  occasion. 

Michael  Bruce,  pp.  97 — xo6. 

The  hymn,  entitled  "  The  Millennium,"  which  we  have,  on  Uie  authority  of 
the  latest  editor  of  Bruce's  poems,  placed  among  his  compositions,  has  been 
erroneously  assigned  to  him.  The  hymn,  with  some  slight  variations,  was  in- 
cluded in  the  "  Scriptural  Xi^n^l^^ons  and  Paraphrases,'  issued  by  authority  of 
the  General  Assembly,  in  1745 — the  year  before  Bruce  was  bom.  Ine  alterations 
on  the  original  version,  there  is  every  reason  to  believe,  were  made  by  Logan. 

George  Burdbr,  p.  Z07. 

The  Dismission  Hymn  has  been  so  commonly  assigned  to^  Mr.  Burder  by  col- 
lectors^ that  it  seems  necessary  we  should  justify  our  assertion  that  he  was  not 
the  wnter.    The  hymn  first  appeared  in  the  collections,  in  2774.    Mr.  Burder 


666 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


puUidied  a  collection  in  178^,  in  which  he  has  inserted  three  hymns  of  his  own 
composition,  but  he  lays  no  claim  to  the  authorship  of  the  Dismissioo  Hyom.  By 
his  son,  the  Rev.  John  Burder,  of  Clifhm,  we  have  been  infonned  that  be  b  oa- 
tain  hak  father  was  not  \he  author.  The  late  Rev.  Dr.  Henry  Focster  Burder, 
another  of  Mr.  Burder's  sons,  and  author  of  his  "  Memoirs,'*  has  borne  similar 
testimony.  The  Dismission  H^rmn  has  been  assigned  In  the  text  to  the  Hon. 
and  Rev.  Walter  Shiriey,  on  evidence  which  seem»  irresistible. 

Thomas  Campbell,  pp.  123, 124. 
"  When  Jordan  hush'd  hb  wnten  sdlL' 

This  hymn  is  not  contained  in  Mr.  Campbeirs  poetical  works.  It  was  cn»- 
posed  bv  him  in  early  life,  and  he  could  not  be  persuaded  to  include  it  in  his 
collected  poems.  We  have  presented  the  composition  on  the  authority  of  cur 
esteemed  friend.  Dr.  William  Beattie,  the  poet's  biographer.  A  correspondent 
informs  us  that  in  one  of  the  collections  it  is  ascribed  to  "  Duncan  CampbeQ, 
1756." 


John  Cennick,  pp.  13a— 136. 

Only  six  out  of  twelve  verses  of  Cennick's  hymn  commendng  "  Children  of 
the^  hoivenly  King^  have  been  inserted  in  the  text.  The  entire  composition  is 
subjoined. 


Children  of  the  heavenly  Kin; , 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing  ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  Hit  worics  and  ways  I 

We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  wav  the  fathers  trod  ; 
They  are  nappy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

Glory  be  to  Jesus'  name. 
Glory  be  to  Christ  the  Lamb ; 
Through  Thy  blood  were  we  redeem'd. 
When  we  Justly  were  condemned. 

O  ye  banished  seed,  be  glad ! 
Christ  our  Advocate  Ls  made ; 
Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes ; 
Brother  to  our  soul  becomes. 

Shout,  ye  little  flock  and  blest ; 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared. 
There's  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

Lift  vour  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Zion  s  city  is  in  sight ; 
There  our  endless  home  shall  be. 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 


Fear  not,  brethren  ;  Joyftil  stand 
On  the  borders  of  voor  land ; 
Je^us  Christ,  your  father's  Soa, 
Bids  you  undismayed  gc  00. 

Lord  1  obedientlv  we  go, 
Glad]2rleaving  all  below : 
Only  Thou  our  Leader  l>e. 
And  we  still  will  fuUow  Jhetl 

For  Thee  all  things  we  forsake^ 
We  in  better  would  partake ; 
We  to  greater  bleii%ings  soar. 
Unto  joys  for  evermore. 

Thither,  Lord,  as  quickly  hrin^. 
There  we  with  Thy  host  will  siof ; 
Safely  haven 'd  once  in  bliss. 
We  will  praise  Thy  righteousness. 

Daily  us  prepare  and  fit. 
On  Thy  holy  throne  to  sit  1 
More  and  more  adorn  Thy  seed. 
Meet  to  triumph  with  our  Head. 

Seal  our  love,  our  labours  end. 
Let  us  to  Thy  bliss  ascend ; 
Let  us  to  Thy  kioj^dom  ccme ; 
Lord,  we  long  to  be  at  home. 


Joseph  Cottle,  pp.  153 — 155. 

On  the  authority  of  the  late  Dr.  Leifchild,  we  have  ascribed  to  Joseph  Cottle 
the  hymn  commencing  "  From  every  earthly  pleasure."  This  is  an  error.  The 
Rev.  Dr.  Belcher  has  shown  that  the  author  was  the  late  Rev.  Eliel  Davis,  an 
American  minister.  We  auote  Dr.  Belcher's  statement  concemins  Mr.  L^vis 
and  his  hymn  : — "  About  tnc  year  1834  we  became  acquainted  with  this  young 
man,  the  son  of  a  gentleman  who  held  in  the  Church  he  served  the  office  of  a  dea- 
con and  who  was  also  the  schoolmaster  of  John  B.  Gough,  the  popular  lecturer  on 
temperance.  Soon  after  that  period  Ave  commenced,  for  the  young  people  of  our 
congregation,  a  monthly  magarine  in  manuscript,  preinred  chiefly  by  tnc  young 
people  themselves.  While  studying  for  the  ministry,  Eliel  Davis  often  wrote  for 
the  Mutual  Instructor^  and  among  other  papers  was  the  hymn  '  From  ewy 
earthly  pleasure.'  The  editor  of  a  popular  London  magazine  paying  us  a  visit, 
we  &hovred  It  lo  bim,  axvd  h^  vra&  so  well  pleased  with  it,  that  he  copted  it  for  Ids 


of  Ihc  compoiii 
Ceieiialy  nriihi 


and,  having  thus  atuacted  Ehe  Altcndon  of  hTnm-concctorti  part 
ion  hv  appeaiwl  in  hymn-booki  bolh  in  Europe  and  AnurKa, 
ritiwriier  nor  fini  editor  unreined  The  honour  to  which  itwu 


_  jd  from  hii  bboun  ■ 


Lo  Moni^mcry,  he  wu  "  in  the  IwJHghl  of  dc' 
of  the  onein  of  ihe  hymn  ii  ffivcn  by  Dr,  B?1ch< 


compowd  by  Cowpei 

.      .       . , .  ..  3JSS""'h, 

■hat  Ihe  nwnally-aniicied  poei  '    '  ■    -<  ■  " 

ihii  he  BhooM  ixri^h  I»  hit  o 
duise,  and  uiftlnicted  the  dni 
river's  bank.    The  drivei  havini 

M  li^,  Ofrlcrcd  the  driver  Lo  proceed  homevard.    Un  rev 

down  lod  compoied  Ihe  hymn.    Thij,  we  agree  orilh  Ihe  laiinr  oi  noiri  ana 

fiimjeLf.  a!  to  h^otdcriog^i  man  lo'drii^™™  to  the  Toi^r  Wharf,  inlendlng  to 
throw  himHif  into  the  ThaEoei,  and  abandoning  Ihe  intention  on  finding  the 
wharf  pre-occupied. 


Ouie.    He  ordered  a  poit- 


This  h>-nin  i 


composed  by  C"w 


at  Huntingdon,  in  1765,  & 


jAwis  Geobcb  Deck.  pp.  ire-tB.. 

The  Rev.  losiah  Miller,  in  his  recent  work  on  the  "N 
Hynm-book,  supplies  some  inrciculan  lespecline  the  perv 
eiieemed  hymn  writer.    Mr,  llcck  served  as  ao  officer  in  the 

itumed  fromjodia  10  tiritnin  in  tSjj.     In  iSf}  he  began  10 


grration  of  Plyr 
in  Departing, 


xr,  whose  dying  testimony,  in  1 
advanced  believer.    Mr.  Deck  I 


li^^r&c^atod.    HLwDrk,'^JcT 


ngton  Hyrnn-b« 
S'piriUial  S^ni^"'edlted~by  John  U.  Scobell. 


bai,  like  Din  Int.  proved  the  I 
liont.    A  maniiscFipi  quarto  vo 


KSOK,  pp.  .B7— 189. 

rdc.Jenialem." 

ty,  comnuncine  "  UrUitala,  Hirr 


>idpo«iliDn  have  been  published  by  Sir  Roum 

Book  of  Praise."    There  is  no  dale  attached  to  it,  but  thei' 

1616.    TMckion's  hymD  is  so 


n,  but  enienda  to  Ihiny-iij 


arian'oi''a'h) 


had  probably  seen  the 
n,  had  adopted  it  at  the 
' '    a  broadsbeet. 


it,  Augustine.    See  £ 
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The  ReT.  Dr.  Horatios  Bonar  has  edited  Dickson's  hymn,  accompanied  with 
a  raluable  introduction.  Dickson  published,  among  other  works,  "  A  Brief 
Explication  of  the  Psalms,"  in  three  separate  parts.  Lond.,  1653 — 5:  8vo. 
'*  Truth's  Victory  over  Error  ;"  Glasgow,  lamo  ;  and  "  True  Christian  Love  :  a 
Poem."    In  the  last,  an  address  to  the  readjsr  is  contained  in  these  quaint  lines— 

"  Since  Christ's  fair  truth  needs  no  more  art. 
Take  this  rude  song  in  better  part." 

A  volume  of  his  "  Select  Practical  Writings  "  was  issued  by  a  Committee  of  the 
General  A»emblv  of  the  Free  Church  of  Scotland,  in  1845.  A  memoir  of  the 
author  is  prefixed.  A  sketch  of  his  life  and  writings,  by  the  Rev.  Robert  Wodrow, 
accompanies  an  edition  of  **  Truth's  Victory,"  published  in  1764. 

The  second  version  of  the  Jerusalem  hjrmn,  presented  in  the  text,  is  transcribed 
from  Williams  and  Boden's  collection  (1801).  It  is  there  described  as  having 
been  copied  from  the  Eckington  CollectwH.  As  stated  in  the  text,  the  first 
rendering  of  the  hymn  in  its  modem  form  is  contained  in  Burkitt's  "  Help  and 
Guide  to  Christian  Families."    We  append  Mr.  Burkitt's  version. 


JBRUSALEM  !  my  happy  home. 
When  shall  I  come  to  theeT 

When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end  t 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  t 

Thv  gates  are  richly  set  with  pearls, 

Most  glorious  to  behold ; 
Thy  walls  are  all  of  precious  stone. 

Thy  streets  are  paved  with  gold. 

Thr  gardens  and  thy  pleasant  fruits 

Continually  are  green ; 
So  sweet  a  sight  by  human  eye 

Has  never  yet  been  seen. 

If  heaven  be  thus  glorious,  I^ord, 
Why  must  I  keep  from  thence  f 

What  folly  is't  that  makes  me  loth 
To  die,  and  go  from  hence  t 


Stretch  forth,  reach  down  Thine  amol 
And  cau'K  me  to  ascend,     [grace. 

Where  coiy^gations  ne'er  break  up, 
And  Sabbaths  have  no  end. 

When  wilt  Thou  come  to  me.  O  Lord! 

O  come,  my  I..ord  most  dear : 
Come,  nearer,  nearer,  nearer  sdll. 

I'm  wdl  when  Thou  art  near. 

Mt  dear  Redeemer  is  above : 

Him  will  I  go  to  sec  ; 
And  all  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Shall  soon  come  after 


Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

O  how  I  long  for  tnee ! 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  «a  cad. 

When  once  thy  joys  I 


John  Drvdkn,  pp.  309,  aio. 
*•  Creator  Spirit,  by  whose  aid." 

In  almost  every  collection,  Dryden's  hymn  appears  in  an  incorrect  form.  It 
is  a  successful  effort  of  the  poet  to  clothe  in  an  English  dress  the  well-knpwn  Latin 
hymn,  "  Veni,  Creator  Spiritus."  The  original  has  been  erroneously  attributed  to 
the  Emperor  Charlemagne.  It  was  pro^bly  composed  by  Ambrose  of  Milan, 
who  flourished  in  the  fourth  century.  Archbishop  Trench  remarks  that  the 
original  hymn  was  used  by  the  Romish  Church  at  the  creation  of  popes,  and  the 
translation  of  the  relics  of  saints.  In  a  modified  form  it  is  used  by  the  Church  of 
England,  at  the  coronations  of  princes,  the  consecration  of  bishops,  the  celebra- 
tion of  synods,  and  on  other  important  occasions. 


Charlotte  Elliott,  pp.  218 — 223. 

"  My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet  t " 

This  hymn  of  Miss  Elliott  has  been  inaccurately  included  in  "  Posthttmous 
and  other  Poems,  by  Charlotte  Elizabeth"  (1846).  It  appears  in  two  of  Miss 
Elliott's  acknowledged  works. 

"  O  holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen  I" 

This  hymn  was  contributed  by  Miss  Elliott  to  the  "Invalid's  Hymn-book" 
(X834). 

'•  My  God  and  Father,  while  I  stray : " 

This  excellent  composition  originally  appeared  in  the  appendix  to  the  "  Invalid's 
Hynm-book  "  (1835).  In  Miss  Elliott's  ^*^Hours  of  Sorrow  "  (1863),  it  is  reprinted 
with  the  exception  of  the  last  stanxa.    The  stanza  so  omitted  is  as  follows : — 

"  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer  oft  mix'd  with  tears  before, 
I'll  sing  upon  a  happier  shore — 

♦TVi>j"mUbedone.'" 


The  hymns  of  Sir  RdI 
the  lale  Lonl  Glenelg. 


3i«NT,  rf  14«— 151- 

i»=  been  frequenlly  anribuleil  Id  hU  broiber, 
..-.„,  ^.-  --, — ,-'baf  described  Ihe  brothers  u  one  and  tha 
Lord  Glenelg  communicalcd  In  lu,  some  time  berore  his  deilh, 
latfull  justice  might  be  danc  ld  the  memory  of  hii  gifted  brolher, 
lie»  hymns.    His  lordship  died  in  Fcbruajy,  1666. 


Rhcikald  Hbbbr,  D.D.,  pp.  ogi-agS. 

The  following  letter,  addressed  by  the    Rey.    Dr.  Rafilei,   of  Liietpool,    to 

scrip!  of  the  hymn  is  in  the  possession  of  Di.  R  "    "  "    ' 

"  Heber,"  writes  Dr.  Raffles,  "  then  retlor  of 
Dean  Shipley,  reetor  or  viear  of  Wrexham,  in  M 
day,  hecaioef    -■-     '-  -'.--—-.-----■-- 


^t,  Duimcd  the  daughter  of 


inday,  and  preach,  in  the  moniipE,  the  fint  hthioi 
h  for  the  Church  Missionary  Sooety.  Al  they  a 
.e  evening,  ihe  dean  said  to  Heber,  '  Now.  as  you  ar 


nothing  e) 

ed  him. 

il  10  the  d 

sa 

■Wiufha, 

■Aye," 

he  replied  ; 

'aiulwi 

:  will  have 

it  printed. 

inthepe. 

<s,tha. 

.  (hepc. 

.plemayji, 

'lijle'd^ 

non.'    'Bu 

l,;»aid 

Hebet, 

'  10  what  1 

"l^J 

"^   'Oh,'h( 

to  "  'Twa» 

when 

bew.T,U  ii 

li'lhe  cor 

!»>,  at  ihe 

Up  of  Ihe 

page. 

lilh^n™ 

ithat  tu. 

ie  isldo 

but  il 

easily  asci 

d.     The 

iccordingly,  and  fton 

1  the  file  of  tha 

ibtaine 

■^■■Ihav, 

inothet' 

le  story  0 

if  the  h™ 

onWhitsu 

d  that  it  w= 

lidof  theSocieli 

■forth. 

IVip^ati. 

cmofil 

'le  Gospel  in  Foreigi 

vouch  for 

the  cot 

"  '"-hV.. 

nlycoi 

in  Heber's 

iplocnini 

n  the  seve 

inth  lin 

e  of  the 

■  had  origin 

51; 

ten 'The 

rs;l"u 

his  WindKss.' 

which  y: 

:healhen7i. 

the  collection. 


:  sung  in  Wreihajn  Chun 


again 

indel 

iied  to  Ihe  Rev.  Josi 

lah  Miller  for  ic 

ime  Uogiaphical  parli- 

Mr.  H. 

:ginb 

le  year  "tJ".  he  was 
igregaiional  Church  at 

islomle  of  a  Coii 

but  Ih. 

t"^„ 

orilv  havbm  orotesl. 

^d.  his  settlcmenl 

;  was  deferred.     Seve- 

having 

elapsed'  wilhoul  Ihe  protpeci  of  ■  te-un 

advised 

jcotdin 

glyo 

rdained  10  (he  ffiinisl 

T;«Sut^u^,^o 

m  the  Mh  November, 

iLfollowed   by  a  sep 

orilveteaing  another 

id  fom 

s 

Lo  ftU  Slo  consi 

jmption.    He  died  in 
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Jamks  Montgomery,  pp.  415 — ^431. 


Mr.  Montgomery  repeated  his  version  of  the  seventv-second  Psalm,  at  the  dose 
of  a  speech  at  a  missionary  meeting  held  in  the  Wesfeyan  chapel,  Urerpool,  on 
the  14th  April,  i8aa.  Dr.  Adam  Clarke,  who  presided,  beggwi  the  manoscript, 
and  inserted  it  in  his  "  Commentaries  "  in  connection  with  the  psalm.  In  the  fol- 
lowing June,  Montgomery  published  his  version  in  the  "  Sones  of  Sion."  The 
hymns  entitled  "  Glory  to  God,"  "  Good  Tiding,"  and  "  The  Preparation  of  the 
Heart,"  were  originally  contributed  to  Cottenlrs  Collection  (1819;.  **  Prayer" 
was  contributed  to  the  Rev.  John  Bickcrsteth's  Collection  (1819).  The  hynm, 
**  On  opening  a  place  for  worship,"  was  composed  for  the  occasion  of  laying  the 
foundation-stone  of  St.  George's  church,  Sheffield,  July  9th,  1821. 

John  Morrison,  D.D.,  pp.  430,  431. 

Since  the  text  was  printed,  we  have  learned  some  further  particu!ars  respecting 
the  personal  history  of  Dr.  Morrison.  He  was  bom  in  the  county  of  Abcideea, 
in  1749.  He  studied  for  the  ministry,  and  was  eariy  distinguished  for  his  ability 
and  learning.  In  1780,  he  was  ordained  to  the  oastoral  care  of  the  pariiJi  01 
Canisbay,  Caithnesshire.  Under  the  signature  of  "  Musaeus,"  he  had,  in  early  fife, 
contributed  verses  to  the  Edin^rgk  Weekly  Magaxtne,  »sxa  he  was  consequently, 
on  the  recommendation  of  the  Rev.  John  Logan,  placed  on  the  General  Assemblys 
committee  for  preparing  the  Church  Paraphrases.  He  is  understood  to  have 
composed  parapnrases  19th,  aist,  39th,  30th,  and  35th,  and  to  have  written,  coo- 
joinUy  with  Lo^gan,  Nos.  97  and  28.  Those  hymns  which  we  have  reproduced  in 
the  text  are  paraphrases  30th  and  19th.  The  latter  b  founded  on  a  hyxan  of  Dr. 
Watts  (See  Watts's  Hymns,  Book  i.,  Hymn  13}.  Dr.  Morrison  died  m  the  manse 
of  Canisbay,  on  the  lath^une,  1798.  In  the  text  we  have  inaccurately  stated 
that  his  death  took  place  m  1799. 

Thomas  Olivers,  pp.  450 — 452. 

"  The  God  of  Abraluun  praise." 

In  1770,  Olivers  visited  John  Bakewell,  at  Westminster.  During  his  visit  he 
happened  to  attend  the  Jews'  syna^osue,  and  was  so  much  impressed  with  the 
grandeur  and  solemnity  of  the  musical  service,  that  on  his  return  to  his  friend's 
house  he  composed  this  hymn,  suited  to  the  music  which  he  had  heard.  He 
afterwards  called  on  Signor  Leoni,  the  Jewbh  priest,  and  obtained  from  him  a 
copy  of  the  ancient  mclod>;,  to  which  he  had  written.  Olivers  received  a  preadi- 
ing  appointment  to  Nottingham,  in  Auj^ust,  1770,  and  there  remained  two 
years.  While  resident  at  Nottingham,  he  printed  the  original  edition  of  this 
nymn.  It  bears  the  imprint,  "  Nottingham :  Printed  by  S.  Creswell,  Book- 
seUer." 

Alexander  Pope,  p.  462. 

Pope's  celebrated  ode,  "  The  D3ring  Christian,"  is  founded  on  a  poem  com- 
posea  by  the  Emperor  Hadrian  on  his  death-bed,  a.d.  138.  Theempenir's  com- 
position begins — 

"  Aounuu  va^ula  blandula, 
Hospes  comesque  corporis." 

Thomas  Flatman,  a  poet  of  the  seventeenth  century,  composed  a  vezaoo  of  die 
poem,  which  Pope  had  evidently  seen.    It  begins  thus — 

"  When  on  my  sick-bc^  I  Unfjriiish, 
Full  of  sorrow,  full  of  am^ish  ; 
Faintini;,  paspini;,  tremSUn^,  crying, 
Panthitr,  eroaning,  speechless,  clying : 
My  soul  Just  now  about  to  take  her  flight 
Into  the  re^rions  of  eternal  night ; 

Oh  tell  me.  you 
That  have  been  lotur  below, 

What  shaU  I  dot 
What  shall  I  think  when  cruel  deadi  appears. 
That  may  extenuate  my  fears? 
Methinks  I  hear  some  t^entle  spirit  say, 
'E«  TtfA.  totxi>9\«  (»iB&ft  vwaVt  etc 


NOTES. 
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The  Re1iE;ous  Tract  So 
lishcd  HymnaU.  have  altr 
Ihe  prebce  u  hi>  conpilai 


BBRT  ROBIKSOK,  pp.  479-^81. 

cifiy,  and  Mr-  C-  H.  Spur^con^  in  their  recently  pub- 
ibuted  ih»  hymn  to  the  Cuunleis  of  Huntin^on.  In 
ion  Mr.  Spuqieon  uknmlcdgei  Ihal  both  in  respect  of 

.. purity  or  his  iwlected  hypuu,  hehu  nuuniy  reLiedoa 

at  Mr.  Diruel  Sedcwick,  boiA«lfer.  Sun  Siteei,  Buhopigat& 


Mr.  Sedgwick  hasKaUKt  hit  Ktilimertti  respectirtg  ihc  authonhLpoflhe  hymD  in 
feveni  flCTuI  publicaliuDS.     As  the  question  b  of  bierej^L  La  every  stuoeal  of 

hymnody,  and  of  no  inconsiderable  public  importance,  wc  puqMue  lo  enler  into 


it  fully. 


Sedgwick  is  ov 
,."  published  in 


a  volume  of  Chattel  W 


a  Wtiley'i  "  Hymni 

(Mil  U4I  ^  Ay-leaf  five  manuKriiji  >uu£u  ui 
!r  foriD  Ihe  hymn  usually  ascribed  to  Mr. 
the  title-page.  "Diaita  Sindon.  IJS9-"    It 

.    .1...  .k-  _1 L-  J...  ,jjg  g„ 

-—-^  -.  -  -rs.  Dinoon,  QUbcrwise  ftirs.  mnaun  ot"--   "-'  —-""  "-- — ' —  — 
imaiefiiendofLady  Huntingdon.    Mr.Sedgwick 
'  o  in  Ihe  handwrning  of  Mrs.  bindon. 
>c  original  MS.  of  the 


s.  Bindon,  Qihcrw 


Bindon  Blood.  mV  Misi  Vand 

'ho  had  cs^Hed  them  [be  he- 


acribed  al 


rsbefon 


ite  OB  Ihe  litle-page.  and  that 
by  the  countess,  she  being  moved  iherelo  by 
At  the  perjtxl  to  whidi  be  refers,  Mi.  Robin- 


The  only  wntlen  dale  on  Mr.  Sedgwick's  volume  is  IIJ9.   That  dale  isatUched 


J^Z^^<: 


Ihe  founh  sian, 


lume.  But  Mr.  Sedgwick  poini 
It  the  MS.  canlained  Ave  slam 
hree.  And  the  additional  ilani 
bymnoiopst  in  the  Prtibytrn 


Mr.  Sedgwick  had,  like  the  Ptt^yltriti,  A 

an  oi^nion  most  favourable  lo  all  the  ft' 

.^  1B60  .  he  suegesls  thai  Robinson  h; 
Lady  Huntingdon.  Thi.  theory,  he  I 
T.   -.:      ,.^  should  have  adopted  Rob 


undered  the  first  Ihie 
.    Not  so,  at 


subsequent  admission.      For  Mr.  Sedgwick  has  been  forced 

IPTTifytrrfasi  Mmrngtr,  June,  lUr)  thai  Ihe  fifth  vetse  of  his  M^  is  a  lileral 

Hymn  51,1749.)  So  he  has  proved  the  writer  of  M,  MS.  lobe  nihera  deUberale 
plananst,  or  the  victim  of  one  I  That  plagiarist  was  not  L>ady  Huntingdon, 
for  in  Ihe  various  editions  of  her  hymn.book  the  three  stanzas  of  Ihe  hymn  as- 
cribed ID  Robinson  are  inserted  only.  Nor  did  her  ladyship,  according  to  Mr. 
Sedgwick's  more  matured  Judgment,  compose  the  fourth  or  dagBerel  stanxa 
■(uDied  above,    [i  was,  he  thinks,  "  made  by  Miss  Vandelcur  he>se¥,  in  older  to 

" -' '-ig  the  MS.  crumbles  into  noughl. 


idrs  of  h^  life  have  been  published  by  his  nephew 
of  Cambridge,    llieiv  i$  m  Ihat  mettnd  ienli«s 


the  Rer.  William  Robin. 
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book,**  which  belonged  to  Mr.  Robinson,  and  which  contains  a  catalogue  of  his 
works  up  to  the  year  1781.    The  three  following  extracts  refer  to  his  contriUitioDS 
to  sacred  verse.      "While  R.  was  among  the   Methodists,   the   Rev.  George 
Whitefield  published  eleven  hymns  composed  by  him  for  a  £ast-day  (1757).** 
"  Mr.  Wheatley,  of  Norwich,  published  a  hymn,  beginning, 

*  Come,  Tbou  Fouot  of  every  blessiair, — ' 

since  reprinted  in  the  hymn-books  of  Messrs.  Madan,  Wesley,  Gifftml,  &c. 
(1758).**  *'  A  Christmas  hymn,  set  to  music  by  Dr.  Randall,  and,  with  the  notes 
engraven  on  a  copper-plate  half-sheet.    It  begins— 

Mifhty  God.  while  angtis  bless  Thee,'  etc. 

These  entries  are  in  Mr.  Robinson's  own  handwriting.  This  is  proved  by  Ittt 
biogTa[>her.  The  accuracv  of  Robinson's  claim  to  the  hymn  puUished  ia 
177^  is  admitted.  The  trutnfulness  of  the  first  entry  is  attested  bv  the  fiict  that 
Whitefield  did  publUh,  in  1757,  "  Eleven  Hymns  for  a  Fast-day,'  which  he  de- 
scribes in  the  preface  as  from  "  an  xmknown  hand,"  the  hymns  being  sent  to  his 
by  Robinson  anonymously.  If  these  two  statements  have  been  correctly  made, 
there  is  a  strong  probabiUty  that  the  third  b  well-founded.  Mr.*  Robinson  vas 
residing  at  Norwich  in  1758,  the  date  at  which  Mr.  Wheatley  published  thishyma. 
Till  the  alleged  discovery  of  Mr.  Sedgwick,  the  h^rmn  has  universally  been  as- 
cribed to  Mr.  Robinson,  and  never,  m  a  single  instance,  to  the  Countess  of 
Huntinfirdon.  We  have  now  before  us  "  A  Collection  of  Hymns  adapted  to 
Public  Worship,"  third  edition,  1778,  in  which  Mr.  Robinson  is  named  as  the 
author,  lliis,  let  it  be  observed,  was  while  Lady  Huntingdon  Uved,  when  her 
ladyship  or  her  friends  had  an  opportunity  of  correcting  the  aiscriptioa  o£  it,  had 
it  bieen  erroneous. 

^  The  learned  biographer  of  Lady  Huntingdon  positively  repudiates  the  ascrip- 
tion of  this  hymn  to  her  ladyship.  We  <}uote  from  a  letter  we  have  recdvcd  from 
that  gentleman  : — "  I  expressed  an  opinion  to  Mr.  Sedgwick  several  years  ago,"* 
writes  Mr.  Seymour,  "  and  this  opinion  I  have  repeated  to  him  at  interrab,  that 
I  do  not  believe  Lady  Huntingdon  wrote  the  hvmn  in  Question.  Now^  after 
mature  investigation  and  a  close  examination  01  all  the  facts  on  both  sides,  I 
firmlv  adhere  to  the  opinion  that  the  hymn  was  not  composed  b^  the  countess."* 
On  the  other  hand,  the  nephew  of  Mr.  Robinson  advances  a  positive  claim  cm  his 
behalf.  His  memoir  of  Mr.  Robinson  has  indeed  appeared  since  the  commence- 
ment of  the  present  controversy.*  But  in  1807,  Mr.  Benjamin  Flower,  editor  of 
the  Cambridge  Jntelligencer,  included  the  hymn,  along  with  that  commenong 

"  Mighty  God,  while  angels  bless  Thee,"  etc 

in  Mr.  Robinson's  miscellaneous  works,  then  published  under  his  superintendence. 
Sec  Robinson's  "  Miscellaneous  Works,"  vol.  iv,  pp.  346,  7.  Harrow,  1807, 4  vols. 
8vo. 

And  Mr.  Dyer,  in  his  memoirs  of  Mr.  Robinson,  published  in  1796,  just  ax 
years  after  his  decease,  writes  as  follows  : — 

**  By  a  letter  which  our  author  received  at  this  period  (1784)  from  his  esteemed 
friend  Dr.  Rippon.  editor  of  Tkr  Baptist  J^egister  a.nd  of  a  hymn-book,  it  appears 
that  one  or  two  hymns  in  that  collection  were  composed  by  Rol^nson.  These 
had  appeared  before  in  Dr.  Evans's  and  George  WhitefieKi's  hynm-books,  and 
were  written  by  him  when  among  the  Methodists  :  one  is  well  known  and  miidi 
admired  bv  the  Methodists  and  such  as,  in  contradistinction  to  the  nti^iwva/ dis- 
senters, call  themselves  evangelical.     It  begins  thus : — 

*  Come.  Thou  Fount  of  cver>'  blessing, 

Tunc  mine  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise.* 

"  There  is  also  a  Christmas  hymn  in  the  same  strain,  which  was  set  to  music 
by  his  respected  friend  Dr.  Randall,  Professor  of  Music  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge."  See  '*  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  R.  RobuuKm,**  by  Geoige 
Dyer,  late  of  Emmanuel  College,  Cambridge.     Lond.,  1796,  8vo. 

There  is  a  universal  tradition  among  the  members  of  tne  Baptist  Church,  Cam- 
bridge, that  Mr.  Robinson  was  author  of  the  hymn.    An  agod  deacon  of  the 

•  Se\ecX.^VotVs  ol'?vcs.^o>aw\."^c^i>m»Tw,ti^\\xA>cpl  BL«»,  William  Robinson.    zSGx. 


Cburcl]  hat  comnunLCiIird  >g  Mt.  A.  C.  Hoban  Seymour,  Lady  Kuntinfdon'i 
bioEnpher,  thai  his  inndraiher,  who  wu  one  of  M(.  Robiiuiin  g  own  dcuoni. 
had  handed  down  in  ha  fajDilv  ihai  Ihe  hymn  was  compoKd  by  hii  pa»ar.     In 


uting  nn   Mr.    Robi 


:s  Dr.  Belcher.  "  wVep 
lI  fccMag^,  and  when  he 


^Hnpelled  lo  auume  in  ua^ 

K  by  the  power  of  his  feelings,  he  burst  into  tean,  und   said, — 

[he  poor,  unhappy  man  who  composed  thai  hymn :  and  I  would 

a  thousand  worlds,  if  I  had  them,  to  enjoy  the  feelings  1  then  had.'"    Ta 

can  the  aspect  of  tnilh. 

In  Mr.  Robinson^s  recent  "  Memoin,"  there  ii  a  letter  of  his,  bearing  dare, 
,  1766,  in  which  he  writes,  "  Who  could  icil  you  I  was  an  author  T 
„,'_..(.! V ..Ai.ku.  iv^iiefieidniinled:  besides  thesi  ' 


rcadbig  U.e  hynn 

Si^si 

which  Mr. ' 


My  ,^'^'hT 

have  printed  nothing."    .   . 

The  omission  of  referenM  lo  the  hymn  of  1758  has  fi 

menl  ID  Mt.  Sedgwick.     Mr,   KoUnson  did  natirimt 

iiwas/rwtof  by^r.  Wheatley.    But,  though  the  der... 

Mr.  Sedgwick  has  lalterty  changed  his  courM  of  argument.    Welusiiitcntmi, 
he  comrnvnicales  to  AW«  oir^  ^Krir.,  thai  Mr.  Robinson  did  write  a  hymn 

---='—  m  thai  whith  he  ainibuKs  to  Lady  Huntingdon  :  — ■  --  ■■ 

^---ig  her  tdyi! 


unl<^ 


harge  of  directly  appropiiadng  he 
m  has  not  been  tn 


in  the  indei  of  thai 


ibscribed  "  D.  S.,"  which  anxated  in  A'olct  bib/Q^ 
fd  by  Mr-  Sed]{wick,  who  ascribed  the  hymn  I 


cdy  be  discussed. 
'  cloUd,  and  thai 


.  Mo  doubter. 
.  he  has  Ukewise 
r.   Robinson,  and 

he  sublect  of  the 
!dy'Hunti^d^l! 


HunliM^!"  brouEM  jun  inlora'^mate  relation  with  the  leadersoflh^  Me'^'odisu'! 

(t.  .i>.7h,.>.^  his  conversion  to  the  R».  HcDiy  Venn,  and  delighted  to  describe 
is's^B  in  the  gospel.'  He  became  one  01  Lady  Huntingdon's  chap- 
iteicd  courageouily  into  the  career  which  the  great  Methodists  amund 
;un.    The  cTetgy  of  the  metropolis  proceeded  to  eadude  him  from 


eir  pulpeu.  and,  though  a 
erywhere  the  objeel  o7  npl 
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"  Mr.  Shiriey  possessed  an  active  intellect,  a  fervent  heart,  and  an  doooenc 
style.  He  went  forth,  preaching  with  remarkable  success  at  Bath,  Brighton,  Bris- 
tol, and  Norwich,  and  at  many  places  in  Ireland.  He  subsequeiitly  obtained  the  ' 
fiving  of  Loughrea,  county  Gaiiway  ;  but  the  hostility  of  his  ecclesiastical  superiors 
still  continued  to  embarrass  him.  He  met  the  oppositions  with  a  onagnanijiioQS 
defiance.  Dr.  Cope,  bishop  of  Clonfert,  warned  him.to  lay  aside  his  '  exoqiticm- 
able  doctrines,'  and  threatened  to  '  proceed  in  the  most  enectual  numner  to  uip> 
press  all  such.'  He  answered  promptly,  '  Menaces,  my  lord,  between  geademeo, 
are  illiberal :  but,  when  they  cannot  be  put  into  execution,  they  are  contempdbk. 
He  enumerated  his  doctrines,  and  showed  that  they  were  iiot  exceptionable. 
'  He  preached,'  he  said,  'justification  by  faith  ;done,  the  Divinity  <^  Christ,  the 
Trinity,  regeneration,  tne  full  assurance  of  faith  as  the  privilege  of  God's  bdiev- 
tng  people,  whereby  they  know  that  their  sins  are  forgiven  them  for  Christ's  sake, 
and  the  necesaty  of  good  wcn-ks  as  the  fruits  of  faith.'  '  These.*  he  added.  *  are  die 
doctrines  which  I  must  and  will  preach,  in  defiance  of  the  whole  world.*  Mr. 
Shirley  expressed  himself,  in  condasion,  desirous  of  the  friendship  of  the  bishop, 
while  nis  lordship's  conduct  tovrard  him  should  be  such  as  is  '  due  to  a  gentleman 
and  minister  of  Christ ;  but,'  he  adds,  ^  I  see  no  necessity  for  submitting  to  be 
trampled  on  by  the  first  man  in  the  kingdom.' 

"  Mr.  Shirley  numbered  among  his  friends  Whitefield,  Romaine,  Venn,  Bct^ 
ridge,  Toplady,  the  Wesleys,  and  many  others,  with  whom  he  zealously  co-ope- 
rated in  revivmg  the  spirit  of  evangelical  religion.  His  son,  the  late  Rev.  Waner 
Shiriey  (father  of  the  late  bishop  of  Sodor  and  Man),  was  for  some  years  a  suc- 
oessful  preacher  in  Dublin  and  other  parts  of  Ireland." 

William  Skrubsolb',  Jok,  pp.  503 — 506, 

Two  compositions  of  Mr.  Shrubsole  have  been  ascribed  to  ochen.  TTie  mis- 
sionary hymn,  beginning  "  Bright  as  the  sun's  meridian  Maze,"  was  as5i|;ned  to 
the  Rev.  Matthew  Wilks,  minister  of  the  Tabemade,  London,  who  ^ed  m  1829. 
The  compilers  of  the  New  Congregational  Hjrmn-book  had  ascertained  the  actcod 
writer,  and  have  attached  his  name  to  a  mutilated  version.  The  erroneous 
ascription  of  the  hymn  to  Mr.  Wilks  has,  however,  been  revived  by  Mr.  Miller, 
in  his  recent  work.  Mr.  Shrubsole's  hymn,  commendng  "When  streaming  from 
the  eastern  skies,"  has  been  given  by  hymnists  to  %r  Robert  Gnuit,  whose  own 
compositions  have  been  ascribed  in  turn  to  Lord  Glenelg. 

Mrs.  Simpson,  pp.  507 — ^509. 

In  "  Hvmns  for  Christian  Worship,"  lately  published  br  the  Religious  Timet 
Sodetv,  Mrs.  Simpson's  popular  nymn,  beginning  '*  Go  when  the  nionung 
shinetn,"  is  attributed  to  Lord  Cariisle. 

For  many  years  this  hymn  appeared  in  the  collections  in  assodatioo  with  the 
names  of  various  female  writers.  At  length  a  correspondent  of  Note*  mndQwerin 
announced  in  that  serial  (June  15th,  x86o)  that  he  had  discovered  the  actual 
author  in  the  person  of  the  EaH  of  Carlisle.  The  ditccvety  was  accepted, — the 
name  of  Lora  Carlisle  was  entered  in  the  hymn-books,  and  hb  lonlship  was 
enrolled  among  the  noble  contributors  to  the  British  Ljrre.  When  hb  Iwdship 
died,  in  1865,  several  metropolitan  journals  adverted  to  the  eminence  of  the  de- 
parted peer  as  a  sacred  poet.  One  memoir  of  the  earl  specially  adverted  to  him 
as  author  of  the  hymn  "  On  Prater." 

When  a  member  of  Lord  Carlisle's  family  communicated  to  the  proprietor  of  a 
London  newspaper,  her  belief  that  the  deceased  nobleman  was  not  the  author  «f 
the  hymn,  some  original  assertors  of  his  lordship's  claims  proceeded  with  redoa- 
bled  energy  to  prove  their  affirmations.  A  collection  of  hynms  turned  up,  co»- 
taining  a  composition  commencing  "  Lord,  when  we  creatioa  scan,"  to  whkh 
was  attached  the  name  of  "  Carlisle."  The  hymn  was  prcmounoed  to  be  another 
production  of  the  deceased  nobleman. 

At  this  stage  of  the  discussion  the  editor  of  the  present  work  was  informed  of  the 

alleged  discovery,  and  was  not  a  Little  surprised  to  learn  that  his  friend  Mra. 

Simpson's  hymn  was  so  dealt  with  by  hymnologists.    This  hymn,  the  editor  has 

ascensaned,'«a&  onnna&^  cx>xXtCww\aA.  Vs^  Mr*.  Simnaon  to  Tie  JSddn^ue^  U^ 

rary  Journal^  >m\v\0\  >»ra&  ^^x.e^  \rj  V^x^Rc^iCMR^^x.^&cDarf  fihinfoid  mU.    It 


67S 

J-.  --  ..u  included  in  her 
When  thii  mluine  w« 
dc  known  ID  llLF  hymnisl^,  they  ili»x>vcred  rhe  Dmisunn  a(  a  ituiu  in  Hrt. 
npson'a  or!>^nal,  and  hence  proceeded  to  contend  itui  the  hyttin  had  ce 
in  cotnpleied  by  iht  rari.    It  pro«ed  olherwiie.    The  siaoni,  it  unu 

The  hrinniiti  did  not  Tcadily '  i^ield  their  poulion.      Lord  Culisle  ham»g 

in  British  faymnDdv.     But  hit  U>rdship 
i  the  late  Di.  fimei  Dacre  Carl^le, 

lie  hyma  ream  the  doctor's  voiumc,  had  spell  hit  name  "  Carlis1> 


SJ 


|y  yield  their  i 
rablepbci 


■n,^  yudgmml  Hymn  of  Chirle 


Eshed  hj'wesrey^in  E"'  Hymlw  oFTnl'erMSjio 

Another  rendering  of  the  i>i«  Int.  composed _ 

published  by  the  Rev.  John  Cennick^  in  1751-     II  proceeds 


m™pr«liiiiitht4.y: 


Thy  Kingdom  Come 
all  ManLlnd,"  I?s8. 


In  i7«i>,  the  Rev.  Manin  Madan  compUed  a  •f-dri.twl  Hymm.  by  ui  amal- 

Kiation  of  thecomposiiions  of  Wesley  and  Cennicfc.  liladan,  it  «iU  be  remarked, 
adapted,  with  few  alterations,  the  Krst.  second,  and  rounh  staniu  of  Wesley, 


and  the  third  and  fifth 
HaOchija.  A'menl 
auU  th^t^  Mc^  >ee. 

About  I7;a,  Thomas  Olivers  put 


His  cento  proceeds  as  fi^low 
in  posip  •''f™! 


HiUciuJd  1  come.  Lord,  rone  I 
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Olivers  composed  for  his  hymn  the  tune  Helmsley.  To  the  twenty  ftUflkas.  of 
which  it  was  originally  composed,  he  afterwards  added  sixteen  others.  In  its  new 
form,  the  fourth  stanza  proceeded  : — 

"  L^ !  He  comes  with  clouds  descendiag : 
Hark,  the  trump  of  God  is  blown. 
And  the  archaaed's  voice,  attendio^. 
Makes  the  hii^  procession  known. 

Sons  otAoam, 
Rise,  and  stand  before  your  God." 

The  similarity  of  the  stanza  and  the  use  of  a  line  of  Wesley's  composition  have 
led  many  collectors  to  assign  the  original  of  these  ver&ions  of  the  Judgment  Hyna 
to  Olivers. 

The  following  is  believed  to  be  a  correct  list  of  the  poetical  works  of  the  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley.  Several  volumes  in  the  list  were  issued  in  connection  with  his 
brother  John. 

A  Collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns.     1738. 

Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.     1739. 

Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.     1740. 

A  Collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns.     1741. 

Hymns  on  God's  Everlasting  Love.  .  1741. 

Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.     1742. 

An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Robert  Jones,  Esq.,  etc.     X742. 

Hymns  tor  the  Nativity.     1744. 

Hymns  for  Times  of  Trouble  and  Persecution.     X744- 

A  Collection  of  Moral  and  Sacred  Poems,  from  the  most  celebrated  Ene^Ish 

Authors,  3  vols.      [Vol.  iii.  contains  23  original  hymns  and  poems  by  John 

and  C.  Wesley.]     1744. 
A  Confession  of   Faith,  sung  by  all  the  Brethren  and  Sisters  at  the  general 

Lovcfeast,  September  4th,  1744,  in  the  Tabernacle,  London.     1744. 
Funeral  Hymns.     ii744- 

Hymns  for  Times  of  Trouble  for  the  Year.     1745. 
Hymns  for  the  Lord's  Supper.     1745. 
Hymns  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the  Blood  of  Jesus 

Christ.     1746. 
Hymns  for  Ascension  Day.     1746. 
Hymns  for  our  Lord's  Resurrection.     1746. 

Hymns  of  Petition  and  Thanksgivingfor  the  Promise  of  the  Father.     1746. 
Hymns  for  the  Public  Thanksgiving-Da jr,  October  9,  1746. 
Gloria  Pairi,  etc.;  or.  Hymns  to  tne  Trinity.     1746. 
Graces  before  and  after  Meat.     1746. 
Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,  a  vols.     1749. 
Hymns  for  New  Year's  Day.     1750. 
Hymns  occasioned   by  the   Earthquake,    March   8th,    1750.     Second   Editicui. 

enlarged.     1756. 
An  Epistle  to  the  Reverend  Mr.  John  Wesley,  by  Charles  Wesley.  FVesbytcr  of 

the  Church  of  England.     1755. 
An  Epistle  to  the  Reverend  Mr.  George  Whitefield,  by  Charles  Wesley,  A.M. 

1755- 
Hymns  for  the  year  1756,  particul.irly  for  the  Fast-Day,  February  6th,  1756. 
Hymns  of  Intercession  for  all  Mankmd.     1758. 
Funeral  Hymns.     1759. 
Hymns  on  the  E.xpected  Invasion.     1759. 

Hymns  to  be  used  on  the  Thanksgiving  Day,  November  39th,  1759,  and  after  it. 
Short  Hymns  on  Select  Passages  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,     176a. 
Hymns  for  Children.     1763.     The  second  edition  '1768)  is  entitled,  "  H3nnns  for 

Children,  and  others  of  Riper  Years."     It  does  not  contain  any  additional 

hymns. 
H>'nms  on  the  Trinity.     1767. 

Hymns  for  the  use  of  Families  and  on  various  Occasions.     1767. 
Hymn  on  the  death  of  the  Rev.  George  Whitefield.     1770. 
An  Elegy  on  the  late  Reverend  Gcoryje  Whitefield,  M.A.,  who  died  September 

3o\.V\,  1770,  \uX.Vve  «»^\\v  ^'«i;v.T  qC  Kvs  age  :  by  Cliarles  Wesley,  M.A.     1771. 
Vrcparauon  toT  I>ev\.v\\ \xv  s<tN<iT-a\  W>^vww..    -vT^-i. 
A  Pravet  tot  \}t\e  VXlt  o^  xJcv«.  "^cn  .  '^oVw^  <i^^>} .    A.'\i%». 
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Hymns  for  l^c  Nations  in  17S1. 
Pnyen  for  CDndemned  Milefac 

piig»,  DihcnarevolunmorconsidEniUebulk.  The  wdt'Il  CDliikd  "^lon  Hynini 
on  Select  PauaM,  etc."  containi.  in  Ihc  Am  edition,  no  fever  than  iti6  com- 
potiiiani.  Besides  Ihcie  works  »lcly  conlined  to  iicred  poelry,  C,  Wnley  hu 
puUithed  hymni  in  the  followini  proie  vnj^i.  issued  by  tainucff  ind  his  brothir 
John;—"  A  Shnn  Viewof  ihe  Daftraiee  wilh  the  Moravian  Brethren"  (1741) ;  lir 


Uji,rj_ 


EJ"r! 


Word 


Sermon,  the  Cnthdic  5^1"  (r?s5'-^*'A>'^'' 

jn  the  Church  of  England"  (iljSi  ;  inrm  *yinmi,  entitled 
'if  the  Hethodiiit  Preachers."    Many  hynmt  by  Chatiis 


The  following  jielection^  fmm  his  oil 
Hynini  fur  the  Watchniiiht.    About  i 


Hynoi  for  ihoie  to  whom  Christ  Is  all  in  all.    1761. 

Select  Hymn*,  viih  tunes  nnncicd,  ddigned  chiefly  for  the  use  of  Ihe  people 
calleJ  MechiKliiLL    i7«i. 


,,..111  for  Ihe  u«  of  the  I 

plenwnl.  with  u  few  orieiiEila,  iSjT. 

A  Pocket  Hymn-b'.ik.  fur  the  um  of  Chri: 

Another  vnhime  with  the  .lame  title.    ijB; 

A  Snail  Pocket  Hymn-bo^  for  the  um:  nl 

Such  R  the  list  of  C.  Wesley  _  ,  __ . 

script,  it  win  t^milti^  th'.u  iuc1i°ci 
ha*<  aot  been  appnjached  in  any  age. 


'■>  publi'^lHid  V 


The  authonhip  of  this  hymn  hBS  not  been  fully  determined,  but  on  Ihe  whol 
we  are  indined  tn  asaign  it  10  Mr.  Eirani.     It  tint  appeared  in  Rippon's  Selef 

Ilun  (1787!,  wheiv  iu  uritEin  is  Indicnied  thus  "  F .''    Con^queni  on  Ihe  ini 

till,  oitlectun  at  firit  attributed  the  authorship  10  the  Rev.  Benjamin  Pianda 
Baptist  loinLiier,  Hartley,  Ulouixiiershire.  who  died  in  1799-  ^ul  Mr.  Fraud 
eodlnbtited  hymns  tn  the  same  edition  of  Rippnn's  Selection,  accompanied  wid 

Ui,  _-«_ .  — J  :_  ,.1. f —  -.1^  editor  airard^  him  spedu  ocknowledginenti 

. lied  that  hii  father  never_nientioned  to  him  th 

., ReMRciine  the  dainui  of  Mr. 

IE  Foladiil],  where  he  resided,  that  he  composed  ih 

ship  is  airined  him  hy  Dr.  John  Styles, '  *--  - 

JViutuiiH,  March,  1847I.    The  indicj  lion 
probably  intended  to  dennte  Felallill.  t1 

auwith 


678  LYRA   BRITANNICA, 

about  1773.  It  IS  the  second  part  of  a  composition  on  the  Judgment-day,  the  fiamier 
of  whicn,  consisting  of  five  stanzas,  begins  "  We  soon  shul  hear  the  imdiiight 
cry." 

Martin  Mad  an,  pp.  656—658. 

"Come,  Tbou  almighty  King." 

This  hymn,  which,  on  the  authority  of  Mr.  A.  C.  Holwut  Se3nnour,  we  bare 
placed  in  connection  with  our  biograpnical  notice  of  Mr.  Madan,  has  been  attri- 
Duted,  in  Mr.  Spurgeon's  hymn-book,  to  Charles  Wesley.  That  ascription,  wc 
believe,  originated  with  Mr.  Sedewick.  The  hymn  was  first  published  in  a 
four-paged  tract,  in  conjunction  wini  one  by  Mr.  Wesley  for  use  on  a  particular 
occasion.  The  tract  was  reprinted  with  an  additional  hynm  by  Charles  Wesley, 
and  appended  to  Whitefield's  Collection,  sixth  edition  (1757).  As  two  hymns 
contained  in  the  tract  were  written  by  Wesley,  Mr.  Sedgwicic  assumed  that  he 
also  composed  the  third.  ITie  hymn  is  not  mserted  by  Wesley  in  any  of  his 
worics.  In  1763  it  was  included  by  Mr.  Madan  in  the  appendix  to  his  collection. 
In  1764,  Mr.  Sihiriey  communicates  to  Ljidy  Huntinf^on,  in  a  letter  now  in  Mr. 
Seymour's  possession,  that  Mr.  Madan  had  given  hun  "  permission  **  to  use  the 
hymn.  "  This  fact,"  writes  Mr.  Seymour,  "  though  it  does  not  absolutely  prove 
the  authorship,  would  serve  to  show  that  Mr.  Madan  had  a  right  of  property  in 
the  hymn."  Mr.  Seymour  adds,  "  The  hymn  seems  to  have  been  written  for  the 
music  of  'God  save  the  King  !'  Mr.  Madan  was  a  distinguished  musicail  c(hb- 
poser,  and  his  mother  and  sister  were  both  poetesses." 

"  Now  b«f^  the  heavenly  theme* 

Though  we  have  placed  this  hymn  in  connection  with  Mr.  Madan's  name,  we 
would  offer  no  positive  opinion  as  to  the  authorship.  It  originally  appeared  in  the 
appendix  to  Mr.  Madan  s  Collection  f  1763'',  and  the  strain  appears  not  dissioular 
to  that  of  *'  Come,  Thou  Almighty  King.  The  subsequent  history  of  the  hymn 
is  sufficiently  illustrative  of  the  practices  of  collectors.  It  was  transferred  into 
the  Rev.  Tonn  Langford's  Collection  -1773).  From  this  work  it  was  quoted  in 
Dobell's  Selection  (1806).  Subsequent  collectors  quoted  the  hymn  from  Madan, 
Langford.  or  Dobell.  till  1833,  when  the  appearance  of  the  Rev.  John  Bicker- 
steth's  "  Psalmody  "  led  to  a  more  precise  ascription.  Mr.  Bickersteth  placed 
the  names  of  his  authors  and  authonties  in  the  index  to  his  volume,  and  when 
the  space  was  insufficient  readily  to  admit  the  word  "  Collection  **  or  its  abbrevi- 
ated form,  "  Coll.,"  he  was  content  to  omit  the  word  altogether.  Hence  "  Lang- 
ford  "  only  appears  opposite  to  the  hymn  under  discussion.  Mr.  Bickersteth  was 
now  quoted  as  an  authority  for  assigning  the  hymn  to  a  Mr.  Langford,  and  the 
authorship  was  so  indicated  in  future  collections.  But  who  was  Langford  t  In 
Mr.  Spurgeon's  hymn-book,  he  is  described — "  William  Langford,  1^60."  Dr. 
William  Langford  did  not  write  hymns,  nor  does  any  other  hymn-wnter  of  the 
name  occur  at  this  perirvd. 

The  text  of  the  hymn  has  shared  the  uncertainty  in  which  hymiusts  have  in- 
volved its  origin.     It  is  printed  inaccurately  in  almost  every  collection. 

The  Hundredth  Psalm,  p.  660. 

This  version  of  the  hundredth  Psalm  has  been  assigned  to  different  authors. 
The  prevailing  opinion  has  hitherto  been  in  favour  of  John  Hopkins,  the  coad- 
jutor of  Thomas  Stemhold  in  preparing  the  Psalms  attached  to  the  Book  of 
Common  Prayer.  But  in  the  edition  of  the  "  Booke  of  Psalmes,"  prepared  by 
Hopkins  and  Stemhold,  and  published  in  1564,  another  version  is  inserted  as  the 
composition  of  Hopkins.  The  initials  "  T.  S.,"  supposed  to  mean  Thomas  Stem- 
hold,  arc  attached  to  the  present  version  in  a  Psalter,  with  the  date  1561,  prnterved 
in  the  library  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral.  In  the  "  Scottish  Psalter"  ;i564},  the  initials 
"  W.  K."  arc  attached  to  the  composition.  These  are  intended  to  denote  William 
Kethe,  who  is  known  to  have  composed  versions  of  a  number  of  the  Psalms. 
Kcthe  shared  the  exile  of  John  Knox,  at  Geneva,  and  afterwards  held  the  living 
of  Okef(»rd,  Dorsetshire.  Hopkins  was  a  clergyman  in  Suffolk.  Stemhold  was 
Groom  of  the  Robes  to  Henry  VTIT.  and  Edwautjl  VI.  For  these  particulars  we 
are  indebted  to  vVve  Rjcn.  Juslah  Miller,  in  his  work  on  the  New  LoDgpegatioaal 
Hymn-VKjoW. 


A  variety  of  unsupponcd  th<!r»ntf.«  have  been  pui  forth  niipeciiDg  Uit  3ut}ioT£h 
of  ihishymii.  _li  uriKinalLy  iM-and  in  Rippon's  SclKifpn,  1767.    Thtre  tJ 

Hmilirrly  marltcd.  Suc««]inB  canecton  Oflimled  llx  hyain,  alLachinE  10  it  0 
name  "  Kirkhaai."  AcrilleciianurliyiiiiiB,L-diK<]  byThonuuKirkham,  amxan 
in  17SB  1  but  (hU  hynin  it  ddl  cunUined  lu  the  vgLume.  Dr.  Jiptr^h  Betchi 
alidbutes  the  cunipuution  tu  the  Kvv-  Mr-  KirUuin,  tir  whom,  ui  hi:*  index. 
KupuUed  iIk  (jhii^tLui  name  nT  "  jDhn."  I>r.  lldcher  u  inclined  la  bclkvcih 
Mr.  Kirkham  win  a  rdhw-btuilenl  of  Julin  and  Charles  Wedey  and  one  of  t) 
eviy  Mediodittf.  A  pcrann  nf  die  ftanie  h  meDiiuned  vnnie  the  early  OkToi 
HetliodbiU  :  he  afLerwaiili  altached  hiinidf  u  WhileGeliT  Ur.  Alnandi 
Flelclicr,  in  liit  CuUeciiou  (iE::i).  n>cribe>  the  hymn  to  "Keen."  Etiubel 
Caioline  Keeiie  eompiMid  several  hymns, -'■--'-  "    ■—•■-'-'■-•— •■"---•• 

ncous  Foi.'ms  "  (Lund-i  1707.4(01 :  Init  this  ..^-, 

hjb  blely  puLliOied  hynin-bitol;  Mr.  C.  II-  SjjUrgeun  ha 
the  aitemaiive  namu  oT  "Kiriilum  or  Kcnnr '" 
b£ter  name,  so  far  a\  we  have  leJmed,  flouriiihed 
recently,  Mr.  Riniel  Sedgwick  h.-i.<.  we  Ivliev 
the  kev,  WiJlLun  Kincitbiiry.    Mr.  Sedgwick  ic 


imong  them.  In 
No  hymn-wr?Kr,*of'^ 
ibed  the'eonipJ^ilion'^ 


,    The  hymn  anA  ticcn  ( 


Mrs.  Sarah  Floweii  Adaus.  pp.  1  and  663. 
The  biociaphiul  pirticiilatt  in-iencd  in  the  Uxl  rcspcuing  Mn.  Adams  were 
sunhed  by  meniben'  •>(  her  family.  We  have  since  received  from  Ihe  Rev. 
Frederick  Edward.  Di^enling  niiiiMcr  at  Hatlow,  certain  eorrecdons,  which 
may  be  rully  relied  un,  Mr.^ward  >hows  fwm  the  KcgL-ler  of  Burials  kept 
in  his  church,  thai  Mn..  Adams  ilied  on  the  i4lh  Augual,  1S4S,  not  on  ihe  13th 
Au£u4t.  1840,  nt  slated  iu  Ihe  luaL  Miss  £liza  Flvwcr,  sister  of  Mn.  Adams, 
Mr.  £dward  proves  from  the  same  Beeiuer.  died  on  ihe  izih  December. 
.sis,  at  [be  age  cif  fotty-ihree,  "Al  Ihe  funcf"  -'■■-  "---•■ 
Edward,  "  one  of  her  o»     '  "    "  " 

which,  was  suiiE  over  h 


'  Song^  of  the  Mon 


:d  by  Ngvellu. 


Throogh  Ok  kindnci 
Christian  name  of  the 
•Hied  in  the  text.    Mn.  . 
his  idformaiiDn  from  her  r 
■ifeof  Dani,-  -* 

■s.str 

,.     She  died 

Ci 

.    ...me  ofthe  ai...._. 
Kangford.    Mr.  Langfon 


'.  P-  '30. 

-„ „  of  Dr.  Jowph  Rix,  of  St.  Neoh, ._  . 

Christian  name  of  the  author  M  Ihe  Harvest  Hymn  was  Alice,  not  A 

•Hied  in  the  text.    Mrs.  Alice  Flowerdew  laceordingln  llr.  Rii,  wha  l 

andaon,  Mr.  J.  1).  McKcHie,  of  St.  AlhinsJ  was  Ihe 

'^leTfie'r  husWI\"dealh.  Mn.  fj^^cw  lupl  a 
arding-schcHil  for  young  ladies,  first  at  Ishngton.  and  afterwards  at  Bury  St. 
r-dmunda.  She  diedal  Ipswich,  about  the  ye.^T  i8ji,  al  a  very  advanced  age. 
She  composed  verges  up  to  the  close  of  her  long  life. 

George  Waskincton  HAHcroRD,  p.  16;. 

*'  Speak  eenll^,"  is  Laneford,  not 
eland,  and,  it  u  leporud,  held  u 
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:i]i|V)intmcnt  in  India.     Wc  h.ive  made  repeater!  application  to  memben  of  A* 
Kin^foni  family,  in  l>uMiii  And  r.ihcr  pArts  of  IreLmd,  respecting  thdr 
\%  ilhuut  obtaiitin^;  the  iloiUcr.itcd  inforiiutiua. 

Rif.LivT  R..ris>..>N.  pp.  47^  and  67T-3. 

In  C'lnTic  t:.>:t  with  Mr.  K>'iinMMi''«  il.iimtothe  nuthorship  of  *' Come,  TImm 
Foitnt  <if  ewr)-  Mco^inu,"  uc  h.i\c  received  the  foUoHing fzom  the  RcT.  Jdhi 
'l'honia>  \Vi;;ncr  : — 

'•  C'»flTr  /..1UC,  r.iw.Vra*//,  5".,  fef.  9,  1867- 

*'  Com  i:rnin(*  the  hvr.n.  *  C'ttic.  'Ih:-.!  Kuiinl  of  every  blessins/  I  was  in  CQfli> 
iLiny  th«;  other  d.iv  with  .1  Lliri>iian  hi«ly.  in  her  cij$hty-<iecona  year,  who  can 
roneiniM.r  K-seit  K>-I>.i<^.in.  Her  pr.i.iul;arcnts  were  members  of  his  Chords 
and  were  \crv  intini.itt*  >s:i'i  him.  ^hc  di^iinctly  remcmben»  their  tcIUqg  her, 
:uui  tulhii.:  others-  in  her  lK-.irin^,  tli.it  K'.'biu^im  was  author  of  the  hymn,  and 
th:it  iu  .ln.^wc^  t<>  the  qiiLNtiuu  jiut  l>y  thuin  'Are  you  the  author  I*  be  saM  hft 
wai. 

Wll  I  I  AM    SHKtnSOLE,   SeN.,  p.  fOS. 

Wc  hive  in.idvortmily  ;i>irilK'«!  the  anthnrshin  of  the  hymn  conunenciac 
"  Aisn  of  il:*;  I.tifil,  .twakf.  .i\%  ikf."  i-i  the  Rev.  William  Shrabsole.  of  Sheeraesft* 
It  w.iH  written  hy  hi>  ^'U,  wU  ■  ci>inp'»-ed  a  number  of  hynm«,  and  of  wlmi  a 
nieniuir,  with  M>niu  uf  hi:^  ether  l •.•!:. iiiiMtion.N,  i$  given  in  the  text. 

Mrs.  Wils-.'N.  p.  6j3. 

The  hyuiii  cnmmcjicin:;  '"Wc  <]>v:ik  nf  the  re.ilm*  of  the  bless'd**  (whidi* 
in  the  .i>»'.n<:c  i^f  ni<>rc  uuthcntii'  inf^rniition  ut  the  time,  we  placed  under  Uie 
n;ii!»v  (>f  Mr-..  Wil-jin^.  we  h.i\o  n->w  a^t.ert:iined  wa.s  C0Ripi>.eJ  by  Mrt.  Elisai- 
hcth  Mill-,  ih'-  tir>t  wirV  of  the  Lite  'I  If-ni.iN  Mills.  M.P.  Mrf.  MilU  died  of 
r:>ii>nni)ili->n.  in  i-^.").  i:i  h«  r  twenty-third  ye.ir.  She  wrote  the  hymn  a  few 
week-  ln.l'ue  h«-r  «|e:uh,  ami  presented  a  c>ii»y  nf  it  tu  her  rcl.iti\'e.  Mrs.  J.Canu 
WiN'iii.  '1  hiN  e\«  ell.m  l.i-ly  i.«nnn»itied  ine  ver.-*CN  tn  menior>*.  And  frequently 
rejie.iied  thi-iii  ihiiiii.:  her  l.iM  illne--.  In  a  memoir  uf  his  wife  Mr.  Cant 
Wilson  iriMitiil  the  hynni.  uhii  h  h:i>  led  to  the  authtirship  being  ascribed  to  her. 
Mi»N  M.iri.i  Miilv.  the  .iiithiu'h  >isiir-iii  1  iw.  has  kimlly  funiUlied  us  with  a  tnUh 
M'ript  iif  the  xer-e-;  fri»i:j  tlic  i>ri.^iii  d  MS.  Thi-i  ne  «ubji»in.  We  must  eJipiMt 
'>nr  liecp  i'.-.:iet  that  wr  h.ive  not  >uLL.'eeded  in  obtaining  additional  particiilan 
•  •f  Ml '..  Mill>i'>  j»er-..'n.d  liist  try. 

"  Wr.  6ri:\K  .u-  HrAvr\:  vvr  n».  to  i?r  there  I"— /Trr*.  C.  Bridgttt  «m 

r.\.  cxix.  4f.  p.  It'.'. 

\V.  ,;v  .ik  of  its  inthenis  of  prai>«, 
\V  iih  «l!!.  h  »f  ^.in  never  ccimpare 

Th-  s\ii.rtt-.t  \tt\  eanh  wc  can  mae— 
/■.'•.•  7j-..'.x.'  tnust  u  .V  to  h<  thert  i 

Wr-  '.JH  Tik  i'f  it>  Si'n  ;«V  rtf  lo*c. 

«.H  iho  ».*.4  whUh  the  irlnified  •ear, 
Of  tlu-  i'hur--k  iif  the  f»r«i>»ni  above— 
/;«.*  Ti«  1:  *K:nt  it  brtf  b«  there  I 

Tlun  't  t  u-.  "riM-jt  plea<urr  at  woe, 
Sti:i  1. 1  *..j:v«i  our  si-irit*  prepare; 

And  •hi-rfiy  ne  .il«»  .|:.iU  Vmnr. 
A  Hit /or;,  vh.it  ti  it  .v  be  there, 

l-LizAiiETM  Mills,  tlip. 
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